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CHAPTER    I. 


PIE* 

!  ft*  km.  Mth  ;  h»  gives  good  lnl«lli|;rtir*  to  my  npiril, 
oiin  me  uoderttawl  Ikotc  ntkuwi  which  other*'  fl»tt«ry 

pllLUct.  I  COKTBWT. 

Tiik  dusky  shadows  of  twilight  were  fast 
melting  away  before  the  approach  of  morning, 
the  cattle  were  browsing  in  lea  and  woodland, 
the  birds  twittering  in  field  and  brake,  the  vil- 
lagers were  awaking,  and  every  thing  around 
dissolving  the  charm  of  sleep  and  night  ; 
the  forest  was  stirring  with  the  audible  life 
of  nature  ;  now  on  the  open  lands  and  on  the 
hill  side  the  ploughman  was  seen  labouring, 
while  the  silence  of  the  woods  and  retired 
lanes,  and  shady  nooks,  was  only  broken  by  the 
monotonous  tread  of  the  husbandman  hasten- 
ing to  his  daily  toil.     As  nature,  however,  be- 
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came  more  visible  around,  and  the  vaporous 
mists  rose  up  from  out  the  valleys,  and  dis- 
persed over  the  mountain-,  far  away,  the  scene 
of  a  gently  undulating  and  diversified  country 
was  revealed  to  the  view.  The  lands  around 
were  richly  cultivated  or  disposed  by  a  cleanly 
and  careful  tillage,  so  as  to  bring  forward  the 
hard  harvest  of  industry ;  while  here  and  there 
a  group  of  humble  cottages  seemed  to  hint  by 
their  neat  and  well-ordered  appearance,  the 
near  residence  of  a  great  landed  proprietor,  or 
father  of  the  village.  Some  few  prosperous 
and  wealthy  farms  added  their  rustic  beauty, 
and  at  no  very  distant  points  were  discernible ; 
for  the  surface  of  the  land  being  rather  variable 
than  hilly,  concealed  its  own  extent,  while  it 
brought  into  more  open  relief  the  objects  about. 
and  around. 

But  let  us  point  the  attention  particularly 
to  a  road,  that  passing  in  a  devious  track  around 
a  kind  of  headland,  or  somewhat  high  acclivity, 
was  suddenly  lost  in  the  sombre  shade  of  over- 
hanging trees  that,  flanking  its  sides,  formed 
an  apparently  impervious  wood.     But  not  so: 
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presented  a  something  that  fixed  the  regards 
of  those  who  beheld  it.  The  mouth  was  the 
most  peculiar  part ;  full  and  well  shaped,  the 
lips  projected  with  a  satiric  expression,  which 
was,  however,  amply  repaid  by  a  smile,  though 
rare,  yet  indicative  at  once  of  suppressed  good 
nature  and  gentleness  of  mind.  His  hair,  of 
an  iron-grey,  gave  character  to  his  noble  ap- 
pearance. He  was  clad  in  grey  pantaloons 
and  black  short  gaiters,  which,  shaped  as  a 
•*]ove  to  the  hand,  developed  in  every  propor- 
tion the  symmetrical  outline  and  vigorous 
strength  of  the  figure  they  covered.  Behind 
him  flowed,  in  loose  folds,  an  old-fashioned 
morning-gown.  His  hat  was  bent  down  low 
upon  his  brows;  while  in  his  hand  he  grasped, 
rather  than  held,  a  thick  bludgeon,  which, 
when  he  began  to  move,  he  flourished  as  if  it 
had  been  a  switch  torn  from  the  nearest  hedge. 
For  a  moment  longer  he  delayed  ;  then,  seeing 
that  it  was  perfect  daylight,  the  sun  rising  fast 
in  the  heavens,  and  the  dewdrops  on  tin-  ti-c 
reflecting  an  almost  golden  brightness,  he 
seemed   to  determine,  and   plunged    at   once 


wanderings.  A  long  while  mid  a  long  way  he 
hid  walked,  when,  all  at  once  hearing  a  human 
voice,  he  turned  and  doubled  as  a  hare  flying 
his  pursuers.  He  listened,  and  the  sound  in- 
creasing, he  broke  through  some  thick  and 
briary  underwood,  and  advancing  a  few  paces, 
he  found  bSmaaif  in  a  hollow  dingle  of  the 
wood,  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  the 
Gipsies'  Glen.  Seeing  no  further  impediment, 
he  went  boldly  forward.  This  glen,  famed 
through  all  the  country  as  the  scene  of  such 
traditionary  lore  as  was  still  extant,  was  noted 
as  being  not  only  infeMed  by  the  tribe  of  wan- 
derers from  whom  it  took  its  name,  but  also 
the  moonlit  witch  as  well  as  the  midnight  mur- 
derer, were  reported,  from  time  to  time,  to  peo- 
ple its  solitudes.  On  this  morning  nothing 
was  seen,  nor  sound  heard ;  so  he  struck  across 
the  green  and  lootofBcd  space,  rejoicing  in  his 
recovered  freedom.  But  suddenly  a  glance  of 
light  breaking  across  him,  he  saw  a  form  at  the 
further  end  of  the  glen,  rci-lin.i  1 1  one  of 

the  trees  in  a  posture  as  of  sleep.  In  an  instant, 
the  Toiccs  he  bad  heard,  the  figure  before  him, 
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His  eyes  were  dark,  full,  and  expressive, 
his  hair  jet  block,  thick  and  waving,  his  fore- 
head dignified  and but  these  petty  minutiee 

have  nothing  in  fact  to  do  with  the  man,  or 
with  the  hero.  Suffice  it,  he  was  about  three 
and  twenty  years  of  age,  waa  tau,  slight,  and 
graceful. 

He  looked  up ;  his  intelligent  countenance, 
filled  with  the  overflowing  of  inward  emotion, 
and  in  looking  up  he  recognised  the  traveller 
of  the  fields;  he  sprung  hastily  to  his  feet, 
murmuring  an  indistinct  speech  of  courtesy  and 
welcome. 

"  There  is  nothing,'*  said  the  elder  of  the 
two,  apparently  ignorant  of  the  disturbed  air  of 
his  companion,  "  there  is  nothing,  Mr.  Forde, 
worthy  the  thoughts  of  man,  save  only  the 
contemplation  of  nature.  With  such  a  mistress 
as  she,  wc  may  forswear  all  others." 

"  So  indeed  it  seems,  sir.  You  woo  her  early, 
and  indeed  late,"  returned  tin-  youth,  being 
compelled  to  say  something. 

"  Man,  sir,  is  no  better  than  a  beast,  in  this  his 
degraded  state,"  continued  the  other, "  the  brute- 
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hairs  seem  growing  grey  while  jrou  speak. 
This  is  no  opinion  to  enter  the  world  with,  and 
now  that  I  am  left  without  other  resources  ex- 
cept my  own  talents,  or  trust  in  myself  or 
others,  this  is  but  U  afflictive  lesson.  Such 
hopes,  ns  1  have  hitherto  entertained,  have  been 
thrown  like  dust  to  the  passing  wind ;  those 
which  I  still  cherish,  let  them  be  mine."  The 
nker  was  now  silent,  as  if  through  emotion, 
or  perhaps  ;i  r ■mr.  irtion  that  he  had  exposed 
too  much.  The  elder  one  quickened  his  pace, 
and  striking  the  end  of  his  stick  two  or  three 
times  sharply  in  the  ground,  he  resumed  the 
conversation. 

fi  Masil.  my  boy,"  said  he,  "  when  a  man  is 
playing  with  foils  he  don't  expect  to  wound  his 
antagonist.  There  Is  no  doubt  that  we  arc  all 
villains,  greater  or  lesser  villains;  either  veri- 
table rascals,  or  rascals  by  proxy :  but  we  must 
be  rascals,  sir,  there  is  every  tiling  to  make  us 
so,  and  nothing  to  make  us  otherwise.  This 
fortune,  sir,  makes  us  fools,  and  misery  alone 
makes  men  of  us.     Now  it  is  your  rich  and 


PIKRCK  FALCON. 

apart  from  reality ;  but  no  falling  in  love— do 
you  bear  ? " 

"  No  fear  of  that,"  said  tlie  youth  bitterly, 
"none  in  the  world.  My  condition  forbids 
anything  like  feeling,  or  indeed  affection.  Be- 
tween you  and  me,"  he  added,  "  my  circum- 
stances compel  me  to  believe  more  than  ever, 
that  that  man,  who  lately  died,  you  know  to 
whom  I  allude,  was  not  my  father.  No ;  my 
deserted  state,  my  friendli-ss  home,  tell  it  me: 
besides  the  reports  on  all  sides  confirm  it — he 
was  not  my  father !  " 

The  voice  of  the  speaker  was  here  lost  in 
conflicting  passions.  The  pedestrian  dm  down 
his  hat  upon  his  brows,  struck  his  club-stick 
once  or  twice  on  the  green  sward,  hemmed  and 
sighed,  :md  over  his  face  there  passed  one 
cloud,  and  but  one,  of  an  inwardly  agitated 
feeling. 

"  His  death-bed  unconcern, "  breathed  out 
the  youth,  "  told  mc  this— emphatically,  unde- 
niably, told  it  me.     Well,  well,  I  ought  to  hav< 


known   it,  guessed   it,   been 
Yet  what  could  1    have  done  ? 


prepared   for    i 
e  bequeaths 
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eren  itself.  Ha,  ha!  ii  would  he  a  sight  to  see 
the  politician  and  lawyer,  the  lord  and  com- 
moner, the  churchman  and  layman,  each  learn- 
ing the  lesson  of  his  own  heart  A  dry  study 
that,  sir,  of  a  dead  and  obsolete  language.  And 
yet  even  then,  the  rogues  would  misconstrue, 
and  mar  the  text  set  down,  each  turning  it  tfl 
his  fancy ;  while  some  poor  devils,  like  yonder 
donkey  gazing  down  that  sandpit,  would  look 
long  enough  ere  they  could  see  the  bottom. 
Well,  well !  poor  human  nature,"  and  with  a 
kind  of  musical  chuckle,  he  disem  umbered 
himself  of  a  strong  briar,  the  last  trophy  of  his 
late  career  through  brush  and  copse-wood,  and 
tin  y  again,  for  some  way,  continued  their  open 
march. 

"Yet,"  said  the  other,  who  was  evidently  a 
prey  to  his  own  emotions,  "  I  asked  him,  who 
.  at  least  my  friend,  and  on  hit  death-bed, 
1  asked  him  if  I  were  his  son  ;  he  answered 
nothing,  but  shook  his  head,  and  in  an  hour 
he  died.  Strange,  strange  that  such  should  be 
my  fate!  His  distance,  his  habitual  coldness, 
speak  uf  themselves.     By  Heaven,  I  'd  give  a 


Oh  !  it  is  maddening  to  hare  one's  hopes, 
ambition  so  destroyed." 

"Take  my  advice,"  replied  deliberately  his 
co!it|Muiiun  ;  "  you  will  learn  nothing  by  seeking 
to  know  what  most  likely  they  would  conceal 
from  you.  Trust  it  to  time,  linger  out  a  little 
while  among  us,  the  web  may  then  unravel. 
You  may  be  sent  to  by  some  party  concerned. 
Money  you  can  liavc ;  the  rest  leave  to  chance, 
at  least  for  some  weeks :  meantime  the  country 
shall  hear  nothing  of  your  fortunes,  at  all  events 
through  me." 

•;  1  am  bound  to  you  for  many  years  of  kind- 
ness," cried  the  youth,  "  and  for  this  above  all 
things.  You  think  then  that  I  can  get  the 
money?  —  tliat  this  Percy  Marave]  cannot 
houourably  object 

"  1  think  perchance,"  was  the  answer,  "  that 
one  honest  man  may  be  found  amongst  us. 
But  listen ;  this  Maravcl  is  a  debauchee,  a 
spendthrift,  a  gamester;  so  men  speak  it .-  but  he 
lias  money,  is  highly  connected,  and  being  so, 
considers  most  likely  his  debts  of  honour  as  his 
most  honourable  debts.     If  he  be  at  home,  \vc 


world  would  be  lost  in  the  gait  sea  of  sorrow. 
These  tfafap  are  words,  .sir;  no  more,  and  look 
on  them  as  such." 

"  I  have  taken,"  said  the  other,  with  a  sup- 
pressed voice,  "a  bedroom  in  the  village.  The 
new  comers  at  the  rectory  render  it  imj>ossiblc 
for  me  to  continue  there.  No,  he  could  never 
have  been  my  father,  or  he  would  not,  could 
not,  have  left  me  thus  destitute." 

••  My  house  is  at  your  sen-ice,"  replied  the 
other;  "why  not  have  told  your  necessities  be- 
fore ?  In  any  way  I  can  serve  you,  why,  young 
man,  it  is  my  happiness." 

"  Your  generosity,"  cried  his  companion, 
placing  his  hand  with  a  grateful  pressure  on  the 
elder  one's  shoulder, "  is  without  bounds.   1 —  " 

"A  Ihhim-  is  a  house,  sir,  to  each  individual 
alike,  of  whatever  size  it  maybe.  The  snail,  sir, 
has  its  shell  ;  the  wild  beast,  his  lair;  and  man. 
his  home :  Oicrefore  you  arc  welcome.  As  for 
tl»e  other,  tush,  tush,  sir ;  I  am  like  my  neigh- 
bours, as  great  an  ass,  as  great  a  villain,  knave, 
and  fool."  And  he  began  to  contest  his  way 
through  the  intervening  trees,  in  a  manner  that 
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panion,  whose  shrug  and  look  of  pity  being  ex- 
pended without  regard,  were  followed  up  by  a 
smile  of  DO  less  expressive  import,  hut  equally 
unheeded  by  the  youth.  "Hist,"  said  (ha 
traveller,  pulling  at  his  coat-skirts,  "  hush,  and 
come  along.  A  woman — a  heartless  and  a 
soulless  thing — a  woman,  sir,  is  all  the  folly  of 
earth,  met  in  one  form.  Why,  sir,  wc  shall  see 
you  in   love  next ;  come  ulong  !  " 

It  was  not,  however,  until  his  voice  seemed  to 
have  roused  the  lovers,  if  such  they  were,  that  the 
youth  started  away,  and  followed  his  companion. 
The  words  of  the  traveller  as  he  strode  on  lie- 
fore,  in  answer  to  some  expostulation  of  the 
other,  were,  "  I  know  it,  sir,  we  arc  all  of  us  vil- 
lains alike j  poor,  petty,  paltry,  selfish  wretches; 
but  mark  me,  sir,  a  woman  is  worse — do  you 
hear? — is  worse  than  all.  She  is,  sir,  she  is  the 
misery  of  man."  He  now  sunk  into  silence, 
and  through  woody  dell  and  verdant  alleys  they 
wandered  on,  each  too  much  engrossed  by  his 
OWn  eonii'inplations  to  converse  further.  Thus, 
they  had  nearly  cleared  the  forest,  and  were 
attaining  its  utmost  verge,  which  opened  to- 
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world,  with  hearty  good  will,  and  think  it  no 
trouble.  His  cnuuteiNIWI  was  a  challenge  to 
good-nature,  eyes  and  features  flashing  with 
every  petty  .■■  nt,   his  visage   being,   in- 

deed, a  moving  panorama  of  the  very  minutest 
.sentiment  that  agitated  into  action  his  dwarf- 
like, but  not  unpleasing  person.  He  was  attired 
in  an  anomalous  garb  between  that  of  a  jockey 
ami  a  gentleman — top-boots,  a  green  coat,  a  hat 
on  one  side,  and  the  would-be  dashing  air  of  a 
gay  fellow,  were  the  prominent  peculiarities  of 
this  little  person's  appearance.  He  approached 
some  way  towards  them  at  the  swift  pace  de- 
scribed, when,  all  at  once,  and  with  precipitous 
haste,  he  seated  himself  beneath  a  tree,  and 
casting  a  restless  and  perturbed  gaze  in  a  cer- 
tain direction,  he  begin  to  sing  in  a  sweet 
voice,  whose  power  and  compass  when  placed 
in  contradistinction  to  his  diminutive  body, 
afforded  something  in  itself  both  grotesque  and 
admirable,  the  following  verses  of  a  well-known 
ballad  of  the  time  : — 

Oh,  fcirrr  than  the  enrly  dajr. 


Or  Uughtcr-loving  morn, 
Oh,  ftwlBIT  I 

Swtct  lilOMumi  of  the  thorn  ; 
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Where'er  her  fooUttpt  roam  at  will, 

A  joy  »prin)p  into  birth. 
Bui  Ihnu,  more  welcome  far  to  me, 
For  bleitiogi  come  along  with  thee. 

"  Tlii*  ballad-singer  is  involved  in  sweet  me- 
lody," continued  the  first  traveller  of  the  morn- 
ing, "  and  we  may  pass  him  unseen :  depend 
upon  it,  he  U  as  blind  as  the  mole  to  day-light, 
and  breakfast  awaits  us.  A  numskull,  to  be 
sitting  there  scaring  the  birds  with  his  ditties. 
Come  on,  sir,  we  shall  pass  him  yet,  unseen." 

With  these  words  he  walked  forward,  the 
younger  man  falling  insensibly  into  the  rear, 
and  the  club-stick  of  his  companion,  together 
with  a  species  of  growl  which  he  emitted  by 
way  of  indication  of  his  discontent,  being  of 
themselves  sufficient  to  give  warning  of  thcit 
presence  to  the  songster  beneath  the  tree.  But 
far  other  matter  now,  as  it  would  seem,  at- 
tracted him,  for,  with  n  spring,  like  a  pea  ejected 
from  a  pop-gun,  he  darted  up,  glancing  with  a 
more  than  intense  interest  towards  the  one 
point  of  his  visual  contemplation.  And  now 
approached  the  desired  object;  for  his  minute 
person  underwent  a  self-complacent  gaze   of 
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but  Moreton,  his  cold  regard  fixed  unmovingly 
upon  them,  still  consulted  within  himself;  and 
Basil  Ford,  now  feeling  that  he  was  one  too 
many  on  the  scene,  slowly  wandered  away  to- 
wards his  home. 

'•  Lucy,  my  poor  girl,"  said  Moreton,  at 
length,  '•  hie  thee  to  the  Grange,  ami  the  next 
time  send  your  mother  on  these  journeys ;" 
and  Lucy  took  her  basket,  and  venturing  a  de- 
precatory glance  towards  the  speaker,  she 
hastened  away  by  the  same  road  that  she  came 
there.  "  For  you,  sir,"  he  continued,  after  a 
profound  pause,  "  there  may  or  may  not  be 
harm  in  this ;  but  mark  you,  sir,  she  is  an  in- 
nocent and  blushing  creature ;  and,  if  you  seek 
to  make  her  worse  than  this,  by  the  honour  of 
my  manhood,  and  by  the  strength  of  this  arm, 
you  shall  rue  the  attempt.  She  is  a  woman,  with 
no  defence  but  in  her  weakness.  You  will  say 
she  is  a  menial ;  and  all  this  may  be  true :  but 
she  has  a  heart,  soul,  and  feeling;  or  if  she 
have  not,  enough  for  you  that  others  have 
them  for  her.  Go-go  your  ways,  sir,  and 
learn  better." 


so 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


maid,  can  make  no  promises ;  for,  egad !  when 
I  meet  her  they  are  as  veritably  broken  as  that 
basin  before  you.  So,  good  morning  t'yc;" 
and  Rangeley  turned  away,  with  the  conviction 
that  the  old  fellow  was  wooing  the  girl  himself. 

"  Fool !  "  cried  Morcton,  as  he  watched  him 
depart,  "  thrice  drivelling  fool,  and  something 
of  the  knave  to  boot.  This  humble  creature 
he  would  for  a  moment  exalt,  wear  her  as  a 
flower  upon  his  bosom — throw  her  like  a  weed 
away ;  be  happy  in  her  beauty,  indifferent  to 
her  wrongs,  and  leave  her  to  perish  and  to  die. 
It  is  the  same  talc  for  ever  told.  Man  first 
perverts  the  laws  of  nature,  then  blames  her 
that  it  is  so.  All  self-interest — the  slave  of 
his  own  senses,  the  basest  hireling  of  time ; 
— would  he  were  worthy  even  scorn  !  " 

While  he  thus  soliloquised,  he  rambled  nt 
random  forward,  swinging  wildly  to  am!  fro 
the  stick  he  carried,  and  breaking  his  way  over 
all  before  him,  until  suddenly  beholding  his 
late  companion,  he  hurled  himself  over  a  five- 
barred  gate  that  interrupted  his  direct  progress, 
and  was  presently  with  his  arm  linked  in  that 
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choly  interest  his  young  friend's  countenance, 
he  added,  "  is  it  not  shameful,  nay,  is  it  not 
monstrous  that,  with  the  golden  sun  above  us, 
health  within  us,  verdure  and  blessedness,  the 
peace  of  earth,  the  holiness  of  heaven  around 
us,  that  we  are  within,  full  to  the  lips  with 
misery  and  sorrow !  and  all  for  the  sin  and 
folly  of  mankind !  Hell,  sir,  an  imaged  hell,  is 
in  our  hearts,  while  a  paradise  of  joy  and 
beauty  lives  in  each  thing  we  look  upon.  What 
name  do  we  deserve  better  tluui  that  of  mad- 
men:  " 

With  such  discourse  they  continued  their 
way  together  till  they  reached  an  ancient  farm- 
house, before  which  they  halted ;  and  on  knock- 
ing and  calling  for  admission  at  the  wicket, 
their  summons  was  attended  t<>  by  the  young 
rustic.  I.iuv,  whom  they  had  encountered  in 
the  wood.  Moreton  as  he  entered  kindly 
threw  back  the  girl's  hair  from  her  brow,  and 
remarking,  with  a  benevolent  smUc,  that  tears 
would  not  restore  the  fallen  porridge,  he  strode 
into  the  apartment  where  his  breakfast  was 
prepared. 
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trees  linked  with  each  other  in  inextricable 
union  condensed  themselves  into  a  formidable 
harrier.  To  this  peculiarity,  which  cast  a 
mystery  about  the  spot,  and  to  the  deepness 
of  the  shadow  around,  shedding,  as  it  were,  a 
dull  green  twilight,  even  in  broad  day,  upon 
the  scene,  as  well  as  to  the  wild  and  gigantic 
trees  that  grew  there,  whose  forms  seemed 
witch-like,  tempest-ridden,  and  distorted,  the 
place  owed  doubtless  some  of  its  awe  and 
many  of  its  legends.  In  truth,  there  was  a 
barren  verdure,  a  thriving  desolation  about  it, 
a  prophetic  silence,  that  might  well  inspire,  if 
not  dread,  at  least  the  sentiment  of  a  deep 
melancholy.  Besides  this,  there  were  some  grey 
moss-grown  stones,  of  more  than  ordinary  size, 
piled  here  and  there  by  two  or  three  at  a  time. 
These  stones  were  held  in  profound  honour  by 
the  peasantry ;  for,  as  around  them  was  to  be 
discovered  no  trace  of  their  origin,  or  from 
whence  they  came,  tradition  had  been  busy 
with  each  succeeding  year  in  adding  to  the 
superstition  with  which  they  were  beheld. 
But,  let  us  not  forget  it,  from  a  little  mound  of 
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also  by  the  skilful  adjustment  of  its  folds, 
adapted  to  every  turn  of  the  figure,  was  no 
mean  accessary  to  the  vanity  of  the  wearer. 
His  dark,  sw;uthy,  hut  striking  counteuaiM  ■, 
teemed  with  designing  imd  worldly  thoughts, 
while  his  licentious  and  wuudtriug  gaze,  sur- 
\  charged  with  passions  ton  base  to  reveal  them- 
selvcs  openly,  shrunk  from  ;dl  fellow-sympathy 
with  others,  and  veiled  itself  from  all  enquiry 
lirneath  his  lowering  brows,  lie  was,  indeed, 
stamped  and  branded  with  flint  indelible 
impression  that  profligate  habits,  and  low 
and  debased  propensities,  never  fail  to  be- 
queath to  him  who  lias  yielded  himself  up  to 
a  moral  and  mental  degradation.  His  man- 
El  and  words  were  polished  into  more  than 
woman's  softness,  refined  into  an  effeminate 
and  pernicious  gentleness,  the  blossoms  of 
such  thorns  as  arc  strewn  over  the  pit-fall,  the 
better  to  mislead  and  to  betray.  The  young 
girl,  who  hung  enamoured  on  his  words,  it 
were  more  difficult  to  describe.  She,  also, 
was  wrapt  in  a  mantle,  or  coarse  cloak,  so 
ample   that   her   slender  and    girl-like    figure 
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and  enthusiasm  was  discernible  in  her  look  and 
gestures,  that  accorded  not  ungracefully  with 
the  gaiety  and  evident  coquetry  of  her  dispo- 
sition. These  qualities  were,  however,  kept 
in  some  subjection  by  the  peculiarity  of  their 
present  mysterious  and  secret  interview. 

"  In  troth,"  said  the  man,  with  a  suspicious 
look  round  the  Glen,  "  your  sentiments  ore 
honorable  to  you;  full  of  the  tenderness  of 
womanly  virtue.  If  any  thing  could  add  to 
my  idolatry,  it  is  this  ;  to  see  that  you  can  love 
through  circumstance  and  change  and  guilr. 
Your  father,  let  it  be  told,  though  my  lips,  per- 
haps, should  not  speak  it,  has  seen  and  known 
the  worst  part  of  the  world.  Crime  he  is 
familiar  with,  and  docs  not  conceive  that  dis- 
interested feelings  can  exist.  An  appeal  is 
made  to  your  own  heart  if  this  be  true  ? " 

"  NcTcr,  never,"  was  the  reply.  "  1  have 
known  and  am  sure  that  true  affection  has  no 
selfish  motives.  You  have  none;  your  love 
in  unchangeable  as  mine  is.  My  father  cannot 
hope  to  break  this  off.  Love  knows  no  duty 
but  its  object.     You  are   the  first  and  only 
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"  Your  passion  wrongs  my  father,"  said  she, 
her  vanity  evidently  flattered.  "  He  consults 
what  he  believes  to  be  my  benefit,  but  never 
imagine  me  untrue,  or  doubt  me.  We  will 
meet  in  this  glen  until  circumstances  change. 
The  place  is  too  suspicious  for  others  to  intrude 
upon  us.     Nay,  what  do  you  look  at  ? " 

"  Who  can  do  other  than  look  on  what  is 
lovely?"  was  the  soft  answer;  "  but  here  we 
are  not  so  safe  either.  Old  Morcton  of  the 
Grange  passed  us  just  now,  li^litin-  his  wny 
through  the  brambles, — the  old  madman !  We 
must  meet  earlier,  or  yonder,  lower  down  in  the 
shade.  People  may  see  you,  they  may  talk  of 
ymi ;  and  sooner  than  that,  1  would  forswear  your 
dear  society,  since  it  is  not  permitted  me  yet  to 
appear  as  your  open  defender.  What,"  con- 
tinued he,  "  can  be  so  precious  to  me  as  that 
propriety  and  delicacy  in  you,  which  is  ever  the 
sweetest  attraction  of  your  sex.  To  love  and 
revere  you  is  the  weakness  of  my  nature,  and 
so  far  1  am  grown  a  boy  again.  Ah  I  sweetest 
Jessy!" 

"  Ah ! "  murmured  Jessy,  twining  her  slen- 
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"  Here  will  I  vow  for  ever,"  cried  the  ro- 
mantic girl ;  "  all  other  hopes,  prospects,  and 
happiness  laid  :imiI<\  I  am  yours  for  ever.  To 
my  first  affection  I  will  be  faithful,  in  spite  of 
father,  friends,  or  kindred.  What  they  shall 
say  will  be  lost  upon  me ;  all,  every  thing,  but 
your  good,  shall  he  forgotten.  Fortune  will 
be  mine,  to  make  us  happy ;  we  will  be  so ; 
yes,  yes;  my  vow  is  taken  for  ever!*' 

"  Well,  Jessy,"  responded  he,  "  it  is  well ; 
and  may  the  accursed  ills  reported  of  this 
spot,  fall  tenfold  cm  us,  if  we  forget  this  oath. 
Believe  not  what  the  world  says  of  me,  their 
malice,  or  their  wrongs ;  for  from  this  tunc  I 
am  all  that  you  shall  best  approve  of.  Indeed, 
nothing  can  save  you  from  my  lore ;  I  shall 
pursue  you  even  to  my  ruin,  so  desperate  this 
madness  is  upon  me.  And  you,  sweet  girl ! 
you  cannot  fly  from  me ;  and  upon  your  lips  1 
seal  my  oath." 

"  I  would  not  wish  to  fly,"  answered  Jes- 
sy, with  reckless  enthusiasm;  "  and  be  the 
ills  of  this  place,  such  as  they  may  be,  wreaked 
on  all  those  rather  who  thwart  our  affection  : 
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Glen.  Adieu,  sweet  Jessy."  Again  he  lis- 
tened, nnd  clasping  her  in  his  arms,  with 
another  whispered  farewell,  he  dived  into  the 
thicket,  ond  was  gone.  The  young  girl  hod 
scarcely  time  to  look  around,  and  fold  her 
cloak  shout  her,  and  dart  down  the  nearest 
opening,  when  a  party  of  gipsies  entered  tlie 
(ilin.  As  it  was,  she  had  not  continued  her 
way  for  many  paces,  when  a  wanderer  of  the 
same  tribe  accosted  her  in  the  following 
manner : 

"  Bide  good  morrow  to  you,  fair  lady,"  said 
she,  beckoning  to  her  as  she  passed,  "  and  a 
happy  day  to  you.  What !  out  a  meeting 
your  lover  through  the  dew  '■  Cross  toy  palm, 
and  I  '11  tell  you  something  worth  the  know- 
ing. And  what  did  your  lover  say  to  you? 
Nay,  cross  my  palm,  and  I  '11  tell  ye." 

Jessy  looked  to  see  that  her  mantle  wbs 
closed,  and  had  not  betrayed  her,  but  no  out- 
ward mark  of  her  real  station  was  perceptible. 
"  And  what  will  you  tell  me,  good  woman  :" 
asked  she,  giving  her  the  silver  tribute  she 
had  demanded,   and  anxious  to  hear   the  sc- 
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see;  it's  late  to  go  back,  but  better  go  bock 
a  mile,  than  go  on  a  foot  It  is  dark  and 
darker  still.  But  yet  you  will  marry ;  a  late 
marriage,  but  DO  happiness,  unless  you  look 
before  you;  but  take  care,  for  one  shall 
surely  die  amongst  you."' 

In    this   strain    the   old    hag    ran    on,    with 

amah  mojn  that  remains  untold,  which  only 
served  to  bewilder,  more  and  more,  the  already 
distressed  girl.  Romantic  as  she  was,  her 
mind  was  deeply  imbued  with  that  super- 
stition which  generully  accompanies  all  such 
ardent  and  impulsive  natures.  She  therefore 
listened  with  horror,  while  the  woman  re- 
peated, after  her  own  wild  fashion,  the  ig- 
norant prophecies  of  a  pretended  .science 
Hints,  strange,  irregular,  confused,  and  vague, 
were  given ;  possible  facts  mentioned,  from 
which  the  disturbed  mind  was  to  gather  its 
own  conclusions.  To  Jessy,  who,  on  the  in- 
stant, shaped  them  to  her  purposes,  they 
spoke  as  so  many  indubitable  proofs  of  future 
misery;  and  when  some  few  events,  already 
past,    were    recalled    to  her    mind,    she    re- 
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fellow  should  come  right  upon  us.    But  tramp, 
good  woman — be  off,  or  you  know        ■" 

"  I  know  the  goodness  of  your  honour'* 
heart  won't  let  you  harm  a  poor  creature  like 
me,"  was  the  answer ;  "  but  good  luck  t'  yc. 
and  1  can  put  you  on  terms  with  yourself, 
your  honour." 

'•  Well  now,  did  ye  ever  tell  the  fortune  of 
a  pretty  girl  down  at  the  Orange?  and  what 
did  ye  tell  her  ?  "  asked  he. 

•-  Why  that  ahc  loved  your  honour,  to  be 
sure,"  replied  the  sybil.  "  and  would  have 
you,  and  more  for  your  good  beside ;  and  your 
HU  will  be  civil  now !  " 
•  Will  you  take  the  young  girl  a  letter 
there  in  your  wanderings,  and  give  it  with- 
out chart  <■• 

"  I  read  it  in  the  stars  ere  I  saw  you," 
cried  the  woman,  answering  him  according  to 
her  craft,  "  and  your  fortune  is  with  me — 
and  I  will." 

lie  sure  then,"  said  llangeley,  "  that  you 
iect  me  in  the  village,  at  the  going-down  of 
n,  and  you  shall  have 
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certain  personage*  whom  we    may  yet   have 
i  rodure  to  the  render. 
We  would  fain  depict  the  village  as  it  stood 
-yet 

—  "  who  can  p»inl 
like  Nature  ?     Can  imagination  bout. 
Amid  it»gay  creation,  hurt  Like  hen.1 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matrhlet*  nkill. 
And  Iom  them  In  each  other,  a*  appear* 
In  nery  bud  that  blow*  ?  •■ 

This  is  felt  to  be  in  vain,  and  yet  we  would 
politely  hint,  that  the  village  in  whose 
neighbourhood  these  events  took  place,  was 
situated  out  of  the  high  road,  and  imme- 
diately on  the  borders  of  the  forest  we  have 
described.  Sheltered  by  rising  grounds,  in 
the  bosom  of  which,  it,  as  it  were,  lay  pro- 
tected on  all  sides  from  bleak  and  destroying 
winds,  the  cottages  and  gardens  smiled  in 
rustic  prosperity;  and  when  from  a  sharp 
angle  in  the  sequestered  lane  that  led  to  it, 
it  first  struck  the  view  of  the  wayfarer,  it 
afforded  a  spectacle  that  might  equally  engross 
the  senses  and  the   sight.     The  lowly  huts  of 


house  of  prayer,  with  golden  spire  reflected 
to  the  sun,  iind  churchyard  planted  with 
mourning  yew,  girt  with  its  hawthorn  hedge, 

:.  in  front,  protected  by  a  rough-hewn  pal- 
ing. Here  the  hamlet  ended,  and  plots  of 
ground  where  the  cabbage  and  the  rose  had 
met  together,  forming  the  peasant's  garden, 
now  gave  way  to  the  wide  opening  landscape. 
Yet,  amid  fields  waving  with  com  aud  grain ; 
green  meadows  glowing  in  all  the  various 
shades  of  pasture ;  with  every  now  and  then 
a  track  of  arable  land,  traced  with  the  even 
furrows  of  the  plough ;  there  were  two  other 
residences  that  must  not  pass  nirooligodL 

The  first  of  these  was  the  Grange,  an  old- 
fashioned  and  low-roofed  dwelling,  where  the 
implements  of  husbandry  and  labour,  toge- 
ther with  all  the  appurtenances  of  a  farm- 
yard, were  mingled  in  nounplcasing  confusion. 
The  dairy,  from  whence  flowed  in  due  season, 
quantums  of  milk  for  the  aged  and 
poor ;  the  garden  tluit  supplied  each  May- 
day queen  with  her  spring-tide  garland ;  the 
orchard,  from  whose  fruit-encumbered  branches 
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a  buxom  country  lass  may  assume  the  more 
frivolous  airs  of  the  fine  and  town-bred  girl  of 
fashion.  Of  idl  and  each,  the  furniture,  though 
costly,  was  alike  incongruous;  for,  various 
sized  tables,  light  and  heavy  chairs,  gaudy  and 
simple  ornaments,  vied  for  pre-eminence  of 
choice!  as  if  met  together  there  to  suit  the 
caprice  or  peculiarities  of  every  new  intruder, 
or,  by  contrariety  of  effect,  to  add  to  their 
amusement.  Meanwhile,  amid  all  this  sin- 
gularity, there  was  nothing  wanting  that  might 
conduce  to  the  comfort,  advantage,  or  im- 
provement of  any  individual ;  but  rather,  as 
if  some  depository  or  storehouse  had  been 
ransacked,  for  the  purpose  of  nothing  being 
omitted  that  might  benefit  such  as  were  ad- 
mitted within  its  precincts.  So  much  for  the 
Grange. 

Far  apart  from  this,  retired,  and  on  the  slope 
of  an  eminence,  was  the  noble  mansion  of 
Fair-Lawn,  the  seat  of  the  lord  of  the  liamlet. 
Here,  for  more  than  two  hundred  years,  the 
family  of  the  Freehngs  had  resided,  and,  in 
succession,  had  been  the  masters  and  patrons 
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then,  if  we  object  one  doubtful  thought,  they 
will  intrude  even  on  silence,  and,  like  other 
fortunate  fools  in  the  world,  will  raw  out  their 
own  superiority,  and  mock  us  as  we  paw  them : 
now  Fair-Lawn  had  a  rookery,  and  was  a 
vourcd  house.  On  passing  the  gates  of 
trance,  the  ample  park  at  cither  side  spread 
far  before  the  sight,  and  unduluting  in  many 
a  swelling  mound  of  thick-grown  greensward, 
formed  a  turf  of  most  surpassing  beauty,  that, 
merging  into  one  vast  and  open  lawn  before 
the  house,  was,  without  doubt,  the  origin  of 
tliat  name  by  which  the  estate  was  designated. 
In  the  distance,  the  deer  ami  fawn  were  brows- 
ing amid  a  scene,  that  with  insidious  beauty 
betrayed  us  to  explore  its  deepest  recesses, 
where  rich  gardens  rose  up,  blooming  and  fra- 
grant, and  the  sequestered  shrubbery  invited 
to  its  shade.  Of  late,  the  place  was  regarded 
witli  more  than  ordinary  respect,  for  no  long 
period  had  elapsed  bum  t  he  death  of  its  late- 
owner,  and  the  splendour  of  the  funeral  was 
still  in  every  mind,  and  on  every  tongue,  and 
marked  as  one  of  the  greatest  events  in  the 
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mails  of  the  parish.  The  estate  was,  there- 
fore, at  present,  only  occupied  by  a  son  and 
daughter  of  its  late  master,  both  nearly  of  an 
age;  and  flic  young  man,  just  AtM  t>>  at- 
Kia  majority,  waa  looking  forward  to  the  lunr 
when  he  waa  to  be  released  ffi  i>mli|i>m 

ju»r.liaii»,   and   become  the   father  of  his 
tenantry  in  his  own  right. 

Hut.  to  our  hero.     Gossips  and  old  crones. 

paupers,   peasantry,   and    gentry,   bail  known 

and    remembered    from    his    earliest    infancy, 

Basil   Ford.     The   first,   recalled   him   .is   8ft 

gentle-hearted  youth,  "  who  knew  how  to  do 

thing  for  any  one,  and  give  the  civil 

word  too:" — the  poor  had  enjoyed  too  often 

certain   portions   of  his  boyish   cash  ever  to 

forget   him; — the   labourer  and   tiller  of  the 

fields,    had   hailed   his  step   upon   the   dewy 

lawn,  sure  of  a  little  chat  from  the  young  mas- 

i.'cctory  ;—  and  the  rich  recognised 

in     htm     the    handsomest    and    cleverest    boy 

in  many  a  mile  of  them.     Such  waa  the 

ic    had   acquired,   when   whispers 

began  to  be  circulated,  that  the   Rector  had 

d  5 
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never  l>een  married.  So  holy  a  man,  this 
could  not  have  been  his  son,  and  then  as  our 
friend  Mrs.  Mykc  said,  giving  way  to  ;i  flourish 
of  rhetoric  for  the  first  time  iu  her  life,  "  He 
was  no  more  like  the  parson  than  an  angel 
was  like  a  duck  iu  a  dry  season."  lie  had 
been  brought  there  when  quite  a  child,  and 
though  his  childish  comforts  had  been  con- 
\;.ilered,  it  must  be  confessed,  that  the  Hector 
self,  by  his  indifference,  his  diurnal  instruc- 
hons,  and  tutor-like  air,  with  other  evident 
signs,  was  not  the  last  to  give  some  grounds 
for  such  suspicions  \  for  being  n  learned,  cold 
and  pious  man,  he  did  his  duty  strictly,  and 
never  imagined  that  anything  more  could  be 
ccted  even  from  a  parent  to  his  son.  But 
Basil,  meantime,  had  been  no  loser;  for  all 
agreed  that  he  was  a  noble  and  a  brave  youth, 
whatever  were  his  origin.  It  must  be  known, 
moreover,  that  these  reports,  such  as  they 
were,  had  never  reached  his  cars  until  about 
the  time,  or  after  the  death,  of  his  instructor. 
It  is  true  that  his  early  days  had  been  any 
thing  but  happy  j  for  our  superiority  over  the 
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■round  him,  anil  tltc  shadows  of  evening  ga- 
rturing1  Then  the  throng  of  dreams,  the  pren 
of  aspirations,  would  DOOM  upon  him,  and. 
perhaps,  between  his  uplifted  eyes,  and  the 
front  of  heaven,  there  might  intervene  a  form, 
tin-  emhodied  ^]>irit  of  love,  that  told  him 
:•  tilings  were  in  the  distant  vale  of  open- 
ing life.  So  would  he  dream,  and  with  a  high 
■licet  and  elevated  mind,  contend  Bgt&M 
the  emotinn.'.  lh;il   would  eomr.   u|nu>  him.      Hi- 

felt  himself  an  exile,  he  knew  ;md  recognised 
no  social  tic  around  him,  and  nature  had  not 
yielded  him  one  being  whom  he  might  cherish. 
This  may  he  called  weakness,  but  in  this  lay 
bia  strength;  nor  were  these  struggles  of  the 
heart  entirely  thrown  away,  but.  once  over, 
he  earned  in  the  sweetness  of  his  after-cou- 
phitinns,  a  full  and  an  ample  reward.  Once 
more  grown  OOntonted  Witt  existence,  he 
would  qoh  his  retreat,  and  as  evening  came 
on,  standing  on  the  verge  of  the  forest,  lie 
would  gaze  into  it«  darkened  recesses,  as  if 
once  again  to  seek  the  spirit  that  had  beguiled 
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him:  but  it  was  gone,  lie  whistled  mil 
lonely  bird  from  the  far  shelter  of  the  tree*, 
responded  to  him,  and  he  went  on  his  way. 

In  this  sensibility  of  iliiposifion,  originated 
that  kindness  and  bcnerol-  I  tad  marked 

his  youthful  conduit .     At  length  these  sffec- 
erer  repressed  only  to  burst  forth  again, 
themselves  up,  in  all  the  impetuosity 
their  nature,  to  the  companion  of  Ins  boyish 
years.     We  must  grow   young  again  ere  we 
can  hope  fully  to  understand  the  peculiar  sen- 
timents with  which  lie  regarded  Horace  Free- 
ling,  or  rather,  with  which   they  beheld  one 
another.     It  was  that  love,  the  friendship  of 
lb)  which  nurpssscs,  in  sublimity  and  beau- 
ty, another  feelings  in  the  world  beside.  There 
are   no  doubts,   no  distresses  here ;  it   is  the 
full   overflowing   of  fancy  and   of  truth,  and 
such  it  was.     Indeed,  it  would  have  been  im- 
possible to  decide  which  was  of  the  other  the 
.•  attached  ;  they  had  studied  together,  and 
together    played,    sported  and   lived   a   little 
life  together.     The  memory  of  their  youth  was 
a  miniature  portrait  of  one  another,  that  each 
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carried  secretly  and  faithfully  in  his  lvosom. 
Yet,  if  possible,  the  might  of  this  friendship, 
and  its  ardour  and  enthusiasm,  were  on  the 
part  of  Basil  Fordc  ; — all  of  w  -Inch  emotions 
were  changed  by  the  other,  who  was  some  two 
years  you nger,  into  esteem,  tenderness,  honour, 
and  veneration  ;  an  affection  for  his  friend,  and 
an  adoration  of  his  talents ;  a  sentiment,  in- 
deed, that  levelled  all  distinctions  between  their 
separate  stations  and  fortune,  now  and  for  the 
future.  Their  dispositions,  meanwhile,  afforded 
no  lesa  striking  contrast: — the  thoughtful 
nd  reserved  manner  of  Basil,  with  the  bu 
ant  and  generous  air  of  Frccling, — the  habitual 
melancholy  of  the  first,  with  the  untircd  good- 
nature of  his  friend, — the  ambitious  and  power- 
ful mind,  the  intellect  of  the  one,  with  the  un- 
aspiring yet  noble  temper,  the  intelligence  of 
the  other.  The  only  point  at  which  their  cha- 
racters met,  in  seeming  resnr.blance,  was  a 
daring  and  brave  spirit,  the  motive  and  im- 
pulse of  resentment,  accompanied  by  si 
sentiments  of  honour  as  might  lead  them 
equally  into   accidental   and  personal   danger. 
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bitterness,  his  actions  full  of  benevolence,  it 
were  difficult  to  tell  whether  there  were  most 
feeling  or  apathy  predominant  in  him.  He 
was  generally  up  to  his  knees  amid  his  books, 
or  riding  desperately,  fur  no  other  pace  would 
suit  him,  over  the  country;  and  sometime,  as 
we  have  seen  him,  in  the  early  morning,  roving 
through  the  woods  and  fields.  It  was  ru- 
moured that  the  inmates  of  the  cottages  around 
could  very  well  explain,  and  to  his  honour, 
these  matin  excursion!!  of  his ;  nevertheless,  be 
it  known,  that  excepting  occasionally  a  visit  to 
Fair  Lawn,  or  the  Priory,  Basil  was  his  onlv 
single  and  intimate  friend.  At  the  same  time 
master  of  the  Grange  was  looked  upon  as  a 
wealthy  man,  the  greatest  farm  and  land  pro- 
prietor in  the  neighbourhood,  and  a  fair  half  of 
'lie  village  waa  computed  to  belong  to  him;  so 
that,  wherever  he  went,  his  footsteps  were  at- 
tended with  rMpMl  and  vein-ration.  There 
was,  however,  evidently  some  mystery  about 
him.  Connexions,  relations,  or  acquaintances 
he  seemed  to  have  none.    He  had  bought  lands 
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there  and   settled  there,  and  further  no  on* 
knew  any  thing  uf  him. 

But  let  us  recount  one  incident  of  his  life, 
told  to  crery  one  ax  a  secret  by  the  before- 
mentioned  Mrs.  Myke,  a  lady  certainly  ad- 
dicted to,  and  skilful  in  deciphering  certain  or- 
acular Cones  found  in  the  Pillage  circulating 
library;  yet  surely  the  tale,  m  told  by  iht,  wrapt 
Hi  character  in  more  gloom  ami  (fa  ■  .rity  than 


She  reported  that  on  one  occasion,  now  some 
three  or  four-and-twenty  years  back,  and 
shortly  after  his  rrturn  from  the  war,  her  mas- 
ter had  quitted  home,  nay,  gone  on  a  tedious 
MHItaWM  fol  some  clays;  that  one  spring 
morning  the  carnage  returned,  and  out  came 
Morcton,  bearing  in  his  arms  a  lady,  pale, 
speechless,  aud  apparently  dying ;  that,  as  he 
bore  her  as  tftfai  Id  under  the 

verandah  into  the  breakfast  parlour,  and  to  the 
son,  she  heard  him  sigh,  and  saw  the  tears  fall 
frum  In  T'n at  after   some  months   of 

mental  derangement  the  lady  died;  ami,  con- 
tinued the  good  woman,  "  My  master  always 
spoke  as  soft  as  silver  to  her,  but  when  I  brought 


66 


PIERCK  PAIX-ON. 


the  news  down  stairs  to  him  that  she  was  gone, 
he  seemed  to  change  into  stone  where  lie  sat ;  he 
never  shed  tear  nor  spoke  word,  hut  watched 
hy  her  till  she  was  buried ;  and  there  she  lies 
on  the  sunny  .side  of  the  church-yard,  in  my 
master's  vault ;  only  one  word  on  the  tomb- 
stone, '  Vale  : '  her  maiden  name,  to  be  sure ! 
Ah !  poor  tiling,  1  hope  she  may  have  been 
innocent."  So  ended  always,  and  precisely  in 
the  same  way,  this  strange  account.  Now  all 
this  had  its  due  effect  upon  the  listeners ;  and 
when  it  was  known  that  Moreton  roamed  in- 
differently, and  at  nil  hours  lioth  of  the  night 
;;th1  rl.iy,  in  the  surrounding  forest ;  n;.\.  WBI 
suspected  to  defy  even  the  horrors  of  the 
Gipsy's  Glen,  no  wonder  that,  with  all  his 
benevolence,  he  was  regarded  by  the  country 
people  as  a  mysterious  being,  the  victim  either 
of  his  folly  or  his  fate. 

But  as  no  person  lives  that  shall  not,  at  one 
period  or  other,  be  more  or  less  the  object  of 
common  scandal,  so  this  tale  was  now  forgot- 
ten, and  superseded  by  others  of  inferior  note, 
until  the  gossips  of  the  hamlet,  as  if  by  tntui- 
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Ml  hrr  excellencies  «t»od  In  her  »o  illcntljr,  u  If  the;  h*l 
•tolen  ujh.ii  her  without  her  knowledge. 

Sib  Tmoma*  Otkb*<>kt. 


Jessy,  on  quitting  the  gipsy,  hastened  for- 
ward, by  a  devious  and  almost  imperceptible 
path,  in  the  direction  of  the  spire  that,  rising 
from  amongst  the  wood,  apparently  denoted 
the  near  neighbourhood  of  some  sacred  bouse 
or  edifice  devoted  to  the  duties  of  worship. 
On  reaching,  however,  the  huge  and  massive 
iron  gates  that  opened  by  a  small  portal  into 
ilii-  I'lK'liixure  or  park,  she  looked  eagerly  about 
her,  and  entering  with  noiscUw*  approach,  she 
passed  swiftly  the  moss-grown  lodge,  and  ad- 
vanced towards  the  Priory  itself;  evidently  no 
longer  the  asylum  of  religion,  but,  if  ever  built 
for  such  purposes,  now  converted  into  an  abode 
for  tiie  profane  uses  of  man.     Its  appearance, 


a  moment  she  stood  in  self-enamoured  content, 
arranged  her  disordered  beauty,  and  at  the  last 
sound  of  the  breakfast  bell,  entered  an  apart- 
ment on  the  ground-floor,  where,  in  a  shaded 
boudoir,  with  her  feet  raised  on  a  stool,  half 
reclining,  half  sitting,  she  found  her  sister. 
The  dress  of  this  young  lady  m  simple,  deli- 
cate, and  maidenly ;  the  heaped  up  ringlets  of 
her  jet  black  hair  hung  on  the  snowy  white- 
nesH  of  her  throat,  shoulders,  and  bosom,  as  if 
to  veil  the  virgin  and  modest  grace  that  feared 
to  be  revealed.  She  was  one  of  those  figures 
round  which  the  garments  fall  like  drapery  on 
a  statue,  and  become  a  part  of  the  being  they 
adorn.  The  lustre  of  her  dark  eyes  slept 
timidly  beneath  the  lids,  abashed  at  their  own 
brightness :  need  it  be  told  that  they  beamed 
with  the  soul-like  radiance  of  kindness  and 
affection.  Her  ]>ersun  was  the  image  of  her 
mind,  and  breathed  of  its  purity  and  its  grace. 
Wc  can  say  no  more. 

"  All  Ji  vsy  I  "  said  she,  with  the  sweetest  of 
buBM  voices,  "where  liavc  you  been?  the 
last  stroke  of  the  clock  has  gone.     I  called  at 
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"  Indeed,  Jessy,"  said  the  elder  one,  **  you 
know  not  what  you  say ;  'tis  for  your  good. 
Pardon  me,  and  let  me  speak  the  truth.  This 
man,  he  is  unworthy  of  you.  A  gaimsiir,  sunk 
in  the  lowest  depths  of  sin  ;  one  of  the  meanest 
and  basest  mmpanioM  of  my  poor  father, 
thrown  imprudently  into  our  society,  by  casua| 
intercourse;  a  profligate.  Dear  girl,  consider ! 
a  modest  woman  cannot  love  such  baseness. 
Oh,  you  make  me  tremble  to  think  of  him  !" 

"  lie  loves  me,"  cried  Jessy ;  "  my  father 
liked  his  company,  and  objects  because  then 
is  no  fortune }  but  you,  Constance,  you — are 
nothing  more  than  a — a  prude — you  talk  like 
one." 

"I  do  not  think,"  said  Constance  mildly 
"  that  this  is  true :  this  is  not  surely  my  cha- 
racter." 

"  1  detest,"  continued  Jessy,  "  such  notions ; 
a  mere  pretence  that  you  could  never  like  a 
man  ;  and  all  such  folly  !  " 

*'  I  do  not  know,"  said  Constance,  in  the 
same  tone,  "of  any  pretences  that  I  could 
never  like  a  man." 
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■  Then  how  would  you  like  bin  :   By  halves ; 

■  self-interest  ? "  cried  Jr 
..  no,"  exclaimed   Constance,  blushing;; 

1  no  such  thing.  I  would  adore  him  ;  love 
urn  sincerely,  once  and  for  ever ;  smile  with 
lum ;  weep  with  him  ;  he,  if  it  were  permitted 
me,  the  juy  of  hi*  prosperity,  watch  over  him 
MM,  and  beg  for  him  in  p  .  rty.  I 
would  live  for  him;  meet  death  for  him;  dn 
iy  thing  that  might  become  my  virtue  or  my 
truth ;  but  then,  forgive  me  once  again,  dear 
Jessy,  he  must  be  one  with  such  frailties  a*  we 
have,  but  still  deserving  of  honour;  one 
whom  the  world  respect*,  and  myself  most 
of  all." 

These  words  were  uttered  with  downcast 
eyes,  a  trembling  voice,  and  hands  that  instinct- 
ively were  clasped  in  one  another.  Jessy 
looked  at  her  a  moment,  twirled  her  rings 
round  her  fingers,  and  said,  with  some  mean- 
ing in  her  Bone,  "  I  suppose  this  fine  speech 
may  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  Mr.  Basil  Fordo  i 
it  seems  - 

"  Re,  Jessy,"  answered  the  sister  reproach- 
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fully,  and  blushing  more  deeply,  "  this  is  un- 
kind of  you  ;  ungenerous,  and  not  deserved  by 
mr.  Mr.  F.irdc  ought  not,  cannot  be  any  thing 
10  me:  why, we  only  have  seen  him  every  now 
ami  then  in  our  walks." 

"  You  always  blush,"  resumed  Jessy,  "  and 
tremble,  and  shrink,  and  shuffle,  whenever  he 
approaches  us.  I  don't  know  what  claim  he 
has,  indeed." 

"  Blush,  tremble,  shrink,"  murmured  Con 
stance,  "  I  did  not  know  it ;  no  one  remarks 
it ;  you  mistake." 

"  People  have  remarked  it,"  said  Jessy,  '"and 
to  me." 

"  Oh!  no,  oh !  no  !  "  sighed  Constance  faintly, 
her  face  sinking  on  her  bosom,  "  impossible, 
it  cannot  be." 

"  I  saw  hiru  this  morning,"  continued  Jessy, 
seeing  she  now  liiul  the  advantage  ;  "  we  met 
together  in  the  wood  :  he  knows  how  to  look, 
at  all  events,  with  affection  j  whether  he  can 
feel,  that  'a  another  tiling.  Only  no  one  aeems 
toknow  whom  he  is,  or  one  might  find  it  in  one's 
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accept  him  :  and   then  his  conversa- 


•  lie  spoke  to  you,  then  ?  "  said  Constance, 
not  unwilling  to  hair  furl  '■   ninn  of  his 

study  and  acquirements;  one  of  whom  my 
father  and  every  one  speaks  so  highly;  his 
conversation  of  course  must  be  superior  ? "  and 
to  saving,  she  turned  away,  and  picking  a  row 
from  a  near  stand,  looked  at  it,  sighed,  and 
began  to  pull  it  leaf  from  leaf. 

"  He  is  clever,"  said  Jessy  calmly,  *  and  full 
ardour  and  enthusiasm.  Such  discourse !  " 
continued  she,  dreaming  of  the  man  she  had 
really  conversed  with,  "  such  cloqucm-e  as  one 
might  listen  to  for  ever !  And  then  his  compli- 
ments, his  manners  charming!  lie  evidently 
came  for  the  chance  of  meeting  and  conversing 
with  mc." 

•' \  singular  presumption,"  returned  Con- 
stance, plucking  another  rose,  "  without  intro- 
duction, and  in  the  early  morning,  to  intrude 
himself:  to  be  sure,  you  arc  very  young;  he 
might  not  therefore  think  it  so.  Was  he  long 
with  you  ?  " 

*   2 
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••  AUout  an  hour  and  a  half,"  was  the  an- 
swer. "  I  wish  I  had  never  liked  another,  then 
perhaps  his  feelings  might  meet  with  some 
return  from  me." 

The  latter  part  of  this  conversation  had  hern 
carried  on  by  Jessy  with  some  difficulty,  and 
not  without  some  inward  KpfmhtDlOBD,  le»t, 
l>y  an  unlucky  word,  the  truth  might  escape 
from  her;  hut,  indeed,  her  folly  having  led  her 
to  expose  the  accidental  glimpse  she  hud  seen 
of  Forde,  her  vanity,  and  perhaps  the  fear  of 
some  discovery  taking  plaix-  through  him,  in- 
duced her  to  speak  as  wc  have  seen.  Yet, 
when  at  the  avowal  of  a  seeming  preference  on 
his  part,  her  sister  turned  round  with  an  unem- 
barrassed air  of  inquiry,  she  felt  for  an  instant 
that  her  deception  was  any  thing  rather  than 
a  safe  one. 

■•  Ah,  ah  !  "  continued  she,  with  a  light  laugh, 
and  as  she  sported  with  her  lap-dog,  "  I  could 
not  help  smiling,  and  thinking  how  he  would 
stare  if  he  were  told  what  you  said  of  him." 

"  Good  heavens,  Jcnsv  !  "  cried  the  other,  in 
her  turn'  alarmed.  "  Are  you  mad  ?  Surely  you 
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irrmld  not  expose  such  folly,  such — such  idle 
talk  as  tins  :  "  and  she  sunk  upon  a  scat. 

ried  Jessy,  "  how  hand- 
some he  was 

aid  Constance,  with  a  look  very 
much  tike  a  criminal  at  the  bar,  "so  other 
people  say  as  well." 

How  benevolent — accomplished — how  he- 
wed be  appeared  to  be,"  cried  Jessy. 

.  yes,"  cried  Coustamv.  "  and  others 
like  him." 
"  And  the  other  day,"  returned  Jessy, "  when 
was  reported  that  he  was  poor,  you  said,  a 
i*s  fortune  was  no  part  of  him,  and  you 
tilisk  nothing  of  your  money — that  his 
character  made  him  worthy  a  queen  and  her 
Did  you  not  say  so  ? " 
••  Yes,  yes,"  murmured  Constance,  "  some 
such  nonsense  we  both  talked;  indeed,  Jessy." 
'  Nay/*   cried   Jessy  again,  repairing   to   a 
MtfoHo  at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  "  and 
more  too.     I   should  like  to  know  what  any 
one  would  think  who  should  sec  this.     Upon 
my  word,  an  excellent  likeness  of  the  gentle- 
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man  : "  and  so  saying,  she  held  up  a  beautiful 
head  in  crayon,  which  any  one  might  recognize 
as  meant  for  Basil  Fordc.  At  the  sight  of  the 
portrait,  Constance  sprung  forward,  and  having 
rescued  her  betrayed  treasure,  sat  crushing  it 
in  her  hands,  and  against  her  throbbing  bosom, 
scarcely  knowing  what  she  did.  At  her  sister's 
mischievous  laugh,  she  tore  it  across  and 
across,  and  at  length  dropped  it,  in  fragments, 
upon  the  floor. 

"It  was  done,"  she  faltered,  "merely  for 
practice.  You  know  the  picture  in  Miss  Free- 
ling's   parlour,   of  him   and    Horace  going   a 

shooting — well But,   Jessy — we   are   both 

very  foolish.  Now  let  me  warn  you,"  and  she 
arose,  the  better  to  conceal  her  own  confusion, 
and  played  with  her  sister's  curls  as  she  spoke, 
"let  me  warn  you,  that  if — if  really  one  so  ad- 
mirable as  he,  should  truly  esteem  and — and — 
love  you — if  this  blessing  should  be  your's,  do 
not  give  him  one  instant's  pain,  or  any  sad 
suspense ;  but  oh  !  dear  Jessy,  cast  that  man, 
that  Pierce  Falcon,  from  your  bosom,  and  con- 
sider the  happiness  you  will  give  me,  and  all 
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of  us,  to  know  that  you  will  be  united  to  one 
whose  society  is  worthy  of  you;  one  fin 
whose  life  you  may  draw  a  moral  full  of  sweet- 
nan;  one  whose  love  is  an  affection  of  the 
soul ;  a  man  of  whom  all  women  will  envy  you 
the  possession,  and  men  honour  for  his  own 
sake."  Here  she  stopped  in  some  emotion. 
Both  sisters  were  for  some  moments  silent, 
when  the  elder  one  added  in  a  subdued  tone, 
"To  see  you  married  to  such  worth  and  good- 
ness ;  indeed,  to  any  one  with  the  same  quali- 
ties, would  be  a  lasting  joy  to  me.  Say,  dear 
Jessy !  it  shall  be  so." 

"Ah'"  sighed  Jessy,  "you  don't  know  by 
how  many  ties  my  heart  is  bound  to  that  man. 
The  ills  you  hear  of  him,  the  slanders  reported 
of  him,  arc  not  true ;  prove  that  they  are  so, 
and  he  shall  be  resigned.  Yes — Basil  Forde 
might  teach  me  to  forget  him."  Constance 
looked  on  the  speaker  with  a  tender  compas- 
sion, and  folding  her  arms  round  her  sister, 
who  was  to  her  the  precious  gem  of  her  affec- 
tions, she  said, 

"  And  if  it  were  proved  that  all  we  hear  of 
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1 1 i in  is  true,  true  as  the  life  »c  breathe;  then, 
my  sister, — yes,  Jessy,  you  would  return  to  all 
your  fond  pursuits,  and  be  a  happy  girl  once 
more.  I  would  not  pain  you,  dear,  but  see 
and  feel  he  is  below  your  notice,  much  less 
your  love." 

With  this,  she  put  into  her  sister's  hands  a 
newspaper,  and  among  the  reports,  was  an 
account  of  the  discorery  of  a  private  gambling 
house  of  the  very  worst  description;  where, 
by  a  forcible  entry,  the  officers  became  informed 
of  a  system  of  the  basest  fraud  and  infamy. 
The  owner  of  this  place,  one  Pierce  Falcon  by 
name,  had  escaped,  but  was  well  known  as  a 
character  deeply  skilled  in  all  the  necessary 
arts  to  carry  on  such  a  scheme  to  his  own  ad- 
vantage. He  was  supposed  to  be  a  man,  not 
only  respectably  but  highly  connected,  who, 
having  ruined  himself  by  his  depmved  habits, 
had  resorted  to  this  mode  of  ensuring  a  sub- 
sistence. It  further  added,  that  the  officers 
were  still  in  search  of  him,  and  had  a  clue  to 
In-,  retreat. 

"This,"  «aid  Constance,  in  a  suppressed 
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And  then  the  hints  of  all  his  wickedness  and 
\ -iloness  ?    Oh,  Jessy,  remcmhcr  this ! " 

"  I  dare  not,"  murmured  Jessy  distractedly, 
'•  1  dare  not  do  it." 

"  Dare  not ! "  cried  Constance,  with  a  look  of 
hurror,  and  then  added  in  a  more  trembling 
tone  ;  "  If  you  fear  his  villany — his  anger — we 
have  a  father ;  or — yes,  I  will  do  it  myself — 
go  to  him — compel  him.  My  father's  temper 
dnred  not  now  be  trusted,  and,  indeed,  indeed 
Jessy,  he  shall  not  bind  you  to  him.  Oh !  my 
dear  sister,  let  me  be  your  friend,  and  all  will 
yet  be  well."  As  she  spoko,  she  kindly  kissed 
her,  but  Jessy,  unmindful  of  it,  continued  her 
meditations  in  silence. 

u  Being,"  she  at  length  said,  "  in  fear  of  pur- 
■>uit.  if  this  account  be  true  of  Pierce  Falcon, 
he  will  not  follow  us  here." 

"Certainly  not;  he  cannot.  Besides,  how 
will  he,  or  dare  he,  pursue  us  here — impossi- 
ble '  *'  said  Constance,  not  at  all  aware  that 
the  words  had  been  merely  dropped,  to  sound 
h<>w  far  the  facts  of  the  case  were  truly  known. 
"  No,"  said  Jessy,  «  I   was  dreaming  s    it  is 
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of  Basil  Fordr  in  her  prayers,  perhaps 
without  knowing  that  she  did  so,  and  certainly 
with  not  one  motive  of  shame. 

At  a  late  hour  that  very  night,  the  sound  of 
a  horse's  hoofs  was  heard  through  the  tracts  of 
the  forest ;  the  rider,  in  his  impetuous  career, 
appeared  equally  indifferent  to  the  darkness,  or 
th<'  cracking  of  tltc  splintered  boughs  above 
linn  that  broke  against  his  hat,  in  his  onward 
progress;  but  by  the  nearest  possible  route 
pushed  his  way  to  the  Priory.  The  violent 
ringing  of  the  liell  at  the  Lodge,  at  this  dead 
hour  Of  sleep,  proclaimed  no  less  a  person  than 
Colonel  Percy  MaraveL 

With  an  eye  flashing  with  the  fire  of  inter- 
nal excitement,  and  a  brow  overclouded  with 
strange  anxiety,  the  Colonel  threw  himself 
from  his  charger,  and  cast  the  reins  from  him, 
while  yet  the  groom,  incapable  of  following  his 
■wift  and  desperate  course,  was  only  heard 
advancing  in  the  distance,  through  the  gloom 
that  every  where  surrounded  them.  The 
faithful  war-steed  (for  the  noble  animal  had 
home  his  master  in  many  a  scene  of  battle) 
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stood,  however,  still,  i  i   «.f  rli<-  f:>aweU 

voice  of  his  rider,  "r  tin-  grateful  stroke  (if  bJi 
hand;  hut  the  attendant  at  i  his  moment  catne  up. 
Meamiim-.  tin-  Coiooel  Imd  forgotten  this  bit 
habitual  action  of  adieu,  nor  was  he  reminded 
of  it  by  the  mournful  orj  thai  followed  his 
retiring  footsteps ;  hut,  engrossed  by  hi*  own 
thoughts,  he  had  entered  the  huge  iron  postern, 
and  by  the  BghJ  I  lurncstic  carrie<l  who 

admitted  him,  his  shadow  was  seen  to  darken 
..  I'iiir  doorway,  and  his  tall  and  martial 
figure  to  stoop  c  bitJhoid,  ere  he  was 

1-jMt  to  the  view. 

The  gloom  betrayed  on  his  countenance  ap- 
peared to  awaken  a  corresponding  expression 
in  that  of  the  person  who  now  attended  him, 
and  the  like,  agitated  demeanour  there  made 
If  visible;  for  in  silence  he  conducted  him 
to  an  apartment,  and,  like  some  archdemon  of 
fairy  romance,  who  has  led  the  knight  errant 
into  the  deep  mysteries  of  some  enchanted 
castle,  he  stood,  senile  in  obedience,  until, 
at  the  first  word  of  command,  he  vanished, 
with  much  of  the  air  of  one  who  conceives 


86 


PIERCE  F.VI.t  I 


that  the  magic  power  of  his  mistress  may  effect 
more  than  ever  can  be  hoped  without  her  skill 
and  necessary  influence. 

The  Colonel,  in  secret  relieved  at  his  depar- 
ture, now  seated  himself,  and  drew  the  lamp 
towards  him,  his  gaze  being  fixed  on  the  flick- 
ering of  the  flame  before  him. 

"  The  devil  is  in  it  ["  he  muttered ;  "  and  who 
would  have  foreseen  it  ?  Now  in  luck,  and  now 
out  — change  and  change  again — or  win  or  lose, 
now  fair  weather  now  foul,  is  the  chance  of 
all  men.  Fortune,  no  more  than  that  flame, 
can  always  be  stedfast.  But  lose — lose — lose 
— night  after  night,  day  after  day,  ever  the 
same,  and  never  otherwise, — by  the  powers  of 
Heaven  itself,  it  is  my  fate,  and  mine  alone ! 
And  always  to  this  nobleman!  Lord  Lesley 
— an  earldom — why  always  to  him  ?  Is  there 
magic  in  the  name?  And  in  one  night,  five 
thousand  —  in  one  night!  Well,  Constance 
must  marry  the  old  dog !  He  is  taken  with  her 
— and — yes,  that  will  do  it — she  must  marry 
him."  And,  with  this  hopeful  conclusion,  he 
sunk  into  silence,  and  listened,  but  no  step 
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Constance  entered,  wrapt  in  the  undress  d 
one  who  had  been  suddenly  aroused  from  her 
sleep. 

"  My  dear  father,  we  are  delighted  to  see 
you,  though  at  this  late  hour,"  she  began ;  but 
seeing  the  depression  of  his  mind,  together 
with  the  effect  of  his  recent  defeat,  depicted  in 
his  face,  she  placed  down  the  lamp,  and  taking 
a  seat,  faltered  out,  "  but  «ltiit,  dear  sir,  is  the 
matter?  what  help  can  be  given  you  ?  you 
seem  ill?" 

"  I  seem  and  am  perfectly  well,"  he  an 
swered,  with  a  kind  of  dogged  composure; 
"  never  was  better  in  my  life ;  never,  never  bet- 
ter. And  I  am  a  happy  man  !  Arrived  here 
this  hulf  hour — two  daughters  in  the  house— 
and — and  not  one  to  receive  me.  No  wel- 
come given,  or  anxiety  evinced — or  duty,  or 
affection,  or  even  common  civility  !" 

•'  The  lateness  of  the  hour,  the  uncertainty 
whether  it  could  be  true  or  not  that  you  were 
arrived,  the  little  requisite  preparation— in- 
deed, my  deur  father!  your  children  are  not 
unmindful  of  you." 
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the  image  of  your  mother.  Yes,  if  she  had 
lived!" — and  the  Colonel,  who  was  of  easy 
excitability  of  disposition,  sat  pondering  upon 
that  one  if,  as  if  the  whole  sentence  of  his  life 
had  been  changed  by  this  one  very  doubtful 
addition  to  it.  Constnncc,  at  the  same  time, 
threw  back  her  head-covering,  and  now  sat  in 
timid  and  anxious  incertitude. 

"  I  am,"  at  length  began  the  father,  "  it  i* 
unnecessary  to  say  further,  I  am  involved  in 
difficulty.  A  little  accident  at  play  the  other 
night — and  therefore  you,  Constance,  must 
lend  me  a  few  hundreds,  it  is  the  same  tiling  to 
you ;  and  you  must  give  me  an  order  upon  Mr. 
— I  forget  his  name— however,  the  receiver  of 
your  rents  there — at  your  small  property  in 
Sussex.  A  thousand  will  do — or  two  ;  it  had 
better  be  two;  and  I  must  stand  your  debtor. 
You  will  not,  in  the  end,  lose,  and,  of  course, 
you  will  do  it  for  me.  The  other  sums  that 
have  1)('<ii  had  of  you — they — they  are  put  to 
your  account — you — you  understand  me  ?"  and 
while  speaking  in  this  half  incoherent  manner, 
in  a  kind  of  nervous  trepidation,  he  drew  his 
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my  motives  in  it — and  would  not  appear  poor 
or  necessitous  to  him,  particularly  at  this  im- 
portant point  of  our  acquaintance.  He  is  rich, 
influential  —  is,  in  fact,  a  nobleman — his  wife 
is  long  since  dead,  his  heir  a  sickly  youth; 
— and  I  have  my  suspicions,  nay,  have  strong 
reason  to  infer  that,  that  he  means  me  no  in- 
considerable honour.  That,  in  effect,  he  courts 
an  alliance  with  the  family — a  connexion  of 
such  reflected  dignity,  as  may,  eventually, 
furnish  ample  apology  for — for  any  impru- 
dence, any  apparent   rashness,  into    which  I 
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too  late  ;  but  what  would  my  girl  say,  if  this 
plan  of  mine  could  raise  her — herself— Con- 
stance Maravcl — to  rank,  grandeur,  riches  and 
honour  ;  to  be  the  noit  envied  of  women,  her 
husband  the  most  enviable  of  men  ?  She  would 
acknowledge  that  her  father  had  not  been 
wholly  selfish,  that  he  had  consulted  her  future 
happiness ;  that  this  card,  at  least,  had  been 
played  well;  that  the  game  might  be  hazardous, 
but  that  it  was  won.  Ah  !  Constance,  rank 
and  wealth  arc  not  to  be  reject o I, " 

His  daughter  turned  unusually  pale,  declined 
her  head  in  an  attitude  of  agitation  or  timidity, 
and  with  clasped  hands,  "  I  am  obliged  to  you," 
she  faltered,  "  for  ever  grateful  to  you,  and 
know  your  consideration  for  me  j  but,  indeed, 
humble  content,  domestic  life,  some  object 
whom  I  might  love,  revere,  even  as  I  do  you, 
dear  father — I  have  never  sought  more  than 
this — it  is  my  limited  idea  of  happiness." 

"  See  first  of  all  the  splendour  you  resign," 
expostulated  the  Colonel;  '•  know  first  of  all  the 
man  whom  you  refuse ;  and  then  decline  all 
that  beauty  may  hope,  or  wealth  purchase,  or 
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to  reach  the  ear.  The  Colonel  kindly  kissed 
her  forehead,  and  disengaging  himself  from  her 
with  the  cold  smile  of  worldly  calculation,  a 
smile  that  shew*  the  winter  of  tlic  feelings,  he 
turned  away. 

"  Well,  my  dear  girl,"  said  he, "  we  will  not 
thrust  you  into  unwilling  honours.  Let  the  time 
come,  and  if  you  do  not  find  the  coronet  of  an 
earldom  set  becomingly  on  your  own  brow,  you 
are  no  woman.      Its  dazzling  rays  might  In-tray 

many  accustomed  to  gaze  full  no  the  vta  of 

fortune,  and  we  will  not  say  but  that  you  may 
be  blinded  by  its  brightness.     The  desire  of 
aggrandisement,  the  triumph  of  beauty,  the  <l* 
light  of  conquest,  self  ami  ^elf-emolument,  have 
led   some  women  to  a   throne,  and  mimic  to 
something  worse,     It  is  maiden  diffidence  and 
modest  hesitation  that  make  you  argue  other- 
wise.    Let    him  advance,  Constance,  and   we 
shall  sec  you  a  countess  in  a  day— aye,  you 
may  shake  your  heail.  m|  girl !   but  come,  dry 
those   tell-tale  tears,   ami    then,  good  night 
and  so  the  Colonel  quitted  her,  consoling  him- 
self with  the  idea  that  if  his  daughter  only  hi 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

■a  iemra  -wiia  i**T  ■$*  Irv«*rd  God  famon : 

To  tn<imoi  oVrowL  or  n>  iron  : 

S»t.  witn  a  !>}«■  the  Wan  of  jmtrnpora  : 

CflAS.  WllTIBlAn. 

A  rsw  mornings  after,  Basil,  who  had  been 
compelled  to  take  up  his  abode  at  the  Grange, 
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« I  '11  be  with  you,"  cried  Basil,  "  in  a  mo- 
■  t.'' 

"You  had  beat,"  returned  Morcton,  "or  I 
shall  be  as  safe  from  pursuit  as  a  fox  in  tbc 
summer  tide,"  and  he  strode  away,  muttering, 
"  Man  is  all  Hie  same,  the  same  for  ever:  dream 
ing  wc  d«-li:;ht  in  sleep,  ami  dreaming  we  n-j 
in  life — auytli'm;:  lather  than  reality.  And  ao 
at  lust  we  are  content  to  die,  even  for  change, 
from  very  weariness,  dreaming  our  dreams  will 
there  be  changed  to  truth ;  yes,  we  're  the  same 
for  ever ! "  How  long  this  train  of  thought 
lasted  it  is  not  permitted  U3  to  know,  for  just 
as  one  idea  was  contending  with  another  in 
doubtful  hew  ilderment.thc  master  of  the  Grange 
bftheld  the  hooded  head  of  the  old  fortune- 
teller  insinuated  through  the  bushes,  and  over 
the  railing  of  his  shrubbery.  In  apparent  cogi- 
tation, he  allowed  her  to  slink  away,  yet  e\  it 
and  again  she  returned  to  the  post  of  observa- 
tion, and,  at  last,  as  if  wearied  out,  she  made 
towards  tin-  portal  of  the  farm-house  it*clf. 
There,  after  lurking  in  seeming  ambush,  now 
(ffjing  int"  I'M-ry  aperture  that  might  admit  the 
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day  to  you.  your  maidens  are  stirring,  ami 
mc  toll  jron  the  luck  of  your  household  ?  " 

'•"Good  danic — poor  vagrant ! "  said  Man 
with  HXBi  gentlene-ss,  though  us  if  addressing 
himself ;  and  he  held  forth  his  hand,  but  onh 
for  an  instant,  ■  What  is  there  to  he  seen  then 
The  ]'.isi  is  dead,  and  like  even  death  itself,  it 
tclla  us  nothing —  it   is  mumchanec,  even  as 
silence.   The  future  is  the  dim  outline  of  some- 
thing undi-liued  ;    now  a  beautiful  app 
and  now  a  loathsome  and  monstrous  deformity  : 
and,  for  the  present,  it  is  the  shadow  of  one's 
self; — tell  me,  who  hates  it  most,  you  or  even 
I  ?     There  is   nothing  to   be   seen,  in    truth, 
nothing!     The  voice  is  harsh,   that  once  was 
musn -al ;   I  lie  lips  motionless,  that  once  smii 
the  eyes  now  dry-,  that  once  dropt  tears;  and 
you,   my  good  woman !  you  are  but  another 
image  Of  what  I  am." 

"The  secrets  of  the  stars  arc  known  to  us," 
replied  the  woman,  "and  the  fortune  of  your 
ulcus   i*  read  by  us;   the  fate  of  woman, 
and-" 

"  The    fate    of    woman,''    cried    Moreton, 
bluffly,  ■  is  oppression,  wrong,  neglect,   and 
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"  I  lark  ye,  you  gipsy,"  cried  Moreton,  "there's 
more  than  one  goose  may  tell  a  fortune,  and 
mind  ye,  ye  don't  hang  by  the  neck  also  !  " 
And  here  the  old  vagrant  took  to  her  he 
with  such  hearty  good-will  and  with  so  much 
grotesque  activity  of  limb,  that  the  cynic  af- 
forded a  smile,  grumbled  his  derision  of  the 
amorous  epistle,  and  went  on  his  walk,  indif- 
ferent to  the  woeful  plight  of  the  discomfited 
suitor.  He  had  strolled  but  some  twenty  yards, 
when  the  identical  Mr.  liangclcv,  in  height  and 
the  green  freshness  of  his  apparel,  scarcely  dis- 
tinguishable from  the  furze-bush  near  which 
In-  stood,  forced  himself  on  his  unwilling  vision  ; 
and  presently,  his  physiognomy  WW  lighted  up, 
ami  his  tongue  began  to  move. 

"Life  is  a  delightful,  a  glorious  blttfing  In 
these  spring-time  mornings,  eh,  old  boy  ?  They 
stir  the  marrow  in  your  bones,  my  old  buek  ' 
eh? 

"  Life  is  a  rich  gift  to  the  wise,  a  heavy  bur- 
den to  the  fool.     Pass  on,  sir,"  said  Moreton. 

"Time,  sir,  flies  lightly  with  us,"  persisted  the 
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tioti.   he   looked  upon    the    tombs   and    « 
flower*  budding  there,  and  in  a  mournful  m 
In-  ilius  broke  forth. 

"  Nature  is  of  beautiful  and  godlike 
said  he,  "and  is  the  evident  divinity  of  the 
skies,  bVing  in  the  might  and  loveliness  Of  all 
around,  and  breathing  through  us  in  our  own 
thoughts;  but  human  nature  is  of  the  earth, 
the  corrupted  deity  of  the  world,  a  gl°«7 
shadowed  by  the  likeness  in  which  it  comes — 
as  lightning  clothed  with  tempest.  The  soul. 
the  spirit,  horn  of  a  native  heaven,  tight  for 
some  brighter  region  :  the  body,  sprung  from 
the  clod  of  flesh,  yearns  for  its  primal  rest: 
well,  be  it  so  I  and  may  wc  Ik-  forgiven.  A 
wc  arc  not  innocent;  wc  arc  children  of  dust." 
And  here  the  speaker  ceased,  and  pondered  ano- 
ther instant,  and  ma  D  m  overtaken  by  Basil, 
panting  and  out  of  breath  with  the  speed  of  his 
pursuit.  "  A  green  and  peaceful  scene  this," 
said  Moreton,  leaning  for  an  instant  against  the 
railway  that  enclosed  it:  "all  verdure  and  all 
beauty.  Yet,  sir,  if  we  could  rip  open  these 
tombs,    explore    their    hidden     treasures,    the 
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the  way,  man.  Come  on,  I  say."  Fordc,  with 
some  misgivings  as  to  their  reception,  followed 
his  eccentric  companion,  who,  after  long  silence, 
and  when  they  came  in  sight  of  the  I'riory, 
agaiti  stopped;  and  a  gleam  of  pleasure  pi 
over  his  face,  he  pointed  out  the  ruin  of  a  tower 
seen  in  the  distant  grounds. 

"  I  never  behold  that  picturesque  record  of 
decay,  mantled  in  native  ivy,"  said  he,  "  hut  I 
am  pleased.  Like  human  nature,  it  hangs 
a  verdant  beauty  round  its  ruin  to  court  the 
matin  sun  and  spring-tide  breezes,  though 
death  and  desolation  thrive  within.  Eli,  sir; 
and  though  sometimes  it.  puts  me  much  in 
mindof  some  grey  patriarch  of  misery.  I  can  for- 
give it  that  too.  But  now,  sir ;  the  Colonel  is  a 
lively  fellow,  and  up,  as  you  see  yonder."  With 
these  words  he  hastened  forward,  and  without 
further  notice  strode  into  the  hall,  and  from 
tin ■nee  to  the  breakfast-parlour,  annotu 
his  presence  by  a  few  rattling  blows  of  hi- 
against  the  entrance.  "  What,"  he  exclaime.I. 
"  the  women  up  too !  Why,  girls,  you  "re  fit  for 
dairy-maids.      Colonel,  a  few  words  with   you. 
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hi*  fingers'  ends,  and  tilled  his  mental  vision 
with  scenes  of  happiness,  whereof  the  beauty  of 
one  form  alone  dazzled  his  faeuli  0  to 

bewilderment. 

In  this  state  of  iniinl,  it  is  no  wonder  lie 
hailed  a  look  of  recognition  from  Jessy,  fan 
much  the  same  manner  that  a  man  in  his  senses 
may  be  supposed  to  gmrt  some  exquisite  wind- 
fall of  fortune,  which  mines  to  his  share  when 
least  expected  by  him. 

"  1  must  indeed,  ladies,  consider  myself.' 

faltered  In-,  bowing  to  Jessy,  the  brightness  of 
her  sister  being  at  that  moment  too  much 
for  him,  "  as  most  happy  in  being  the  compa- 
nion of  my  friend  this  morning." 

•  So  it  seems,"  cried  Jessy,  "  if  we  are  to 
Mian  that  rueful  look  of  your's  just  sow,  as 
your  friend  quitted  us.  Almost  as  fortunate  or 
unfortunate  as  when  ynu  met  me  the  other 
day  in  the  glen  ;  but  sot!  '  you  know  secret* 
must  remain  so." 

I  are  pledges  of  regard,"  answered 
he  playfully,  and  somewhat  recovering  himself. 
"  ami  hold  in  the  more  estimation  on   thuf 
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"  by  a  preference  for  the  society  of  Mr.  More- 
ton  and  my  father,  which,  certainly,  it  is  most 
likely  he  should  prefer,  ;is  being  more  rational 
to  Mm,  than — than  even  the  liveliness  of  my 
Jessy  herself?"  And  here  she  stopped.  MMOtlj 
knowing  of  what  she  had  been  speaking. 

"Nay,  Constance."  eried  the  other,  ■ why 
sliould  a  man  prefer  his  own  society  to  that  of 
.1  woman  ?" 

"  Women  generally  COtMBTM  from  theii 
feelings,  the  only  table  of  reference  they  have," 
said  Miss  Maravel,  with  a  kind  of  timid  re- 
serve ;  "  men,  on  the  contrary,  argue  from  the 
book  of  knowledge — from  experience — from 
mental  reservations,  of  which  we  know  nothing- 
Is  it  so  ?  " 

Basil  did  not  answer  for  a  full  rive  minutes ; 
the  voice  of   i he  last   speaker  seemed  heavenly 

io  him,  itfll  sanding  to  his  mind  "assweetest 

music  to  attending  ears." 

••  Your  idea,  madam,  is  doubtless  correct," 
said  lie,  with  profound  respect;    and  the  touc 
of  a  hand  at  that   moment  against  his,  aU  li<- 
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neighbour !  No  criminal  would  lie  »u  heedless 
.i»  to  seek  shelter  here.  Tlieir  journey  will 
avail  then  little,  it  appears  to  mc."  This 
speech,  together  witlt  U>c  fact  of  meeting  Basil's 
eyes  full  in  her  countenance,  recalled  the  blood 
in  double  tide  into  Miss  Mum  vol's  face. 

"  Oh  no,  he  is  not  here,"  said  Basil,  for  the 
sake  of  having  something  to  say. 

,;  .No,"  cried  Constance,  "  he  dare  not  come 
here  ;  md  if  he  should,  we  arc,  at  all  events, 
safe.''  And  these  words  implied  to  Basil  a 
timidity  that  was  to  him  infinitely  pleasing. 

"  And  what  risk  would  he  run  by  being 
here,"  said  Jessy,  "  sup|K>siug  he  were  guilty  ■ " 

'•  lie  is  charged,"  said  Forde,  "  with  swin- 
dling.  I  know  not  wiiat  else.  The  sentence 
would  go  hard  with  liini.  Horace  met  him,  by 
some  McUWnt,  in  London,  and  was  stripped  of 
some  hundreds  by  him.  He  will,  doubtless, 
be  punished  to  the  full  extent  of  the  law." 

Jessy  gasped  a  deep  sigh,  and  fled  to  the 
open  window;  and  just  as  Basil  was  depre- 
cating the  terrified  manner  (rf  Constance,  the 
gentlemen  re-entered  the  room. 


lit 


PIF.KCK  FALCON. 


may  constitute  its  true  character;  but  Basil 
Fordc,  within  these  few  minutes,  had  discovered 
its  true  and  essential  beauties,  and  having  sa- 
tisfied himself  00  this  point,  he  straightway 
began  to  congratulate  himself  upon  the  unheard- 
of  discovery  he  had  made.  He  sat,  indeed, 
Imsking  in  the  very  sunshine  of  content,  and 
rejoicing  in  the  beams ;  and  it  was  only  when 
he  began  to  remember,  that  good  fortune  and 
pleasure  are  apt  to  make  the  wisest  of  us  ridi- 
culous, (fat!  he  bid  am  restraint  upon  his  sen- 
sations. He  now  conceived  that  it  was  not  at 
all  unlikely  that,  lie  was  making  an  enormous 
fool  of  himself,  and  under  this  idea  he  sunk 
into  a  reverie,  which  also,  ere  long,  appeared 
tO  him  equally  ridiculous.  There  were  tv.n 
eating  through  even-  thing,  and  two  ladies  en- 
livening the  repast  with  their  discourse;  an 
every  day  scene.  What,  therefore,  was  there 
which  could  create  an  agony  of  bliss,  an  eestaey 
of  rapture  in  any  one.  other  than  a  madman  J 
This  question  be  was  about  to  solve,  when 
Morcton,  who  had  finished  his  meal,  after  a 
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wmfillllilit  i  this  one  being  had  become  a  kind 
of  deity  in  his  blind  idolatry,  and  lung  before 
this,  he  had  been  accustomed  to  refer  each 
event,  each  preference  and  prejudice,  to  the  one 
[Mtlifin  that  abided,  without  control,  within 
him;  and  to  which  he  lent  himself  in  spite  of 
the  remonstrances  of  better  reason,  or  the  sug- 
gestions of  that  small  portion  ofcomimi 
that  maybe  supposed  to  inhabit  the  cranium 
even  of  the  veriest  lover  upon  earth.  The  late 
•  •wills,  the  death  of  his  protector,  his  involved 
and  altered  circumstances,  were  forgotten ;  or 
rather,  merged  in  the  one  sensation,  a 
of  pure  yet  exhilarating  intoxication,  in  which 
he  rashly  indulged.  To  the  arrangements  of 
Moreton  he  scarcely  listened,  but  yielded  to  the 
impulse  of  his  delighted  feebngs,  which  told 
1 1 1 1  b  to  be  happy. 

Meanwhile  the  Colonel,  who  spent  little 
time  at  the  Priory,  and  indeed  only  sou 
elusion  there  when  liis  losses  at  the  gaming- 
table, or  other  annoyances,  conduced  to  render 
his  old  haunts  in  town  no  longer  desirable  to 
him,    received   with    outward    civility,    though 
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debit,  .iikI  so  far  were  never  likely  to  KM i Vt  '•> 
a  balance.  He  had  even  now  drawn  deeply 
upon  some  property,  tlic  estate  of  his  daugh- 
ter Constance  ;  and  as  good  and  ill  are 
pretty  equally  >lUtt  United,  her  private  funds 
liu  I  been,  up  to.this  period,  the  incessant  re- 
siiurce  of  her  dissipated  father,  whenever  his 
occasion  or  necessity  demanded.  Of  late  hit 
mall  "f  his  imprudences  had  been  so  great, 
that  he  dared  no  further  elnim  upon  her  good- 
ness or  bounty,  and  was  content  rather  to  ex- 
plain his  condition  than  to  encroach  further  for 
the  present.  His  apologies  were,  however, 
more  than  met  halfway  by  Morcton  of  the 
Grange,  who.  for  his  own  especial  reasons,  nei- 
ther urged  a  quick  liquidation,  or  in  fact  gave 
importance  to  a  transaction  that  was  appa- 
rently to  him  so  trivial.  This  disposition  of 
his  was  eagerly  welcomed  by  the  Colonel,  and 
the  two  gentlemen  shortly  arranged  the  affair 
as  we  have  described;  not  but  what  the  Colo- 
nel estimated  according  to  the  necessity  of  his 
circumstances  this  concession  of  Moreton  ;  and 
Basil,  by  one  stroke  of  his  imagination,  wax 
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But  ill  he  liti:J,  much  eril  *»w 
With  mm  to  whom  no  better  l»w 

Nor  better  life  ni  known  ; 
Deliberately  »nd  nndcceir'd 
Tbotc  "lid  men'*  vice*  he  receiv'd. 

And  gave  them  back  bi<  own. 

WoUDtWOItTH. 


We  must  return  to  the  rimming,  when,  sud- 
denly latCITUptod,  Pierce  Falcon  parted  from 
his  mistress  in  the  glen.  No  sooner  had  he 
lost  sight  of  her  than  he  no  longer  pursued  his 
flight  from  the  approach  of  intruders,  hut 
apparently  made  up  his  mind  to  seek  some 
close  covert,  where  he  might  lie  concealed  him- 
self, and  view,  at  the  same  time,  the  motions, 
appearance,  and  intentions  of  the  new  comers. 
Casting  a  hasty  survey  around  him,  he  chose 
the  spot  best  fitted  for  his  purposes,  and 
crouching    down    amid   the   copsewood,    dis- 
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their  shelter  for  the  day — hung  up  their  caul- 
dron over  the  lighted  faggots,  and  were 
squatted  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  all  the 
vagrant  and  houseless  happiness  their  calling 
may  be  supposed  to  afford  them. 

As  the  sun  grew  higher  in  the  Heavens,  by 
slow  degrees  the  party  fell  off;  some  see! 
the  village  in  quest  of  fortune-telling,  ritfc 
dispersing  themselves  in  every  direction  in  or- 
der to  partake  the  chances  of  the  day;  and 
others  roving,  by  one  or  two  at  a  time,  a  pil- 
grimngc  of  robbery,  where  fowls,  geese,  and 
gam  in  In-   the    reward  of  their  labour. 

The  day  had  liulf  gone  by,  but  still  Pierce  Fal- 
con kept  his  covert ;  and,  if  we  might  judge 
from  the  eager  roll  of  his  eyes  and  the  tossing 
of  his  limbs,  it  was  no  willing  bondage  in 
which  he  held  himself.  He,  indeed,  might  be 
best  likened  to  that  animal  of  the  chacc,  that, 
pursued  by  the  unwearied  huntsmen,  stands 
not  at  bay  against  his  enemies  with  bold  and 
brave  defiance,  but  finding  them  hard  ujxm 
him,  and  escape  more  than  ever  doubtful, 
slinks,  crouches,  and  dies  at  last,  neither  the 
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and  beating  the  bushes  jis  he  passed,  accom- 
panying the  motion  by  a  low  whisper,  stopped 
before  the  one  where  Rene  Fali-on  reclined, 
and  with  the  same  action  as  before,  "  Hist'" 
said  lie. 

"  Hist,  indeed !"  cried  Falcon  ;  and  sprin 
up  as  if  a  serpent  hu<l  Muni;  him,  "  why,  by 
hell  itself,  Mark  Myrc,  you  might  have  made 
patrol  sooner,  and  not  leave  a  man  like  a  toad 
in  a  ditch  the  live-long  day  here." 

"  A  toad,"  muttered  the  Gipsy,  "  may  walk 
safer  in  the  day-light  belike  than  you ;  how- 
ever, you  must  keep  close— they're  on  the 
look  out;  and  taken,  the  rope  won't  break 
that  hangs  you,  it 's  to  be  feared." 

"  It  shall  be  a  cord  then  that's  twisted  from 
many  men's  lives  that  hangs  me,"  cried  Falcon, 
with  a  bravado  that  was  mistaken  by  his  com- 
panion for  courage;  "  but,  Mark,  my  man,  it  *s 
no  easy  matter;  the  gallows  lies  so  low  we 
have  passed  it  long  ago.  But  which  way  is 
the  pursuit  ? " 

"  Up  and  down  the  country,"  returned  Mark 
My  re,  "there's  no  safety  for  you;  but  leave 
the  dingle  where  ye  hide  now,  and  the  chase  is 
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mi  ;ui — and  rough  tricks  too  wc  had! — d'ye 
remember,  Master  Falcon;  lad  then  talk  o' 
hanging !  Why — old  friends  and  chums  as 
wc  ore,  it's  too  bad  I  " 

This  speech,  which  scented  in  truth  nothing 
better  than  a  mockery  of  hini  to  whom  it  was 
addressed,  was  uttered  in  n  tone  of  voice  by 
the  gipsy,  a  sound  something  between  a  whine 
and  a  snarl,  that  left  it  dubious  whether  it  were 
the  origin  of  impudent  malice  or  produced  by 
the  skilful  union  of  cunning  with  ignorance, 
which  marks  the  prevailing  character  of 
peculiar  class  of  individuals. 

Pierce  Falcon  for  a  while  was  wrapped  in  his 
own  meditations.  At  length,  drawing  some 
money  from  his  pocket,  and  offering  it  in  much 
such  a  manner  as  a  skilful  angler  proffers  the 
bait  to  his  watery  prey,  he  let  it  glide  into 
hands  of  his  present  disagrccahlc  associate. 

"  Thou  art  a  good  one  of  thy  kind,"  said  he, 
with  that  incomparable  softness  of  tone  he  knew 
M  well  how  to  assume,  "  and  I'm  obliged  to 
you  for  more  than  one  kindness.  We're 
true  friends,  my  boy,  in  the  green  wood 
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diately  opposite  them.  Pierce  Falcon  sunk 
down  in  his  hiding-place,  while  the  other  ODD* 
tinued  coolly  peeling  a  hazel  twig  he  held  in  his 
hand,  merely  remarking  loud  enough  for  the 
men  to  hear,  "That  it  was  dangerous  shooting 
for  tfaOM  who  did  not  know  the  difference  he- 
tween  a  man's  head  and  a  bird  in  the  wood- 
land." But  seeing  them  approach,  and  re. 
Hiring  too  well  the  duty  they  were  most  likely 
come  upon,  without  raising  his  eyes  from  his 
occupation,  he  added  in  n  under  tone  that 
was  scarcely  audible,  "  Sculk,  man  —  sculk  if 
ye  hold  your  life  at  a  sixpence!  these 
else  will  ha' hold  o'ye;  keep  to  the  ground 
like  a  snake,  and  to  the  hriar  wood  and  the 
shelter,  or  ye' re  lost,  for  they're  upon  us  as  a 
hound  upon  the  scent;  to  your  heels,  man,  fa 
your  heels!  And  there's  something  in  a  for- 
tune," continued  he  as  the  men  came  up  with 
him,  H  or  my  brains  would  ha'  been  scattered 
amongst  ye." 

■•Those  who  are  bom  to  the  gallows  tree 
don't  die  by  the  bullet,"  said  one  of  the  men-. 
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though  delivered  with  the  hypocritical  whine  he 
thought  necessary  for  the  occasion,  had  DO  effect 
upon  those  to  whom  it  was  aulilrevsi.il ;  who, 
buying  primed  mid  loaded,  were  again  going  to 
6re,  wlu-n,  laying  a  hand  on  the  collar  of  each  nf 
the  men,  the  gipsy  was  about,  by  his  muscu- 
lar and  firm  hold,  to  prevent  further  measures, 
whilst  through  the  underwood  crept  forth  the 
same  aged  gipsy  woman  who  had  accost. -d 
Jessy  in  the  morning. 

"  A  pretty  work  here,  sirs,"  said  she,  '*  that 
you  should  be  killing  a  poor  ereatuie  like  my- 
self, who  in  the  shade  seeks  her  rest  from  the 
burning  sun ;  but  don't  I  see  that  you  were 
born  for  misery,  and  woe,  tod  death,  and  will 
murder  before  you  save,  ah!  true  enough.'' 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  cried  Mark  Mere. 
"  good  mother,  and  go  your  w;-.y>.  If  you 
had  any  thing  civil  in  ye, '  continued  he,  re- 
suming his  canting  turn:,  and  releasing  his 
motionless  prisoners,  who  liad  remained  gaz- 
ing at  one  another,  beneath  bis  inextricable 
grasp,  "  one  might  tell  something  worth  the 
knowing;  but  your  set,  you — you're  an  uncivil 
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those  destinies  he  was  supposed  to  consult, 
took  his  birchen  rod,  and  pointing  it  to  his 
left  hiind,  passed  it  in  ik  circle  round  the  glen; 
the  motion  was  quickly  comprehended  by  the 
fugitive,  who.  ..-,  tln-y  pierced  the  bushes,  and 
threaded  the  avenues,  by  always  keeping  in 
the  rear,  eluded  the  vigilance  of  his  pursuers; 
and  when  they  departed  in  another  direct  i 
led  by  the  wily  gipsy,  he  lay  himself  quietly 
down  to  sleep  beneath  a  tree,  content  once 
more  in  his  recovered  safety. 

Some  hours  had  passed  away,  when  feeling 
a  rough  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  he  awoke : 
the  swarthy  visage  of  the  gipsy  was  ]>eering 
through  the  trees  upon  him.  He  detailed, 
wiih  all  the  delight  of  racceesfal  cunning,  the 
scheme  by  which  he  had  outwitted  them ;  and 
kttviag  left  them  some  miles  distant,  he  had 
returned  once  more  to  his  haunt.  ErewhUe, 
Pierce  Falcon  having  added  another  sufficient 
bribe,  as  a  retainer,  to  his  companion,  was 
seated  by  the  smoking  porringer  of  the  gang, 
the  gayest  of  the  rough  crew  that  surrounded 
him,  singing,  drinking,  and  laughing  the  hours 
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fight.  As  voices  grew 
and  mimi  and  threats 
ashed  upon  him.  Base- 
and  rdlamy  were  about  and  around  him, 
as  xmthmn,  and  when  amid  the 
hat  beard  other  footsteps  ad- 
d  death  were  indeed 
before  him.  and  tenor  filled  his  heart.  Dash- 
ing his  nearest  oppwatnt  to  the  ground,  he 
apatrhrd  his  sword,  hurried  across  the  room, 
and  bounded  down  the  stain.  His  pursuer* 
were  near  behind,  but  goaded  by  the  desire  of 
life,  he  urged  forward,  and  by  instinct  found 
the  door-way  of  this  horrible  abode.  Bare 
were  no  impediment  to  desperation,  and  he 
broke  them  away,  and  hurling  the  bolt  in  the 
face  of  the  nearest  man.  he  stood  on  the  de- 
fensive. By  the  glance  of  the  lamp,  he  re- 
cognised Pierce  Falcon  as  one  of  Uie  foremost 
of  his  base  followers;  but  here  was  no  time 
for  parley,  and  his  naked  sword  flashed  like 
tight&ing  in  their  eyes,  and  spoke  like  light- 
j  to  their  minds.  They  drew  back,  leav- 
ing   Horace   Frccling,    for   it  was  he,    to  rl > 
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I  ocrcr  loved  UiOM  salamander*,  that  are  nerex  well  but 

when  they  arc  in  the  lire  of  contention, 

Bi>moi'  Hall. 

A  day  or  two  after  his  introduction  at  the 
Priory,  Basil  Forde  set  forth  to  join  the  ladies 
in  their  intended  ride.  The  rluy  was  n  summer 
day  of  glorious  beauty,  the  sky  teeming  with 
the  sun's  brightness,  and  the  earth  glowing  in 
varying  hues  responsive  to  its  beams.  Birds 
and  beasts  were  joyous  in  the  serenity  of  the 
air,  and  in  the  pcaccfulncss  of  nature  all  around 
liuin.  But  more  joyous  than  all  or  any  was 
the  heart  of  Basil  Forde.  His  desolate  situa- 
tion, and  hopeless  condition  were  no  longer  in 
his  thoughts,  so  he  might  behold  and  Am 
injny  tin'  lili-ssi-dness  that  fortune  had  bestowed 
upon  him,  in  granting  him  this  intimacy  so  long 
smight  for  in  vain.  He  was  content  to  adore 
so  he  might  approach  his  divinity,  and  'what 
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Little  inclined  to  brook  this  species  of  insult, 
or  submit  himself  to  such  observation,  he 
turned  once  or  twice  briskly  and  boldly  towards 
the  offender,  as  if  either  to  invite  explanation 
or  compel  his  follower,  whoever  it  might  be, 
to  discontinue  all  further  annoyance.  It  now 
occurred  to  him  to  remount  his  horse,  and 
thus  get  rid  of  the  intruder;  but  when  he 
also  remembered  that  this  might  India 
nothing  better  than  the  impulse  of  fear,  lie 
disdained  the  thought,  and  with  a  decisive 
stroke  of  his  riding-whip,  he  cast  another  look 
of  defiance  towards  the  spot  from  whence  this 
person,  most  likely,  now  tarried  on  his  very 
unpleasant  scrutiny.  This  was  found,  however, 
to  be  ineffectual  in  bringing  forth  anything  like 
an  explanation,  or  even  a  meeting  that  would 
afford  equal  advantages  on  both  sides,  and  he 
was  fain  to  walk  onward  at  an  even  pace,  and 
humming  as  he  went  to  beguile  his  thoughts. 
Another  glimpse  of  the  figure  was  followed  by 
another  keen  glance  from  the  eye  of  Basil, 
a  glance  where  mental  and  bodily  vigour  were 
equally  and  alike  defined.     A  sudden  turn  in 
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my  purpose  to  be  talking  in  the  daytime  hew. 
Take  my  warning,  or  you  will  visit  the  Prion 
once  too  often.     Attempt  not  to  be  my  r> 
or  you  will  rue  the  day  you  ventured  it." 

'•Your  rival!"  cried  Fordc  with  an  ill  Mis- 
pressed smile,  as  he  viewed  the  striking  yet 
ferocious  appearance  of  the  other.  "  But 
you  must  be  mad,  insuitr,  and  know  not  what 
you  speak  of!  How  should  you  be  there,  or 
know  the  family  ?"  and  he  gazed  at  him  with 
UMunisliment, 

"All!  so  you  think,"  said  the  man  mook- 
ingly,  "  but  the  Colonel  has  been  my  intimate 
acquaintance  for  many  years;  the  girls,  tttj 
familiar  friends.  You  may  stare  :  it  is  true. 
Now.  mark  rue,  if  you  pretend  to  thwart  mc, 
to  interfere  in  my  designs,  to  rival  me  in  the 
object  of  my  preference,  then  you  may  look  for 
such  revenge  as  desperation  gives  the  weakest 
of  us.  Nothing  shall  withhold  mc — but  I  will 
have  your  life — your  heart's  blood  from  you  !  " 

"Tush,  tush,"  answered  Forde.  "Of  whom 
do  you  speak  ?  With  what  of  yours  can  I 
possibly  interfere  i  Really,  it  is  too  bad  to  have 
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I,  determinedly,   "  and   beware  of   it 
has  loved  me,  and  1  Iter  fur  some 
rears  even ;  vre  are  plighted  one  to  tl 


•  Miss  Maravel  and  you !"  cried  Furde  mc 
than  ever  perplexed.     "  Ridiculous  ! " 

■  Miss  Maravel  and  I,"  said  the  man,  I 
ttue  with  rage-  "  '*  "  the  fRCt-    And  by  Heaven 
if  you  intrude  between  us—" 

•Prove  your  words,  fool!  fool!"  muttered 
Forde,  sarcastically. 

■  In  town  wc  courted  ;  were  in  daily  inte 
course.  I  wooed  her — was  accepted — and 
have  ber.  The  Colonel  knows  it;  ask  him,  he 
dare  not  deny  it.  The  world  knows  mc,  sir, 
and  they  know  him  also." 

"  Proof,  my    good   man.   proof,"    repeated 

Basil   tauntingly ;    "  for,   if    you   be   in    your 

ses,  this  only  will  !>e  listened  to  now.     Hut 

this   insufferable   absurdity,   this    confounded 

impudence,  it's  beyond  human  endurance." 

"  I   tell   you,   beware  of  following   it   up,' 
again  whispered   the  man.     "She   meet* 
even  now  in  this  wood.     Every  step  you  take 
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with  some  activity  warding  off  the  blow,  the 
weapon  entered  his  arm.  A  second  thrust 
piercing  nearer  the  shoulder,  together  with 
the  appearance  of  a  tall  gypsy,  who  was  evi- 
dently known  to  the  other,  was  to  Basil  Fordea 
sufficient  indication  of  his  danger.  By  the 
dint  of  a  desperate  energy  he  dashed  the  ruffian 
from  him,  and  throwing  himself  on  his  horse, 
Aged  liim  to  swiftest  flight.  A  curse  bi 
from  the  lips  of  Pierce  Falcon  as  he  vanished 
from  his  sight 

Hut  lmw,  at  this  instant,  nn  unexpected  in- 
truder hastened  to  the  affray,  in  the  |>erson  of 
Italph  Rangdoy,  who,  wandering  in  love-lorn 
abstraction  in  this  direction,  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  struggle,  and  speedily  made  himself  ;t 
party  concerned  in  it.  The  little  man,  indeed, 
darted  forward  with  a  spring  like  that  of  the 
tiger,  and,  while  he  clutched  his  opponent  by 
the  throat,  he  poured  forth  the  thunder  of  his 
rage  in  tones  that  scared  the  birds  at  once  into 
MttllMMt  Falcon  saw  no  time  was  to  be  lost, 
and  a  ccrtain'sensation  of  strangulation  brought 
with  it  a  sudden  confirmation  of   this   truth. 
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how  long  the  bottle  might  hare  lasted,  had 
the  gipsy,  satisfied  with  his  share  of 
suddenly   interfered  and  drawn   off   this 
doubted  champion  by  the  introduction  of 
self  as  new  food  to  his  wrath.     This  feint 
proved,  however,  to  be  of  very  little  avail, ! 
the  ardour  of  his  diminutive  antagoi 
increased  with  growing  opposition,   until 
Gipsy,  at  the  sound  of  some  one's  ay 
was  fain  to  end  further  combat  by  a  well, 
blow,  which  laid  him  insensible  on 
sward. 

"  Take  to  your  heeU,    Pierce  Falcon,  - 
away,''   cried  he,  "  for,   by  the  laws  of 
gipsies,"  he  muttered,  as  he  pursued  the  ; 
steps  of  his  companion,  "  that  one  blow- 
to  the  heart  o'  me.     Yon  little  dog  a  m 
un !  of  the  right  metal !  game  to  the 
him!     A  brave  chap,  he."    Thus,  in  the 
gled  recesses  of  the  forest,  they  were 
the  view. 

A  few  moments  elapsed,  and  the  tint  i 
ment  of  the  defeated  party  was  to  rise  up  aad 
place  himself  in  a  fresh  posture  of  defence; 
hut,  when  he  would  hare  dealt  another  blow, 
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loved.  But  now,  a  faint  cry  did  break  upon 
his  senses, — he  was  received  into  the  arms  of 
Constance  Maravcl. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  Priory  were  instantly 
ull  on  the  alarm  ;  the  few  men  employed  about 
the  garden  and  elsewhere,  fled  for  assistance  or 
in  search  of  the  ruffian,  while  the  female  ser- 
vants, their  first  terror  being  over,  were  col- 
lected around  their  young  mistress,  und  by  her 
directions  afforded  such  help  as,  under  all 
circumstances  might  prove  most  effectual,  till 
further  aid  could  be  procured.  The  first  sen- 
sation of  Basil  was  that  of  a  delicate  hand 
bathing  his  temples  and  clearing  the  masses 
nf  hair  frond  his  brow;  and  then  he  felt  the 
MM  hand  touch  his  own;  and  the  veriest 
stoic  may  forgive  him  if,  at  that  moment,  he 
pressed  it  with  a  feeling  of  gratitude  and  love. 

"  Madam,  Colonel,"  murmured  Basil,  as  he 
sank  into  a  chair,  "  I  am  come  to  my  appoint- 
ment ;  but,  passing  through  the  wood,  a  villain 
met  me — a  flesh  cut,  nothing  more,  a  slight 
wound.  Get  a  glass  of  water,  and  it  is  over." 
His  first  thought  brought  with  it  the  memory 
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wiped  away.  He  felt  that  they  were  alone,  for 
loneliness  was  sacred  to  such  feelings  as  were 
now  passing  within  his  soul.  But  let  us  at 
once  reveal  it ;  he  looked  up,  and  as  their  OJfM 
met,  there  was  the  secret  told  in  his  glance, 
the  confession  mode,  that  left  nothing  more 
than  that  time  should  prove  the  falsehood  or 
the  truth  of  it.  Her  hlush,  her  manner,  shewed 
that  it  vai  registered  even  in  her  heart,  as 
something  thai  was  to  make  the  happii 
nir  i  iy  of  her  future  days.  She  answered  it 
with  a  full  breath  of  sighs,  and  often,  too  often 
after,  this  moment  was  recalled  by  both  uf  them 
in  sorrow  and  in  tears. 

As  the  servants  re-entered  Basil  began  again 
to  look  about  him.  His  wounds,  it  is  true, 
were  stiff,  and  by  no  means  comfortable,  yet, 
when  he  saw  that  portions  of  Miss  Maravei '* 
dress  had  been  employed  to  Staunch  the  blood, 
he  became  at  once  contented  with  his  situation, 
and  satisfied  himself  by  finding  out  a  hundred 
excuses  for  the  exercise  of  her  gentle  attentions 
towards  him.  Indeed,  we  question  modi 
m  another  could  be  found  equally  happy 
with  himself  at  this  time. 
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bling  assiduity  the  smallest  of  his  comforts 
considered,  she  murmured,  "  I  wish  they 
would  bring  other  advice,  or  that  my  father 
were  here,  or  some  one  to  counsel  us  as  to 
what  is  best  to  be  done.  Good  heaven !  you 
may  l)e  dying,  in  danger,  and  no  help !  *' 

"  It  is  a  most  blissful  death,"  said  Basil 
it  l>e  so ;  but  let  me  assure  y»u  it  is  a  mere 
trifle,  as  you  will  hear.    Be  not  alarmed.    Ah  I 
here  is  the  Colonel." 

And  true  enough  it  was  so.  Loud  in  his  con- 
dolence, his  menaces  of  venge;mn •.  his  threats 
of  punishment,  like  a  noisy  wind  blustering 
on  its  way,  he  was  in  and  out  again  ;  his  few 
words  spoken,  he  went  in  quest  of  the  criminal. 
Jessy,  in  the  meanwhile,  and  in  as  short  a  time, 
had  deposed  her  sister,  and  installed  herself 
first  and  only  nurse  to  the  invalid,  whih:  Con- 
stance, whose  feelings  would  not  permit  her  to 
be  altogether  calm  and  collected,  resigned  her 
place,  too  happy  to  escape  from  a  duty  she  felt 
she  performed  *o  inconveniently  to  heracl/. 
The  appearance  of  the  village  doctor  set  at  last 
the  question  at  rest,  by  proclaiming,  even  as 
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Here  then,  Constance  was  the  unseen  ag< 
and  when  she  came  comfort  and  peace  ensued ; 
but  here  also  Jessy  was  the  active  manai 
and  who  could  withstand  the  fascination  of 
beauty  joined  to  the  graces  of  pity?  Perhaps 
I'.mle  was  not  the  man  to  do  so ;  he  did  or  did 
not  sec  the  manoeuvre  intended :  but  certain 
it  is,  that  though  the  gentleman's  heart  might 
nil  I>r  taken  by  storm,  yet  the  assault  and 
battery  had  too  truly  began. 

"  And,  dear  Mr.  Forde,"  cried  Jessy,  after  the 
first  alarm  was  over,"  "  what  a  most  horrible 
i  rident!     The  man,  the  wretch,  was   doubt- 
less a  labourer,  the  monster  who  attacked  j 
thus?" 

"Dear  Jissj."  interrupted  Miss  Maravd, 
drawing  a  deep  breath,  "Mr.  Forde  is  fatigued, 
and,  pray,  <!..  not  let  us  talk  about  it  ;  the 
thought  is  ciu.l.  But,  bless  me,  Mr.  Forde! 
JtotJTj  h*  is  '■'•ry  pate." 

"  I  have  too  much  alarmed  you,  Madam," 
said  Basil)  inwardly  delighted.  "  I  am  not 
aware  of  any  "J  lir  r  i  OOUfoitablfl  sen- 

sations.    The  person  was  dark,  good-looking, 
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escape,  and,  at  least,  let  us  rejoice  that  yon 
have  done  so." 

They  sunk  into  silence ;  and  before  Basil 
Fonle  could  arouse  himself  from  dreaming 
over  the  accent*  of  her  voice,  the  door  of  the 
apartment  opened,  and  Moreton  entered. 
Without  one  motion  of  recognition  to  those 
around,  he  strode  to  the  side  of  Basil,  and 
fixing  his  gate  upon  him  where  he  lay,  in 
placid  immobility  of  feature,  he  looked  down 
upon  him.  The  quiet  of  the  assembled  party, 
and  the  dark  shadow  in  which  everything 
was  wrapt,  smote  upon  his  senses,  and 
together  with  the  rumours  bruited  abroad, 
confirmed  him  in  the  belief  that  Forde  was 
seriously  injured ;  and  perhaps  a  jwile  ray  of 
intruding  light,  that  pierced  through  the  closed 
blinds,  and  fell  in  wan  radiance  across  his  per- 
son as  he  reclined  there,  may  have  favoured 
the  delusion. 

"  Wounded,  slain,  and  dying !"  he  solilo- 
quized in  a  kind  of  mournful  calmness,  "  these 
were  the  words : — and  why  will  we  still  fore- 
see our  future  fate,  bebeve  we  may  be  happy. 
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have  me  come  to  you.  A  favourite  with  the 
women,  eh,  boy;  so  now  to  the  Grange  again. 
Well,  Jessy  is  nurse;  and  Constance,  why, 
always  what  she  should  be."  The  latter  words 
fell  from  him  in  the  absence  of  thought,  while 
lie  glanced  casually  round,  and  resumed  his 
silent  survey  of  BmU  Fordc.  To  this  he  again 
submitted  as  if  un< -.him  iously ;  and  as  it  af- 
forded liim  the  opportunity  of  viewing  the  per- 
son of  Miss  Maravcl  reflected  in  the  opposite 
mirror,  it  was  to  him  no  disagreeable  relaxation 
from  discourse.  The  ladies,  meantime,  con- 
versed apart,  until  startled  by  the  low  musical 
laugh  that  broke  from  Morel  in. 

"  A  glorious  encounter,  truly,"'  said  he. 
"  there 's  that  fool  Rangclcy,  through  interfer- 
ing in  the  concern,  has  got  n  thorough  goi.d 
thrashing;  by  truth,  the  lads  of  the  village 
are  but  poor  ones  in  the  fight !  eh,  wc  arc 
creatures  of  habit,  habit  is  to  the  man  only  as 
instinct  to  the  brute.  We  arc  poor  wretches 
at  the  bwt" 

"  It  was  Rangclcy  then — I  thought  it  must  be 
him."  said  Basil,  "for  he's  a  good-hearted  and 
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brave  little  fellow.     Remember  me  to  him,  and 
1  mill  be  with  him  as  early  as  may  be." 

''He  is  the  lr.  ilusi  county," 

cried  Jessy,  with  n  satisfied  smile,  "  only  so 
ardent  in   his   ■)  ;    ah,   how  often  we 

used  to  meet  liim  nt  one  time!     Why,  C 
stance,  he  was  ike  my  shadow." 

Ill,  well!  "said  Moreton,  ••nature  has 
treated  us  kindly,  and  loves  us  all  in  our  turn. 
Each  beast  and  bird  has  its  peculiar  gifts . 
every  man  his  own  especial  mind ;  here  intel- 
lect and  soul  predominate,  there,  beauty  and 
■vard  grace ;  so  be  content.  Though  some 
look  innocent  and  yet  sting — enough,  we  know 
it.  Now,  boy,  I  'm  off;"  and  without  lifting  up 
his  looks,  he  was  about  to  depart,  when  he 
drew  Constance  aside.  "  Hither,  my  maid!" 
said  he,  in  a  whisper,  u  be  in  the  village  by 
the  early  morning,  for  you  can  oblige  me ;  and 
if  there  be  danger  with  this  youth,  you  will 
remember,  send  me  word ;  and  there,  God  pro- 


tect you 
Thus 
j»rt,  bo 


i" 


Thus  speaking,  he  once  more  turned  to  de- 
but as  Miss  Maravel  expressed  her  con- 
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sent  to  his  wishes,  he  drew  her  towards  him, 
and  touched,  bat  scarcely  so,  the  ivory  of  her 
forehead  with  his  lips.  The  action  was  in  the 
most  beautiful  style  of  paternal  benediction,  in 
which  sense  the  young  lady  understood  it] 
and  as  she  turned  with  a  smiling  blush  towards 
Basil,  no  wonder  if  he  envied  the  happiness  of 
so  sweets  privilege.  "How  noble,"  thought  he, 
"  is  the  virtue  of  man,  and  beauteous  the  inno- 
cence of  woman,  when  this  simple  action  is 
the  pure  emblem  of  the  love  that  exists  be- 
tween them ! "  The  thought  may  be  frivolous—' 
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humour,  and  pressed  his  further  residence  with 
them  in  a  manner  that  was  not  to  be  refused, 
and  was  most  justly  appreciated  by  our  hero. 
In  truth,  the  Colonel,  who  was  himself  a  gene- 
rous man,  admired  that  quality  in  another 
which  he  knew  to  be  predominant  in  himself; 
and  the  return  of  the  five  hundred  pound  me- 
morandum, us  arranged  by  Moreton  of  the 
Grange,  had  certainly  left  that  impression  with 
regard  to  Basil,  the  only  and  indcbble  one  of 

lii.s  Blind. 

Meanwhile  Jessy,  like  some  gaudy  insect  of 
the  sun,  might  be  said  to  exist  only  in  the 
presence  of  Basil,  and  in  the  arrangements  of 
his  wants.  She  was  one  of  those  heings  whose 
vanity,  though  not  her  heart,  was  easily  to  be 
touched ;  and  his  interference,  however  incon- 
venient to  her,  had  satisfied  at  least  that  dis- 
position  of  her  nature.  And  Basil,  it  must  be 
acknowledged,  rejoiced  in  her  familiarity,  as  it 
afforded  a  kind  of  connecting  link  between  him 
and  the  friendship  of  Miss  Maravel,  if,  ind< 
he  dared,  as  yet,  give  it  that  name ;  for  since 
the  morning  of  his  accident  her  demeanour  had 
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Then  willi  Jessy  lie  walked,  and  on  her  arm  he 
leaned;  to  her  he  said  the  kindest  things, of 
her  he  spoke  in  the  gentlest  terms;  and  surely 
all  else  must  be  fancy  on  her  own  part,  for  she 
knew  little  of  the  ways  of  men.  And  yes,  he 
must  love  Jessy! — and  she  sighed  again. 

But  to   Basil :— he  might  be  best  likeiu 
the  mariner,  who  sailing  upon  the  calm  waters 
of  the  ocean,  does  not  the  less  behold  the  d 
gers   and  the  quicksands  that  surround  him. 
Wc  have  hinted,  that  neither  hi*,  youth  nor  his 
early  manhood  had   known  of  the  blessing  of 
affection;  we  have  -.on  that  he  was  cast  upon 
the  world  as  the  blooming  weed  on  the  desert, 
whereof  its  origiu  is  not  to  be  traced,  or  its 
forthcoming  known.     His  senses  and  his  mind 
had  been   hitherto    engrossed    by   tlie   divine 
might  of  intellect,  and  the  sweets  of  a  pure  in- 
telligence ;  but  here  was  a  being  who  not  alone 
employed  and  participated  in  these  attributes  \ 
but  also,  of  herself,  first  wakened  into   birth 
and  called  from  tbfl  dead  sleep  of  nothingness, 
the   native   energy  of  his  passions,  and   the 
growth  of  a  heart  newly  roused  into  the  deep 
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worldly  might  hare  reproached  him  with  yield- 
ing to  delusion  and  to  folly;  yet,  allowing  for 
the  law  of  love,  which  level*  all  distinctions,  all 
worldly  titles  of  empty  pomp  and  state,  his  ex- 
cuse  may  he  found  in  many  an  honest  breast 
iKsides  his  own.  Moreover,  the  torture  and 
the  sorrow  of  his  thoughts  were  by  no  means 
to  he  envied.  Her  rank  was  decidedly  and 
foiisiuVraMf  above  tu  ownj  bar  Furl  him  if 
perior ;  for,  indeed,  who  with  any  protection  in 
the  vurld,  could  be  brought  down  to  the  level 
of  one  who  was  equally  without  kindred  or 
claims,  without  fortune  or  prospect's — who  was, 
it  was  to  be  believed,  of  disgraceful  birth,  of 
friendless  condition,  unrecognised,  disowned, 
and  apparently  abandoned  ?  But  he  would 
conquer  bis  fate,  and  subdue  even  destiny. 
Once  assured  of  her  love,  he  would  wake  up 
the  powers  within  him ;  his  energies,  talents, 
capacity,  and  he  felt  he  had  them,  should  be 
called  into  action ;  and  the  strength  and  sinews 
within  him  should  be  strained  even  to  the 
death,  but  be  would  become  worthy  of  her. 
This  was,  perhaps,  visionary,  but  it  is  such  a 
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gone,  sad  dm'm  end  of  it :"  and 
redinbg  sideways,  be  threw  one  kg  across  the 
other,  and  leaned  his  arm  over  the  back  of  the 
rhair  to  sustain  his  head :  an  attitude  that  dis- 
played, and  not  badly,  the  sinewy  grace  of 
figure,  and  was  sure  to  recal  to  the  mind  a 
faint  idea  of  the  manly  beauty  that  must  hare 
>i ified  his  youth. 

■  \V.  II,  s\r,"  cried  Basil,  "we  must  be  con- 
i.Mited,  and  rest  satisfied.  The  injury,  as  yon 
sec,  was  trivial." 

"  The  brutes  of  the  field,"  continued  More- 
ton,  apostrophising  himself,  "  arc  only  less 
inexorable  than  man.  The  creature  is  a  civi- 
lized monster— a  refined  savage — his  selfish- 
ness is  gTMtW  than  his  ferocity :  this  makes 
linn  what  lie  is.  It 'swell  he  dies;  for  only  so 
Itrong  a  thing  as  death  can  wipe  out  the  fear- 
ful stains  nf  liis  mortality.  Man,  man,  poor, 
foolish,  weak  and  guilty  thing!  " 

••  I'm  thinking,  sir,  neven  n'wl  Basil, 

"  that  1  must  heard  this  monster  in  his  den. 

lorant  and  boyish  life  no  lunger  pleases 

1  must   away  to  the  great  city,  and  see 

what  run  be  don*  ' 
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-  And  what  then.  Again '  "  asked  Moreton. 
~  Why,  su,  we  on,  at  least*  satisfy  our  lm- 

BU  wants.  We  may  grow  rich— get  money  — 

-  Money ! ''  cried  hi*  strange  companion, 
with  a  bitter  laugh;  "money!  the  corse 
taw  and  of  the  mortal  race.  We  are  horn 
uaarawn  of  an  immortal  nature,  we  enter  tins 
base  world,  and  gold,  gold '  the  dust  of  the 
•oil*  saps  up — even  aa  the  earth  saps  up  the  vital 
■m  of  heaven,  ao  this  gold  drie*  up  all  sym- 
pathy within  us.  The  lot  of  some  is  to  he  I 
— to  he  the  aiauners  of  this  ore ;  of  others,  to  be 

.  he  the  delms  of  this  ore.  Well,  sir, 
Mr  bant  appetites  while  others 
starve,  and  aaoreover  we  trample  on  them— yes 
— as  on  a  worm  upon  the  ground.  Man — sir— 
forgets  his  fellow  man,  rain-glorious  in  his 
pride.    Money !  money  I  whs*  is  it  ? " 

;J  and  every  thing,  as  the  world  goes,'- 
said  the  younger  man;  "  tin-  key  that  opens 
the  storehouse  of  our  wants.  But,  Mr.  More- 
ton,"  continued  he  with  more  Uian  usual  fer- 
vour. "  who  can  willingly  become  a  l>eggar? 
Without  one  effort,  resign  himself  up  dependent 
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c  the  highest  of  human 
fa*  will,'*  was  the  answer. 
,  as  y  yoa  tn  the  law  I "  asked  Baaii 

H  Tl»e  law !  "  cried  Moreton  :  ■  A  lawy.  9 
in  n  licensed  pickpocket, nothing  more;  a  EtDoi 
who,  while  two  geese  are  quarrelling,  himaelf 
fee*!*  Ipon  tlu-   urain.     Sad   rogues,  sir,  sad 
rogue* '     and  a  momentary  smile  played 
Mi  lips  H  lM  -|"»ke. 

"  Then,  Kir,"  cried  Basil,  "  medicine,  litera- 
tunc,  or  business  ?  what  say  you,  sir  ?  * 

"  Why,  Kir,  medicine,"  said  he,  moderating 
in  a  degree,  "medicine  may  make  a 
philosopher,  I  philanthropist,  if  any  thing  will; 
in  literature  you  Will  be  honoured  but  poor,  in 
all  human  probability ;  and  for  trade,  w] 
Basil,  you  must  have  certain  qualities  that  you 
have  not,  or  you  are  a  ruined  man.' 

"  They  arc  all   beyond   my   reach,"  sjgjj 
Basil, "  equally  never  to  be  attained  bymel  Y. 
somctliing  must  be  done;  and  to  London   1 

will  go." 

"  Forget  it,  and  stop  with  us,"  said  More 
»  you  will   regret  this  simple  life  you  scorn 
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Basil  Korde,  and  in  that  look  he  seemed  to  re- 
call some  recollection  or  the  memory  of  woe 
dint  might  he  spoken  only  in  tears.  He  did 
not  depart  till  he  had  more  than  half  divined 
the  source  of  his  young  friend's  wretchedness, 
and  set  it  down  in  his  own  mind  as  soni' 
that  11:  '-Hi].     As  it  Wiis  lie  i  oi>- 

tented  himself,  when  ahout  to  go  homeward, 
with  «,  winging  the  huge  iron  gate  of  entrance 
heavily  behind  him ;  and  tramping  sturdily 
through  the  twilight,  he  murmured  another 
complaint  against  tlie  weakness  of  man,  and 
implicated  therein  the  women  also. 

He  now  indulged  in  a  kind  of  abstracted  me- 
ditation, and  as  the  world  and  worldly  concerns 
were  effaced  by  degrees  from  his  thoughts,  a 
more  fanciful  theory  of  ideas  took  possession  of 
iiis  mind.  He  was  dreaming  in  sad  association 
with  all  things  around,  and  was  attempt 
borrow  some  inward  tranquillity  from  outward 
objects  about  him.  It  is  impossible  to  know 
how  far  his  thoughts  had  wandered,  or  to  what 
i  of  imagination,  to  what  world  of  me- 
mory, he  had  transported  himself;   but  now  he 
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t rayed  too  clearly  the  sophistry,  the  vain  de- 
ceit, by  which  he  beguiled  himself.     It  is  true 
that  he  might  thus  invoke  his  destroyed  peace, 
hut  like  the  exorcist  of  some  evil  demon,  he 
was  awe-struck  by  the  phantoms  that  he  con- 
jured around  him  ;  for  despair  and  bitterness, 
anger  and  shame,  sorrow  and  scorn,  in  all  their 
terrors  came  to  him,  though  all  his  efforts  were 
hopeless  to  revive  tbat  self-content,  of  wh 
time  and  destiny   had  so  effectually  deprived 
him.     The  confirmation  of  this  was  not  want- 
ing, and  now,  in  a  kind  of  reckless  convict 
of  it,  in  abstraction  of  all  else,  he  approached 
the  Grange,  and  his  club-stick  was  swung  to 
and  fro,  and  his  actions  resumed  their  usual 
wildness    and  roughness   of    strength.     On    a 
sudden,  however,  he  stood  still  und  listened  ; 
for,  just  when  about  to  enter  the  farm, 
voices  of  two  persons  discoursing  near  the  i 
trance,  broke  on  the  stillness  of  his  contempla- 
tions, and   recognising  a  well-known  accent. 
halted,  and  became  a  willing  listener. 

"  By  the  word  of  a  gentleman !  "  said  the  in- 
defatigable Kangeley,  "  I  do  admire  you,  sweet 
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bah   upon   bad— «fa,   oh!   don't  l>c  so  scorn. 
foT" 

•  A  pretty  thing,"  aid  Lucy  :  "  to  have  all 
U»e  village  a-mocking  me,  and  you  as  rich  a* 
yon  can  stand!  " 

**  So  much  the  better  for  you  to  be  my  wife," 
aid  he. 

-  And  then  you,  why  !  Master  Ralph,  you 
ate  the  son  of  a  gentleman.'* 

od  luck  to  me  to  be  born  so,"  was  ilie 


-  And  then— la !  Squire  Rangclev,  you  are 
the  beat  rider  and  dancer  hereabout." 

-  TV  better  for  us  both,  and  the  less  chance 
*f  my  breaking  my  neck, "cried  he;  "and  what 
would  you  hare  more"-  Come,  meet  me  to- 
aaorrow,  near  tlie  Glen,  and  we  will  have  a 
courting  bout,  and  why  m 

■  Because  I  'm  afeard  of  you.'.'  nnswered  Lucy; 
••  1  never  hear  you  that  I  aint  lit  to  jump  out 
of  my  skin,  or  sec  you  but  I  want  to  get  away 
fn»ni  you  ;  nnd  when  people  spc&k  of  you,  I  'm 
ashamed  of  myself — because,  Master  Rangcicy 
— because,  you  will  go  on  as  you 
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unwelcome  sound,  Rangclcy  and  the  girl  made 
off  in  opposite  directions. 

■  Aye,  aye  !  "  cried  Moreton,  ■  the  rogues  are 
gooe ;  and  fur  me,  I  stand  like  honesty,  alone 
in  the  world.  But  we  will  see,  Kangeley,  whose 
will  works  the  strongest,  yours  or  mine  ;  for 
youth  is  wild  and  wayward,  but  age  is  guarded 
and  sure.  The  ni^ht  look*  holy,  and  the  skies 
are  at  peace ;  calm,  sweet,  even  as  friendship  to 
the  thoughts  of  youth  !  Pray  God,  it  may  not 
end  in  falsehood  or  in  fraud! " 

Moreton  of  tiic  Grange  looked  around  him,  a 
tumult  of  unexpressed  thoughts  thronging  in 
his  mental  vision,  until,  as  the  dim  shadows 
wore  away  in  his  fancy,  he  retreated  from  fur- 
ther observation  of  the  objects  around,  anil  be- 
took himself,  once  more,  to  his  rest. 
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to  the  smallest  movement  about  or  new  her; 
and  now  she  became  certain  she  had  not  been 
mistaken,  fur  some  living  tiling  was  surely 
standing  by  her.  She  drew  her  breath  audibly, 
and  then  coughed ;  and  a  hand  was  at  length 
placed  upon  her  mantle. 

"  A  dark  night  for  you,  my  lady,"  said  a  fe- 
male voice,  "  here  arc  few  stars  to  shew  you 
where  you  walk ;  but,  follow — follow,  my  sweet 
BUM— and  1  '11  lead  you  to  one  will  welcome 
you,  blithe  as  bird  in  the  morning." 

"Oh,  you  have  come  at  last  !  "  cried  J< 
"  but  where  is  he — where  is  Pierce  Falcon— is 
he  safe?" 

"Come  on,  my  sweet  madam,"  answered 
the  same  voire,  "and  I'll  load  you  to  him. 
Come  on  through  the  woods  with  me,  and  you 
shall  see  him.  Don't  speak  his  name  here,  but 
come." 

Led  on  by  such  coaxing,  and  such  encou- 
ragement as  these  words  afforded,  Jessy  fol- 
lowed her  gipsy  escort ;  who,  in  the  deep  dark- 
ness of  the  night,  and  in  the  shade  of  the  thick 
growing  forest,  remained  totally  unseen;  her 
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the  tall  and  giant  trees  rose  up  and  stood,  like 
sentinels  about  some  haunted  spot,  devoted  as 
the  scene  of  magic  spells,  of  sorcery,  or  witch- 
craft. Instinctively  she  drew  back,  and  it  was 
only  when  she  saw  her  gipsy  guide  advancing 
before  her  towards  the  :;roup,  and  discovered 
also  the  well-known  form  of  Pierce  Falcon 
emerge  from  the  circle,  that  she  gained  courage 
to  quit  the  shelter  of  the  wood  that  shaded  her 
from  observation. 

"  And  you  have  come  to  me,"  lie  said,  draw- 
ing her  back  into  the  shadow ;  "  it  '■  more  than 
was  expected,  considering  another  and  I 
man  amuses  you.  Would  I  had  shun  him  <i:i 
the  spot  the  other  mottling !  I  had  don  e 
more  justice,  and  him  too  perhaps  j  hut  the 
fellow  fled  before  the  work  was  done." 

"  Of  what  do  you  sjieak  ? "  cried  Jessy,  wildly. 
"  dear  Falcon,  what  do  you  say  ;  * 

"  Deceive  me  not,"  muttered  he ;  "  I  am  not 
to  In  deceived.  I  saw  you  pass  to  meet  the 
boy,  with  your  father.  I  waylaid  him,  quar- 
relled with  him,  wounded  him.    The  hue  and 
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"I  told  you,"  replied  Jessy,  "only  for  my 
iimu.sement,  that  he  loved  me  ;  to  see  what  you 
would  say.  He — he  does  perhaps  prefer  me ; 
is  sometimes  with  me ;  hut  have  I  nut  told 
you  often,  and  it  appears  too  often,  that  no- 
tfejqg  i:nulil  change  me,  could  alter  my  esteem 
fur  yuu  ?  *' 

"As  the  winds  stir  up  the  tempest,  these 
little  things  vex  me,"'  answered  he;  "U>ere- 
fore,  know,  Jessy !  if  I  should  find  myself  de- 
ceived in  you,  my  vengeance  even  may  light 
upon  yourself;  for  nothing  can  restrain  me. 
Such  love  as  mine  is  not  to  idle  pmJOM)  but 
part  of  my  autteace." 

"  If  you  had  killed  him,"  said  she,  '"and  for 
me — merely  because  he  knew  me,  and  was 
thrown  in  my  company!    Dear  Falcon— " 

"  If  1  had  killed  him!  "said  her  wily  com- 
panion, yielding  to  what  he  knew  to  !«•  her 
weakness,  '*"  why  then  I  had  died  happy.  Oh, 
Jessy,  if  you  were  mine  !  Such  beauty  as  your 
own— it  cannot  well  be  looked  upon  with 
safety.  Forgive  me  !  for  your  sake  the  folly 
was  committed ;  the  youth  is  not  deeply  in- 
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! ;  that  can  be  remedied ;  but  my  condition 
beyond 

•  What  can  be  done )  "  asked  she  trembling, 
'•where  can  you  go?  where  fly  for  safety? 
Before,  your  enemies  were  armed  against  you ; 
but  now  you  have  given  them  more  reason. 
Consider,  Moon  if  you  bad  murdered  him, 
the  crime  you  would  have  then  committed, 
id  oh  !  to  see  you  branded  name  of 

murderer;  in  chains ;  in  prison  ;  dragged  before 
it  accusers;  without  a  friend,  without  the 
of  escape;  none  who  would  pity  you; 
jnc  who  would  excuse  you ;  none  but  myself. 
>r  whose  poor  love  you  had  done  it.  Oh 
Fierce!  consider  my  wretchedness,  and  have 
i  my  affections  !  "  and  again  a  flood  of 
relieved  her,  as  she  leant  on  him. 
"  1  feel  my  folly  is  extreme,"  said  he,  in  a 
■red  voice,  "  but  now,  Jessy,  my  enemies 
dog  me  too  closely ;  I  cannot  fly.  No  hour  of 
day  or  night  can  I  escape:  the  byepaths  of  the 
or  of  the  village,  are  alike  infested.  I 
aust  resign   myself  to  the  law  ;  my  funds  are 
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now  exhausted  among  these  wretches ;  my  fate 
must  he  fulfilled." 

"  Resign  yourself  "  she  exclaimed,  "  N 
dear  Falcon,  never ;  or  kill  me  here  before  you 
think  of  it.  Here,  take  these  rings,  the  only 
things  1  have ;  and  yet  their  absence  may  create 
p.  I  ii.  What  can  be  done  ?  Yet  take  them 
quickly,  and  fly  I  " 

"Have  1  not  told  you,"  answered  he.  sul- 
lenly,  "  that  flight   is   now  impossible.     The 

avenues  are  all  shut  up,  and  even-  Oxu 

look  out.  This  skirmish  with  the  youth  seems 
to  have  been  a  blow  struck  at  every  clown's 
head  in  the  county,  for  each  makes  the  wrong 
his  own.  They  arc  in  search  of  me  and  the 
reward  at  the  same  time.  I  suppose  the  fellow's 
a  preacher  or  alms-giver  •'' 

"  lie  is  very  much  honoured,"  said  Jessy, 
mournfully,  "but  how  can  you  escape?  My 
father  and  Morcton  of  the  Grange  vow  ven- 
geance ;  the  whole  place  is  in  alarm.  But  yet. 
I  say  again,  take  this  ring ;  it  is  of  considerable 
value;  fly,  under  cover  of  the  night,  to  Lite 
nearest  town  :  write  to  me;  direct  the  letter  in 
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a  woman'*   hand,  ami— and  1   will   send   you 
money.     Only  g<  I 
"  I   begin  to  fear,"  resumed  he,  taking  the 
;,  "  these  wretche*  whom  I  live  with.     Mv 
money  exhausted,  their  honesty  is  no  longer  to 
he  relied  upon }  they  may  even  deliver  me  Op  " 
"  God  forbid  !  "  cried  Jessy.   "Then  go ;  and 
go  quickly.     My  heart  dies  within  me  every 
moment  that  you  stay.     Rely  upon  myaffec- 
and — " 
'Will  you  fly  with  me?"  cried  he,  passion - 
noble  and  generous  girl,  confide  in  m\ 
niir.     The  marriage  over,  the  Colonel  will 

it." 

The  young  girl  considered  for  a  moment. 
Lifting  up  her  eyes  beaming  with  kind  expres- 
sion towards  him,  the  hue  of  her  countenance 
suddenly  changed  to  the  paleness  of  anxiety 
and  horr.ir: 

"  Good  Heaven  !  "  she  cried,  with  a  faint 
shriek,  "what  is  that  yonder  ?  " 

The  gipsies  round  their  fire  had  risen  up, 
and,  like  themselves,  were  watching  in  amaze- 
ment the  object  that  they  beheld  in  the  distai 
vol.   I,  K 
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The  men,  as  they  gazed,  by  common  content, 
drew  near  to  one  another;  as  if  their  strength} 
collected  in  one  mass,  might  better  avail  than 
the  individual  power  of  each  member  of  the 
gang  considered  exclusively,  and  acting  from 
his  own  separate  and  instinctive  impulse  alone. 
They  collected  in  fact  together,  beneath  the 
head  of  the  community,  as  a  flock  of  sheep,  at  the 
coming  of  the  storm,  seek  for  shelter  the  most 
umbrageous  tree  that  grows  near  them.  In  the 
same  manner  Jessy  clung  to  the  arm  of  her 
fugitive  lover,  and  awaited  the  result  of  the 
observations  of  those  around  her. 

The  first  idea  was  that  the  wood  which  sur- 
rounded them  had  taken  fire ;  for  afar  off,  and 
at  different  points,  a  bright  flame  was  seen 
liurning  and  flashing  to  the  wind,  and  throwing 
:t  dear  and  distinct  light  up  the  few  avenues  of 
entrance  to  this  romantic  spot.  This  thought 
was  quickly  rejected ;  for,  though  the  fire  ad- 
vanced, it  neither  crept  upward,  as  would  ne- 
cessarily have  been  the  case,  or  spread  wildly 
abroad,  as,  fed  by  the  fuel  around  it,  it  would 
have  done;  nor  did  the  breezes  waft  it  in  a 
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r.  t  kmd  of  Qaixotc  of  the  village,  of 
which  every  hamlet  may  boast  at  least  one; 
and  be,  hawing  owed  some  favour  to  Basil 
Forde,  led  on  the  present  enterprise. 

The  pypsie*  now  dispersed,  induced  by  on* 
hoaity  and  interest  in  the  approaching  parties 
to  take  a  nearer  view  of  them ;  while,  as  all 
distrust  cleared  from  their  minds,  and  doubt 
ripened  into  conviction,  they  went  forward  to 
meet  and  welcome  the  intruder*.  But  more 
audibly  beat  Jessy's  heart,  and  her  speech  be- 
came thicker  as  she  murmured.  "  Fly— fly, 
dear  Falcon  '.  or  you  are  lost  for  ever.  Oh  ! 
where  can  you  go  for  safety  ? ''  she  added,  as 
she  met  his  eye  fixed  in  intense  and  agitated 
anxiety  upon  her  face,  '•  where  can  you  go  ? " 

■I'm  thinking,  Master  Falcon/'  muttered 
the  tall  gipsy  as  be  passed  them,  "  you  had 
better  away,  if  you  can:  they  arc  not  to  be 
trusted ; "  and  with  a  knowing  look  of  suspii  I 
cast  towards  the  gang,  he  went  forwards  with 
the  rest. 

"Oh,  %l"   repeated  Jessy,   in  distraction. 
Iflrfl  r    Yet  come  with  me ; "  and,  cling- 
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mg  to  his  arm,  she  turned  towards  her  home. 
hut  that  pathway  was  also  obstructed.     Desj*-- 
rate  with  fear,  she  pushed  her  way   into  tin- 
thicket,  and  drawing  Pierce  after  her,  she  forced 
him  down  upon  the  ground,  while  she  her 
crouched  before  him,  and  holding  tin  tin. .I>t. 
of  her  bosom,  she  waited  in  silence  the  oppor- 
tunity of  escape.   The  rough  timing,  armed  with 
bludgeons  and  staves,  and  tools  of  husbandry, 
plodded  di'tcrinimilly  in  advance;  their  heavy 
tread  at  each  step  increasing  as  they  neared 
the  place  of  rendezvous,  till,  by  degrees,  in  little 
detached  grotapey  titer  flanked  the  entr.n 
the  glen,  and  stood  at  rest  in  the  open  space 
around  them.     The  gleaming  of  their  torches 
lifted  above  their  heads,  revealed  the  knotted 
and  intricate  foliage,  that  formed  not  only  a 
canopy,  but  almost  an  interwoven  roof,  that 
Ind  the  heavens   from   their  view;  while,  afar 
and  in  the  deep  hollow  of  the  vide,  the  obscure 
perspective  of  darkened  and  shadowed  verdure, 
faded  in    the   distance  into  the   deepness  of 
night,  till  nothing  more  was  to  be  seen.     In 
the  space,  however,   where  the  rustics  stood. 
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the  light  formed  an  equal  radiance  on  all  aides, 
disclosing  their  homely  attire,  smock  frocks, 
rugged  hose,  and  rustic  jackets,  in  contrast  vita 
the  unknown  and  anonymous  dress,  the  ragged 
ret  picturesque  appearance  of  the  vagrants  that 
accosted  them.  This  with  the  smiling  and 
ruddy  countenances  of  the  intruders,  with  open 
eyes  full  of  clownish  wonder  that  nothing  i 
new  or  unheard-of  was  to  be  discovered,  in  i 
tradistuirtion  to  the  sullen  and  swarthy  visages 
of  the  gipsy  troop  gleaming  in  the  light  that 
was  thrown  about  them,  afforded  a  scene  at 
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began  to  lament  her  partiality  for  one  who  BMl 
necessarily  cause  her  so  much  DMasinMl :  and 
fatigued  and  wretched  she  sought  upon  her  pil- 
low that  peaceful  sleep  of  happiness  that 
own  imprudence  and  weakness  had  too  surely 
denied  her,  and  which  she  had  forfeited  1 
ag... 

But,  if  her  mind  was  the  abode  of  unhappy 
thoughts,  if  in  xud  unrest  she  passed  the  wean 
time,  so  was  her  lover  equally  visited  by  m 
puucUous  upbraiding* ;  and  the  blessings  of 
slumber,  and  all  its  sweet  oblivion,  was  denied 
him.  For  many  hours  he  found  no  shelter  from 
the  beating  of  the  rain,  and  the  inclemency  of 
the  season,  but,  seated  beneath  a  tree,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  Priory,  he  awaited  the 

ring  of  the  moraiag  light,  ere  he  might  de- 
cide on  his  place  of  future  refuge,  or  the 
means  to  be  taken  to  expedite  his  early  depar- 
ture. These  considerations,  with  other  more 
bitter  memories,  disappointments,  chagrin,  and 
perhaps  repentance,  kept  possession  of  his  wak- 
ing fancy ;  and  where  these  were  not.  the  still 
more  galling  sense  of  his  own  defeated  plans  of 
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ice,    tu  »st  away,  in  thi 

midimi  of  vice,  by  his  own  contrivance 
tgh     liis     own    baseness;  this    one 
?ht.  intruded,  and  drove  him  onward  v.  it  I. 
volition   to  desperation,  or  to  I 
inattempted  •  >f  infamy  and  ill. 

There  was,  indeed,  nothing  in  him  that  might 
m  even  his  attachment  to  the 
creature  whom  he  now  nought,  was,  to 
the  best  of  it,  no  more  than  love  degraded 
its  lowest  state,  or  vice  exalted  into  the 
meanest  jxwsible  semblance  6f  kindness  or  vir- 
tue. Yet,  as  the  cold  and  creeping  air  of  mom- 
Ipon  him,  in  tlte  sad  desolation  of 
crime,  he  sat  there ;  and  tears,  though  frozen 
in  their  fall,  hung  on  his  eyelid*: — for  guilt 
its  sorrows,  as  keen,  though  not  as  many,  as 
innocence. 

*•  1  |  iwn  my  fate  away"  he  muttered. 

^liHimy  sullenness  of  spirit,  "and  like  a 
hunted  fox,  my  scent  is  left  l>eliind  me  as  I 
run,  so  that  no  dog  can  be  at  fault  about  me. 
England  I  must  quit,  and  elsewhere  it  shall  be 
damnable  ill-luck  but  I  will  screw  a  living  from 
K  5 
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the  thieves.     We  are  horn  to  live;  mom 

means  of  existence  ;  and  though  ttell  and 
heaven  strive  together,  I  will  cut  it  from  the 
hearts  of  my  fellow-men,  hut  I  will  have  it  I 
They  have  the  cash  ami  ready  citin— as  much 
mine  a*  theirs— und  1  i  tn  of  the  burden. 

Possession  is  right  und  title,  and  I  will  make 
it  so;  but  get  the  girl,  her  fortune, and  1 1 
they  may  say  that  1  can  gull  the  devil ! "  and 
mi  plausible  was  t  ho  design  that  he  sunk  into 
silence,  brooding  over  the  chances  of  success, 
the  inimitnble  scheming:*  <if  his  vill ft] 

Thus  tlie  tw  ilight  passed  away,  till  the  stirring 
of  Woodland  birds,  the  first  chirping  of  their 
song,  together  with  the  sunbeams  piercing  the 
deepCD  shades  of  the  forest,  gave  wanting  of 
the  con  Hut  PicttM  Falcon  still  81 

tinucd  to  delay  his  departure,  and  bent  his 
gaze  towards  the  Priory,  as  if  still  expectant  of 
some  succour  from  within,  or  some  indication 
of  farewell,  «.r  parting  confidence,  from  the  im- 
prudent Jessy  ;  when,  all  at  once,  this  apparently 
interminable  suspense  was  ended  by  some  one's 
approach.     The  natural  suspicions  of  guilt  in 
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Bid  him  to  precipitate  retreat,  but  when  he 
red  that  it  was  only  a  rural  law,  indeed. 
Lucy  Mykc,  com  to  her  ippo  with  her 

restless  admit.-r.    be    then   contented  himself 
nth  -.hading  his  face  as  she  passed,  and  re- 
mained seated  beneath   the  tree  when  be  had 
hitli  i  d. 

Tlie  young  girl  advanced  towards  him.     Her 
h  ill  entitled  her  to  the 
Mi.-u-y  i if  May-day  Queen  of  the  vil- 
i ;  and,  indeed,  many  beside  Kalph  Rongi 
might  have  found  a  full  OXcuM  fur  their  ttdntti- 

I ration  of  her.  A  kind  Of  Mushing  reluctamv 
mingled  with  suppressed  and  evident  delight, 
marked  her  advances,  and  when  she  came  up 
with  Fierce  Falcon,  and  gave  no  indication  of 
intention  to  pass  on  her  way,  be  thought  fit  t<> 
dissemble  further,  and  feign  himself  asleep. 
This  pretence,  however,  availed  him  very  little, 
fur  Lucy,  embarrassed,  and  timid  of  herself, 
now  stood  beneath  the  shade  uf  the  tree,  and 
pulled  and  patted  him  somewhat  coquetishly 
on  the  shoulder. 

•  A  nd  you  arc  a  true  lover,  indeed '.  you  Mas- 
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ter  Ralph,"  cried  she,  "  to  be  sitting  here  all  of 
a  heap,  when  I  come  to  you,  like  a  toad  under 
the  harrow ;  and  asleep  too !  Aye,  indeed,  this 
is  the  first  and  last  time — But  Master  Rangely 
—Ralph— dear  Ralph!"  and  as  she  called, 
finding  still  that  the  person  was  immovable, 
the  girl  became  now  astonished,  now  terrified, 
and  ere  she  could  utter  another  word,  Falcon 
turned  upon  her  the  flashing  of  his  ruffianly 
face,  and  held  her  prisoner. 

"By  the  body  and  soul  of  me!"  said  he, 
while  his  free  eye  roamed  at  will  upon  her,  a 
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"  Like  enough,  sir,"  said  the  girl,  attempting 
to  free  herself,  "  it 's  hard  to  fight  against 
itrength,  but  I  can't  come  with  you." 

I  am  in  the  toil,"  said  he,  ferociously,  as  he 
glanced  towards  the  Priory,  "  or,  my  girl,  you 
•  ould  find  it  hard  to  deny  me  my  will;  but, 
come'  give  a  kiss  and  don't  wait  to  be  asked 

The  girl  lifted  up  her  eyes  to  his  with  a  look 
•ffablc  simplicity  of  artless  innocence,  ami 
there  «he  fixed  than  |  mi  the  fellow,  in  his 
turn  confused,  though  without  understanding 
why,  by  slow  degrees  relinquished  his  hold  of 
her. 

\iiil   be  hanged  to  you,"  said  he,  with  a 

depth  of  malice  that  the  occasion  by  no  means 

called  forth,  "  but  you   shall  not  esca|>e  me ; 

you  shall  be  brought  to  my  feet  yet.    You  do 

know  mc,  may  repent  you  ever  did !  Damn 

(his  '■"  iitnl  while  he  chafed  in 

the  vain   impotence  of  defeated  self-will,  poor 

Lucy,  feeling  herself  released,  fled  wildly  back 

be  direction  of  the  Grange.     The  glimpse 

of  her  flying  garments  was  now  beheld  by  the 
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unlucky  Rangeley,  who,  intercepted  by  More- 
ton,  had  thus  been  delayed  in  his  meeting  with 
her;  and  now,  moving  himself  to  the  ni]>i<lity  of 
pursuit,  he  sped  after  her,  calling  her  by  name, 
as  often,  and  at  such  intervals,  aa  his  wondrous 
speed  and  consequent  want  of  breath  would 
permit  him.  But  Lucy  heard  not,  or  if  so, 
only  heard  to  fly  the  faster,  when  Moreton, 
suddenly  emerging  from  the  wood,  grasped  her 
and  forcibly  detained  her. 

■  I  see  it."  ieid  he  sternly,  but  yet  coolly; 
"ami  what  do  you  fly  from  ;  Who  shall  ptOMol 
thee,  if  not  thyself!  Soli !  you  have  found  how 
true  a  man  may  he  to  his  own  rillany — I 
false  to  Tirtue  still  ?  Learn  wisdom,  child,  leam 
wisdom,  or  hlushes  shall  he  changed  to  burning 
tears,  roses  of  life  nipt  to  the  frost  of  death, 
and  reason  luriinic  madness.  Yes,  yes,  I  see 
her  once  again  as  beautiful  as  pure— and  then  a 
moment,  all  shame  and  misery !  Ha !  ha !"  ami 
this  short  and  bitter  laugh,  apparently,  recalled 
him  to  himaelf;  for  though  he  still  retained  his 
hold  of  her,  bis  manner  all  at  once  changed. 
Ilia  full  grey  eyes  sparkled  into  rage,  and 
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tweea  a  pretty  girl  and  such  rough  work.  But 
come,  old  Hercules  !  no  bum  is  meant ;  and 
if  we  once  begin  battle  you  don't  know— But 
I'm  a  denl  of  a  fellow,  if  jou  can  but  get  me 
tobrgm." 

■  Rangcky,"  said  M  oreton,  ■  you  arc  an  in- 
corrigible numskull,  nor  will  I  bold  further 
terms  with  you.  The  girl  is  simple,  is  innocent. 


"  No  harm  in  mc  whatever,"  answered  Uie 
other,  laughing,  "  as  innocent  and  .simple  as  an 
unrlcdgcd  pea-hen.  And  what !  you— you  old 
dog— hare  to  do  with  the  girl !  It's  my  belief, 
you  want  her  for  yourself." 

••  It  is  too  bad  to  quarrel  with  an  idiot,"  cried 
M  oreton,  as  lie  hopelessly  let  his  heavy  stick 
once  mure  descend  to  the  ground,  and  Lucy,  in 
fear,  caught  her  master  by  the  arm,  and  in  au 
imploring  murmur  appealed  to  him. 

"You  see,  you  see   she  loves   D  «1 

Rangeley,  in  triumph,  "  and  why  not  let  two 
people  have  their  own  way   " 

u  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Lucy,  with  some  scarn, 
'•  I  never  told  you  M,     And  let  me  say,  your 
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this  morning— employing  a  man  to 
{lighten  me  into  tout  plans — I  should  like  to 
know  what  it  means  '■ " 

.  Rangcley,  my  boy  !"interruptcd  More- 
ton,  on  he  kid  hiii  hand  on  his  ■hooldeq  "  you 
are  Era  to  be   a  ruffianly  fellow  ;  and  ft 

may  easily  scare  a  woman  from  her  love-cli 
H  once  ye  frighten  her.     So  away  with  you 

••  You  are  pleased  to  be  facetious,  Mr.  More- 
ton  lUngeley,  flushing  into  fatdl 

"  but  all  this  is  now  to  me,  and  the  notion  de- 
testable. This  little  girl  agreed  to  meet  me — 
you  met  and  delayed  me — I  followed  her  a* 
tou  have  sc> 

•*  A  man,"  interposed  Lucy,  "  a  large  fright- 
ful man  met  me  near  the  Prion-,  nnd — and  was 
rude.     He  said  you  sent  him." 

»-Oh  !  lie  did,  did  he,"  cried  Rangclcy, "  point 
bun  out  to  me,  and  I  '11  thrust  the  falsehood 
ids  throat  again.  What  kind  of  a  scamp 
—where  is  he?"  and  all  on  fire  with  rage,  the  un- 
fortunate suitor  struggled  vehemently  to  free 
himself  from  the  firm  grasp  of  Moreton. 
ill !"  laughed  he,  roughly ; "  whs 
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again?  another  fi^ht,  eh,  Bmjrinr?  I  thought 
yon  had  had  enough  of  it" 

"  Never,  never,"  cried  the  aiiiniatrd  bttk 
being,  "  never,  air,  in  defence  of  the  woman  I 
love— who  loves  me — " 

"  Indeed,  air,  von  are  mistaken,"  cried  Lacy, 
with  some  of  a  woman's  obstinacy  at  finding 
herself  in  the  wrong;  "for  I  hate  and  detest 
and  never  will  speak  to  yon  again." 

At  this  unexpected  avowal  Rangeley  was,  for 
a  moment,  transfixed  to  die  spot,  but  presently 
recovering  himself,  he  shook  himself  to  rights, 
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dom  can  tell  you  the  deep  meaning  of  that  word 
'  self.'  Self,  the  all-predominant  substantive,  the 
unit  that  makes  up  the  great  account  of  life, 
the  one  ineffable  thought  of  all  existence." 
Again  he  was  silent,  and  Ralph  Itungelry  re- 
newed his  hopeless  exertions  to  be  heard,  when 
tat  last,  he  cast  a  glance  of  inquiry  towards  More- 
ton  ;  but  be  was  seemingly  involved  in  tin 
for  no  sign  of  attention  was  manifested,  but  he 
timed  uiiinil  i.is  train  of  contemplation. 
"  But,  live,"'  he  muttered.  "  r.uli  child  of  earth 
b  one  of  nature's  children,  and  in  the  universal 
chain  is  linked  unto  the  soul  as  part  of  it,  in  di- 
in  sweet  union  ;  and  when  thia 
ired  claim  is  all  unknown,  the  holy  brother- 
hood of  nan  with  man,  tho  tie  of  woman  to 
each  to  each,  aye,  their  nature  is 
brutalized — debased  by  the  base  voddj  be- 
fouled and  false,  and  man  akin  in  temper  totlie 
beast.     This,  tliis  is  the  divine  theory." 

Tlie  master  of  the  Grange  had  heen  thus 
long  conversing  to  himself,  in  abstracted  reve- 
rie, and  now,  without  further  dcbata,  he  placed 
the  arm  of  the  rustic  Lucy  in  his,  and,  insen- 
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able  alike  to  remark  or  to  snght  else,  he  wan- 
dered in  strange  meditation  my.  The  dis- 
comfited Rudder,  remained  rooted  to  the 
ground  in  surprise  of  bis  inexorable  mistress, 
and  thus  beheld  them  depart;  but  when  die 
danwH,  at  the  first  torn  of  the  forest,  cast  back 
a  reluctant  glance  of  tender  adieu,  then  the  re- 
Treed  lover  brushed  op  his  worn-out  spirits, 
and  trotted  off  to  plan  and  plot  some  better 
scheme,  than  any  in  Tented  heretofore,  to  win 
the  good  graces  of  the  maiden :  and  assuredly, 
much  man-el  and  many  signs  of  wonder  were 
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Itaswhflt  mfeaaujejf  »nd  (mm, 

Mi.Uight  nhoat  ind  rti  lr j. 
TVpu*  iUoce  «iU  >oll*T. 
»lr  «iJ  jour  kxlu  wlili  ntie  twin* 
Dropping  orfoan,  dropping  wine. 


Miltow. 


We  must  now  conduct  our  readers  to  the 
Of  Horace  Freeling,  «>n  tlic  morning  he 
attained  his  twenty-first  year.  Tin-  retirement 
of  the  mansion  was  now  interrupted  by  many 
a  hearty  laugh  of  jollity ;  many  a  voice  made 
musical  by  happiness;  and  many  a  jest  whose 
folly  was  its  wit : — for  life  may  well  afford  an 
boor  of  folly  in  a  day  of  wisdom.  So  thought, 
at  least,  our  friend  Freeling,  as  he  hurried 
from  group  to  group,  adding  hospitality  to  good 
cheer,  and  mirth  and  humour  to  the  festivity 
around  him.  The  lawn  was  laid  open  to  tin- 
comers,  and  here  the  tables  groaned  beneath 
the  substantial  weight  of   Bngltfl  abundance, 
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nnd  reeled  beneath  the  flowing  cup  of  ancient 
ale,  brewed  and  barrelled  on  the  morn  of  his 
birth,  and   preserved  up  to   the  present   time 

I  the  strictest  guardianship  and  venera- 
And  we  have  no  doubt  whatever,  that  to  tho»e 
who  tasted  it,  it  was  esteemed    equal  to  the 

flhWOBIBM  "'  classic  land'    lo  ,1,C  m',,:""  "' 
the   Gods,   or   indeed   to   any    more   modern 
liquid  from  champagne  down  to  the  pure  ele- 
ment itself.     All  was  enjoyment,  and  all  was 
briMd  enjoyed.     Profusion  and  mirth   were 
the  order  of  the  day,   nnd  pleasure  the  maxim 
of  the  hour;  and  surely  there  was  not  a  clod- 
pole  there  that  did  not  feel  himself  a  better  Of 
a  greater  man  since  he  had  been  welcomed  by 
Squire  Frecling.     The  animation  of  the  ti 
increased  with  every  [Wining  moment.      The 
gay  let  loose  their  peals  of  laughter,  the  serious 
expanded  into  joy,  the  happy  beotllM  doubly 
so,  the  wretched  forgot  to  sigh,  or  lingered  on 
old  memories  no  more ;  or  if  it  was  so,  they 
borrowed  some  scene  of  bye-gone  sorrow  to 
make  the  present  more  securely  blessed.     It 
must  be  so:  that  universal  content   is  indivi- 
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dual  happiness,  we  would  fain  believe,  (or 
liere  was  seen  n  clown  half  giddy  beneath  i 
burden  of  his  Win,  his  flenses  juM  midway 
between  pleasure  and  surprise ;  uml  there  ano- 
ther, listening  with  greedy  ears  to  the  boiste- 
rous anecdotes  of  his  companions;  here  was 
the  village  maiden  in  blushing  merriment,  join- 
ing the  rustic  dame ;  and  there  the  aged  sire, 
leaning  on  bis  GTOtch,  retailing  over  and  over 

Idle  minute  parcels  of  his  minuter  recol- 
lection*, stored  up  for  e very-day  converse! 
the  child,  the  aged  beldame,  all  participating 
in  the  joy  of  the  day ;  no  wonder  if  Frocling 
also  experienced  his  own  peculiar  gratification 
in  the  event. 

Wc  will  dcscrilw  him  there,  as  he  was  sit- 
ting at  the  head  table  of  his  tenantry.  His 
figure  was  rather  bftow  the  middle  height, 
gracefully  and  lightly  fanned,  and  gifted  with 
that  inexpressible  air  that  gentility  confers. 
His  regular  and  exquisitely-traced  profile,  was 
heightened  by  the  sun-burnt  hue  of  a  <om- 
plexion,  where  colour  and  ihamess  at  once 
contended.      His  eyes,  full,  large,   and  of   a 
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shaded  violet,  flashed  from  the  dark  lashes 
with  the  spirit  of  vigour  and  uf  youth;  while 
his  hair,  close  dipt,  and  of  a  chestnut  brown, 
fell  in  softened  shadow  over  his  brow,  ami. 
forming  in  whiskers  to  the  beard,  surrounded 
the  oval  of  his  countenance.  He  was  what  H 
called  a  handsome  man ;  and,  moreover,  was 
born  to  make  others  happy. 

W.-  fed  it  would  l>e  an  useless  task  to  follow 
him  throughout  the  amusements  of  the  day; 
how  he  talked  with  the  men,  and  chatted  n 
the  women;  led  on  the  first  to  their  manly 
games,  the  last  to  their  lighter  merriment  j 
vitotl  them  all  by  turns  to  some  unexpected 
honour,  and  was  in  turn  by  all  admired  and 
esteemed ;  how  he  danced  first  with  a  peasant, 
and  then  with  a  lady,  whispered  soft,  nnd  said 
polite  tilings;  drank,  laughed, and  talked,  with 
the  best  and  the  worst  of  them;  and  at  last 
left  it  very  doubtful  who  among  them  had 
been  most  honoured,  though  by  all  means  cer- 
tain in  their  mind*  thai  he  *»•  fit  to  have  a 
fortune,  and  was  a  good  landlord,  a  generous 
master,  and,  in  feet,  a  fine  fellow. 
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The  next  person  remarkable  amid  the  mot- 
ley group,  was  Ralph  Rankle  v.  who,  from  his 
tame  as  a  convivial  companion,  had  been  in 
stalled  master  of  the  ceremonies  to  this  m 
feast ;  and  now,  as  another  hero  in  the  annals 
of  the  day,  he  assumed  the  next  station  of 
dignity  to  Frecling,  and  headed  t lie  MOOnd  table 
devoted  to  the  refection  of  the  honest-hearted 
company.  There  he  watched  over  his  rights 
with  jealous  scrutiny,  and  reigned  alone  in 
good-natured  elevation ;  his  own  hilarity  being 
the  1'nly  intruder  likely  to  lessen  this,  his  true 
state  of  happy  vocation.  At  his  tide  sat  Lucy, 
decked  in  knots  of  rose-coloured  ribbon,  her 
face,  in  a  playful  contest  of  smiles  «nd  blushes, 
and  a  smothering  sensation  of  unwonted  ho- 
nour, at  every  pause,  intruding  itself;  then,  her 
eyes  sinking  in  confusion  beneath  the  fiery 
glances  of  the  enamoured  Ralph,  and  the  side- 
long look-,  of  satisfied  pride,  which  her  old  mo- 
r,  busied  in  attendance  on  the  festivity,  at 
every  lucky  opportunity  cast  towards  her. 
Besides,  what  could  equal  her  admiration  of 
Master   Rangeley;   her  delight   at  his   thick- 
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thronging  honours ;  her  wonder  at  his  manners ; 
joy  at  his  mirth;  surprise  at  his  attentions, 
and  ail  the  infinite  satisfaction  attendant  upon 
this  open  evidence  of  his  truth  to  Iter  ?  Let  as 
not  marvel,  indeed,  if  the  rustic's  heart  were 
fairly  loat,  and  for  ever  taken  prisoner  by  the 
first  rambling  glance  darted  from  this  redoubted 
lover's  eyes. 

But  to  the  other  personages  of  this  history. 
Old  Moreton  was  wandering  up  and  down, 
now  and  then  practising  a  sly  kindness,  Imt 
otherwise  occupied  in  remarking,  in  his  usual 
manner,  on  all  that  passed  within  his  own  vi- 
cinity, while  he  alone  paid  attention  to  Miss 
Maravel,  who  was  so  far  exempt  from  the 
anathemas  lie  heaped  on  all  the.  sex  lieaide. 
Jessy,  with  the  light  step  of  vanity,  than 
which  nothing  is  lighter,  was  ever  pursv.l 
like  his  shadow,  Basil  Forde.  Her  coquetry 
delighted  in  the  pursuit,  while  the  fear  of  the 
possibility  of  her   secret   ben  ■vered  to 

her  sister,  in  part  urged  her  to  keep  them  se- 
parate. Constance  had  been,  during  the  day, 
the  peculiar  charge  of  Horace  Freeling ;  nor  is 
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it  our  place  to  account  for  it,  hut  so  it  is,  that 
these  attentions  were  far  more  dear  to  him, 
than  he  would  perhaps  have  been  willing  to 
acknowledge.  If  any  doubt  obscured  the 
beauty  of  the  prospect  before  him,  it  was  tins 
one ;  the  fear  that  this,  which  was  in  hira  ho 
tender  an  affection,  might  yet  be  hopeless. 
Meanwhile,  he  encouraged  no  selfish  emo- 
tions insensible  to  others ;  but,  seizing  his  op- 
portunity, he  withdrew  from  his  rude  guests, 
uid  accosting  a  sedate  and  unhappy-looking 
man,  who  was  standing  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon 
Miss  FreeUng,  as  .she  moved  in  the.  dunce, 
•  Huntley."  said  he,  "  a  word  with  you. 
Look  at  this  paper,  and  see  if  two  inches  can 
be  taken  oflf  from  the  length  of  your  visage. 
Why,  any  one   would   think    you  were   chief 

E turner  at  my  funeral  l" 
The  person  addressed,  looked  at  the  paper 
bewilderment  and  agitation :    "  Mr.  Freel- 
5,"    he    said,   in   deep    emotion,   "  Horace 
FreeUng,  you  are  the  most  generous  of  men ! 

but P 

"My  sister  beckons  vou,"  cried  Frecling; 
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••  why.  no !  you  are  no  lover ;  unless  yoa 
keep  pace  with  Yenus's  chariot,  you  will  be 
left  and,  ere   another  word   could 

be    spoken,    he    was   gone.     Huntley  gated 
at  the  document  again  in  stupefaction.     Poor, 
l>ut  endowed  with  extraordinary  learning,  be 
had  been  half  friends  with,  and  half  tutor  to 
Horace,  while  at  college.     With  some  know- 
ledge of  books,  lie  possessed  none  of  mankind, 
and  though  driven  by  his  necessities  to  court 
the  world,  he  was  totally  unfitted  to  contend 
against  it  in  any  way,  for  the  dreaming  se- 
clusion and  mildness  of  his  deposition  taught 
him  to  live  out  of  it,  and,  certainly,  he  would 
not  have  done  to  have  existed  in  it.     With 
Krccling  he  had  resided  ever  since  their  first 
intimacy,    and  whether   hi*    youthful  patron 
imagined  lus  unfriended  state,  or  respected  his 
lent.s,    or    really   required    his    further    as- 
sistance, is  not  precisely  stated,  hut  here  he 
seen  on  this  occasion,  and   indeed  most 
others.     Yet  Huntley  still  stood  on  the  lawn 
with  the  paper  in  his  hand.     He  had  studied 
for  the  church ;  but  years  had  passed,  and  nei- 
ther curacy  nor  living  had  fallen  to  his  share ; 
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he  was  without  interest,  and  without  friemN. 
and,  bcaidev  t  money.    The  chui. 

the  high  aim,  at  one  time,  of  all  his  study, 
had  now  even  ceased  to  he  the  dream  of  Hi 
waking  thoughts ;  and,  could  he  Irelieve  it  ? 
He  scrutinized  the  paper  again  ;  yes,  it  was 
truly  the  presentation  to  a  living  in  the  very 
neigh hourhood.  His  strange  transports  were 
interrupted  by  Miss  Frecling's  approach,  who 
hinted  she  was  going  to  her  harp,  and  would 
be  glad  of  his  company.  The  measure  of  his 
happiness  was  now  full;  for,  if  athwart  the  pro- 
found night  of  learning  in  which  he  wrapped 
himself,  one  form  intruded,  it  was  that  of  this 
.ag  lady  herself,  whose  kindred  and  me- 
lancholy gentleness,  and  high  accomplish- 
ments, first  compelled  from  him  his  ad- 
miration, and  latterly  it  had  been  guessed  by 
Horace  Freeling,  at  least  had  occupied  the 
better  portion  of  nil  meditation.  The  stu- 
dious man,  at  the  lady's  invitation,  however, 
brightened  up,  and  as  he  handed  her  with  a 
yielding  smile  towards  the  house,  we  will  say- 
something  further. 
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It  is  a  secret  told  in  the  reader's  ear,  and 
must  go  do  further.  There  are  certain  dis- 
positions with  whom  long  intimacy  can  alone 
beget  friendship,  and  long  friendship  alone 
inspire  the  softer  passion ;  and  such  was  the 
nature  of  Mary  Freeling.  Though  accustomed, 
at  the  slightest  whisper  from  her  brother,  to 
play  to  Huntley,  night  after  nijdit,  and  pay 
him  sundry  other  attentions;  and,  beside* 
this,  though  she  was  in  lore  with  him;  yet 
she  was  never  known  to  evince  the  least  sign 
of  her  partiality,  or  to  commit  any  of  the 
blunders  usually  incident  to  it,  but  regularly 
attended  to  all  the  numerous  duties  necessary 
to  her  station,  or  to  the  comfort  of  those 
around  her.  The  disinterested  esteem,  the 
true  kindness  of  a  placid  disposition,  all  of 
that  friendship  which  hail  not  been  I>est0wed 
on  Horace,  was,  and   had  r  some  time 

past,  devoted  to  the  learned  but  unfortunate 
Huntley. 

We  must  return  to  Freeling.     Leaning  on 

the  back  of  Miss  Maravcl's  chair,  he  watched 

•'eparturc  of  Huntley  and  his  sister ;  the 
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expansion  of  the  tutor'*  brow,  as  lie  handed 
ber  along,  affording  him,  Memingljr,  not  only 
pkeson-  Ischievous  delight;   for  some 

people  have  as  tine  a  sense  of  the  ridiculous, 
aa  they  posses*  taste  fur  the  sublime,  and  can 
a*  well  discover  something  singular,  be  it  in  a 
flower  or  a  weed,  a  stone  or  a  precious  g«*w, 
a  potter's  vessel  or  a  crystal  vase. 

At  this  moment,  however,  the  gipsy  woman 
was  seen  making  her  way,  by  alow  degrees, 
tiirouirii  the  thickly  dispersed  groups  that 
thronged  the  rustic  MMS)  lw  *ti  .-ilihy  am! 
wary  advances,  together  with  the  ragged,  half- 
dirty,  half-romantir  ;ittir<-  in  which  she  was 
Hud,  marking  a  distinct  difference  l>etween  l»er 
and  the  laughter-loving  faces  and  holiday 
(garments  of  those  00  whom  she  intruded  her- 
self. She  went  forward,  however,  though 
almost  imperceptibly ;  reminding  one,  by  her 
tortuous,  circuitous,  and  devions  advances,  of 
the  snake  of  the  wilderness,  that,  led  by  the 
sunshine  and  summer,  steels  silently  through 
the  glowing  herbage  of  the  meadow,  or  winds 
ugh   the   painted  blossoms   that  beautify 
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the  garden.  Yet,  still  as  she  approached,  she 
plied  her  trade  amongst  them,  and,  by  fits  and 
starts,  solicited  to  make  known  the  revelations 
of  her  art;  bat  to  all  she  came  alike  un- 
seasonably, for  they,  who  knew  they  were 
happy,  were  satisfied  in  ignorance  of 
future,  and  needed  no  better  wisdom  -.  and 
thus,  excepting  some  gratuitous  mirth  from 
those  to  whom  she  proffered  her  services,  and 
here  and  there  a  stray  donation  from  HBW 
light-hearted  or  generous  villager,  the  woman, 
as  they  said,  was  likely  only  to  have  her  pains 
for  her  trouble.  Yet  still  she  urged  forward, 
and  selecting,  from  the  situation  he  held  in 
the  assembly,  the  master  of  the  revels— 
"  And  will  nttM  nmong  ye,"'  said  she,  *  listen 
to  their  luck  r" 

"  1  will  listen,  and  willingly,"  said  Freeling, 
"  but  mind  it  be  good ;  or  none  of  it  for  me. 
IU  fortune  would  soon  tire  me,  so  therefore 
be  cautious,  my  good  dame ! " 

•'  You  are  generous,  my  master,"  said  the 
woman,  taking  the  coin,  "  and  noble  too.  But 
nothing  is  here  told  that  ye  may  hear;  it  is 
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i,  and  grows  darker  still;  and  yet,"  she 
milled,  after  deep  silence,  "  your  fute  is  hound 
up  in  that  lady,  and  only  her." 

•  I  would  not  wish  a  hotter,"  answered  h<- 
gallantly,  kissing  the  hand  of  Miss  Hazard  ; 
MM  another  word,  my  good  woman!  lest  the 
dear  charm  be  broken." 

"  Wc  laugh,  but  wc  die,"  answered  the 

lan,  sullenly ;  and  then,  with  all  the  trickery 

her   class,    she    turned    upon   Constance, 

and  is  it  you,  sweet  lady!  Watch,  watch,  or 

•.hull  disirracc  Jt>    The  night   is  i  Ik-  time 

sin,    the  Priory  gates   are  open,   and    the 

Mir  is  dark.     There  is  one  hides   near,    like 

ie  wolf  near  the  sheep;  look,  and  you  shall 

find  him." 

'■  I  can  hear  no  more,"  said  Constance, 
timidly,  her  mind  recalling  a  long  history  of 
the  past;  "tell  DM  DO  mure;  it  is  enough; 
come,  Horace  !  she  frightens  me." 

"  But  surely  my  fate  must  be  a  merry  one," 
interposed  Jessy ;  u  come,  let  me  hear  whe- 
ther it  frown  or  smile.  Now,  my  good  wo- 
man, what  say  you;  or,  rather,  what  does  he 
l5 
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wretched,  it  u  not  very  likely  that  1  should 
smile." 

"  Nay.  nay,"  cried  she,  laughing,  "  tins 
must  not  he  heard  of  you.  You  must  not  ac- 
knowledge yourself  a  rotary  to  feelings  that 
the  world  bikes  so  much  paint  to  disavow." 

immga  >t-.>-l!."  Hid    he;  "whereas,   I 

gire  honour  to  niyulf,  nr,  at  all  events,  Iwp- 

ss,  whenever  I  think  of  you.     We  knew 

each  other  in  childhood;  we  cannot  surely  lie 

lew  than  friends  r" 

"  ft  *aid  Constance;  "  certainly  we 

are  friends,  and  1  am  proud  of  it;  hut  your 
GVbeckOM  us;  lit   s  ->  in,"  and  she  gave 
him  her  hand. 

"  I  would  not  wish  a  hcttcr  fate,"  said 
Freeling,  abstractedly,  and  garing  at  the  hand 
neld ;  but  a  blush  floating,  at  that  in- 
stant, over  her  face  and  pnoOj  he  re- 
ipcctfnlly  pressed  her  fingers  :  "  What  I  Mid 
in  allusion  to  the  happiness  of  others,  was 
meant  in  particular  reference  to  my  friend 
Basil  Fordc.  Since  the  death  of  the  rector,  he 
i»  an  altered  man,  sunk  into  a  state  of  in- 
•.udc;   spiritless,  and  lonely;  or,  rather,  I 
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should  say,  the  tide  of  his  kindly  emotions, 
that  used  to  flow  forth,  seems  now  con- 
centered within  him.  He  is  evidently  an  un- 
hupny  man." 

"  1  should  hope  not,"  faltered  Constance, 
looking  towards  the  object  of  their  con- 
versation ;  he  was,  as  usual,  leaning  on  Jessy, 
while  she  coquetted,  played,  and  fluttered 
about  him.  There  was  a  calm  seriousnMl  in 
his  deportment,  a  restless  fire  in  his  glance, 
the  languor  and  pallid  hue  attendant  on  bis 
late  accident;  but  there  was  a  certain  some- 
what IhmcL',  ili:ii  shewed  all  was  not  right 
within. 

"A  man  of  his  talent,'"  said  Kreeling,  Mi§ 
unlike  the  rest  of  mankind.  Genius  has  neces- 
sarily stronger  or  weaker  passions  than  we  mere 
common  mortals ;  it  is  its  misery  that  it  is  so. 
His  peculiar  circumstances  doubtless  prey  upon 
him  :  yet  fortune  has  in  fact  nothing  to  do  with 
such  a  man  as  Basil  Fordc." 

"  You  have  known  him  for  many  years  ? " 
asked  she,  "  and  yet  we  nevir  %;iw  him  with 
you  in  town.     It  was  strange  ! " 
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[n  truth,"  answered  he,  '•  there  was  some 
difficulty  in  getting  him  from  his  hooks.  He 
was  never,  besides,  a  seeker  of  Indies' company. 
No  sister,  you  know,  or  connections  A  miser- 
able life  for  him ;  and  yet  tins  day  has  been 
moat  uncomfortable  to  me,  to  recollect  all  that 
he  has  been  to  mc,  and  sec  him  thus  changed." 
"  You  think  him  changed  then,"  said  Con- 
stance, with  smothered  ui.\i<"y,  •■  his  person 
altered,  his  mind  depressed.  And  yet  he  must 
have  more  philosophy  than  to  mourn  an  alter- 
ation of  fortune  so  unforeseen,  and  nothing,  as 
you  say,  to  do  with  a  man  of  his  merit." 

••  No ;  these  are  nothing  more  than  reports," 
said  Freeling;  '*  1  will  not  believe  he  can  be  so 
weak.  He  has  friends  —  myself,  who  would 
share  my  fortune  with  him,  he  knows  it;  and 
Moreton  at  tin-  QmgB,  I  am  convinced  an 
excellent,  though  a  strange  man.  No,  Miss 
Maravcl,"  he  added  BOOR  emphatically,  "  this 
is  not  the  secret;  some  other  thought  is  greatest 
in  his  mind.  It  is  my  firm  belief  he  loves  your 
sister." 

My  sister!"  murmured  Constance;  "you 
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think  in,  do  you,  Jessy?  you  think  lie  lores 
her 

"  Tlic  Iwautiful  Jeasy,"  cried  lie,  more  play- 
fully, "  i»  a  little  tyrant,  it  is  to  be  feared,  to 
my  friend.  She's  a  very  lively  girl;  and  there 
is  no  knowing  !  Thi«  sfKJrlflftt  has  thrown  them 
into  each  other's  ;md  a  romantic  event, 

likely  to  induence  l»er  and  even  him,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  thousand  things  that  inter- 
pose to  strengthen  auch  illusions  when  once 
tliry  MM  upun  us.  Your  sister  is  a  fortunate 
woman  to  be  the  choice  of  one  so  worthy  of 
her;  and,  indeed,  she  looks  like  one  who 
thought  so." 

"  You  also  think,"  said  Constance,  growing 
paler  as  she  spoke,  "  you  think,  Horace,  tliat 
she  is  not  indifferent  ?  " 

"  Surely,"  cried  he  gaily,  "  she  smiles  upon 
liiin,  or  I  .im  very  much  mistaken.  Yes,  the 
alteration  in  Fnrde  is  alone  attributable  to  this ; 
and  if  so,  the  thing  is  not  so  hopeless.  I  have 
some  interest,  and  it  must  be  arranged." 

"  You  imagine  he  loves  Jessy  ?"  repeated 
CfMtttpnotj  as  if  she  would  still  doubt  the  truth 
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of  what  was  said,  or  still  (!d«r  the  certainty, 
"  you  know,  perhaps,  that  lie  does  so  )  lie  has 
possibly  told  yon  so  ?  His  uiihapiiiuess,  his  sor- 
row,  he  lias  told  you  ?  " 

no  sucli  thing ;"  said  FreeUng, 
"  these  are  my  own  private  thoughts,  revealed 
to  none  hut  you,  dear  Mink  Mnmvcl,  to  aid  his 
suit,  to  favour  his  pretension*  with  your  sister. 
Your  father  is  a  liberal  man;  fortune  ought 
nut  to  In.*,  and  is  nothing  in  these  cases.  Y<m 
must  lir  my  friend's  champion;  must  fix  the 
variable  Jessy,  and  win  Basil  Fordc  his  bri; 

••  1  shall  be  happy  to  do  any  thing  in  my 
power  for  his  peace,"  answered  Constance, 
faintly,  "  hat  the  heat  of  this  place — a  sudden 
giddiness  \"  The  young  man,  with  whom  the 
last  sentence  had  been  a  kind  of  gay  specula- 
i  of  the  moment,  in  which  his  fancy  in- 
dulged as  a  means  of  restoring  his  friend  to 
himself,  at  the  sound  of  her  voice  now  turned 
round,  and  only  just  time  enough  to  sustain 
the  sinking  and  fainting  form  of  Miss  Maravrl. 
Their  conversation  by  this  had  nearly  0 
ducted  them  to  the  house,  and  lifting  her  in  his 
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nrrns,  lie  bore  her  into  a  side  parlour.     Ilia  sis- 
ter, summoned  to  their  aid,  very  soon  in  some 
degree  restored  them  both  to  their  senses ;  the 
gentleman's  consternation  and  concern  requir- 
ing the  specific  of  the  lady's  revival,  before  he 
could  recover  his  composure.   And  what  would 
he  not  have  given  to  have  recalled  the  last  half 
hour ;  the  hopes  that  this  trivial  event  had  in 
so  great  a  measure  annihilated?    The  averted 
and  constrained  air  of  Constance  increased  Ml 
suspicions,  and  when  Miss  Freeling  was  sum- 
moned away — and  having  recommended  some 
short  quiet  and  repose,  left  her  reclining  on 
the  sofa,  and  he  was  alone  with  her — one  glance 
of  her  touching  countenance  revealed  the  rest. 
He  found,  he  saw,  that  she  loved  his  friend ; 
that  Ut  own  affection  was  never  to  be  returned. 
The  secret  sunk  deep  into  his  breast,  and  from 
it  uprose  a  certain  feeling,  that   shrining    her 
round,  as  incense  does  an  altar,  tilled  him  with 
tenderness  and  respect.     Ashamed  of  his  own 
emotions,  he  expressed  a  hope  of  her  recovery 
and  the  necessity  of  his  departure,  and  hurried 
away.     As  he  left  the  room,  he  encountered 
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Jessy,  who,  hearing  of  her  sister's  illness,  had 
oomc  there  ;  hut,  at  the  sight  of  Horace  Frce- 
Hng  disengaged,  and  having  perceived  his  late 
attentions  to  Constance,  the  determined  to 
compel  from  him,  with  all  the  tyranny  of 
beauty,  the  like  submissions ;  and,  therefore, 
forgetting  all  else,  she  fluttered  away  in  pur- 
luance  of  her  new  design. 

The  evening  waa  now  drawing  to  a  close, 
and  many  of  the  rustic  visitants  without  the 
mansion,  had  sunk  into  the  quiet  of  content ; 
I  boisterous  spirit  in  a  degree  quelled  as  the 
appetite  for  novelty  was  .satiated  within  them, 
and  their  energies  somewhat  fatigued  by  the 
unremitting  enjoyment  to  which  they  had  re- 
signed themselves.  Every  now  and  then  was 
heard,    however,    the    laboured   complaint   of 

fwrne  dispirited  and  weahed-out  riddle,  or  the 
more  querulous  cries  of  a  flute  or  flageolet  tor- 
tured  and   worried    into   repeated    strains;   to 
tin'   rttkgo   dancers  beat  incessant   time, 
with  hardened   frames  not  to  be  fatigued  by 
ire,  and  hearts  not  to  be  broken  down  in 
pursuit  of  it.     Among  these,  Rangelcy  cut 
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no  inconspicuous  figure,  plying  his  nimble 
limbs  with  a  pertinacious  activity,  that  no 
bodily  strength  might  hare  endured,  and  which 
only  hi*  redundant  spirit*  might  aptly  survive. 
He  had,  indeed,  opened  tlie  dance  ujion  the 
green,  and  had  led  the  limi  illlinilnj|  Lucy 
through  its  maze*;  her  blushing  embarrass, 
ment  serving  as  an  admirable  foil  to  lite  grace- 
ful alacrity  of  her  amorous  partner  :  hut  Lucy 
had  long  been  tired  out.  Yet  if  such  things 
are  to  be  accounted  for  by  any  natural  cause*, 
wc  should  say,  that  nothing  but  the  bewitching 
memory  of  that  moment  could  have  enticed 
Master  Ralph  into  such  unwearied  elasticity  of 
muscle,  or  to  such  incessant  industry  in  this 
laudable  pursuit,  lie  was  truly  dancing  on  the 
red-hot  iron  of  lore,  and  such  evolutions  are 
sure  to  be  nimble ;  and  neither  do  they  want 
for  grace  in  the  estimation  of  the  l>cholder. 
Perhaps  the  harmony  of  the  music  may  have 
had  some  influence,  perttaps  the  soft  regard 
of  his  mistress ;  but  tlie  tune  continued,  in 
"  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out,"  and  Range- 
ley  never  ceased  his  active  locomotion ;  and  so 
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infinitum.  Betides  this  intrusion  on 
returning  silence,  the  sound  and  clamour  of 
those  whose  find  l>een  over  potent,  or 

more  deep,  to  their  young  master,  broke  at  in- 
terval* on  the  ear,  together  with  the  laughter 

!  iose  whose  mirth  grew  loader  as  the  hour 
waxed  late,  whereof  a  few  instances  were  here, 
at  feast,  not  found  wanting.  The  general  cha- 
racter of  the  assembly  had  assumed  a  more 
tranquil  semblance,  for  here  and  there  a  grey- 
haired  father  was  asleep  within  the  shade ;  the 
little  ones  were  dreaming  on  their  mother's 
laps ;  peaceful  discourse  was  resumed  by  the 
middle-aged;  while  the  maiden  sought,  with 
some  favoured  suitor,  the  retired  avenues  of 
the  park,  or  the  shelter  of  the  shrubbery  around 
them.  The  gentry  who  graced  the  celebration 
of  this  day,  had  betaken  themselves  from  the 
throng ;  some  of  them  fatigued,  and  others  re- 
serving themselves  for  the  more  splendid  enter- 

inenta  that  were  to  occupy  many  forth- 
coming days.  They,  in  the  drawing-rooms  of 
the  mansion,  refreshed  themselves  with  the 
more  refined  luxuries  of  conversation  and  cof- 
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fee,  tea  and  "trifles  light  as  air;"  and  all  the 
little  nothings,  and  other  et  cetera,  exclusively 
devoted  to  the  amusement  of  fashion,  and  the 
dispersion  of  that  amiable  ennui  which  is  ever 
more  or  less  the  companion  to  it. 

Yet  now,  silence  in  one  instant  usurped  over 
all  else,  and  the  out -door  scene  of  mirth  was 
hashed  into  perfect  tranquillity.  So  great  was 
the  change  that  the  very  leaves  might  be  heard 
stirring  to  the  breeze,  and  the  wind  wblapoing 
in  return  ax  it  crept  through  the  foliage.  There 
was  something  strange,  and  almost  frightful,  in 
this  swnlluwing-up  of  sound  in  silence;  and 
just  as  the  mind  was  led  to  sunni.se  or  antici- 
pate the  possible  reason  of  all  this,  the 
doubt  was  set  at  rest  by  the  rich  melodious 
voice  of  Kangeley  breaking  on  the  senses  in 
the  following  song,  for  which  he  was  much 
celebrated  at  the  county  public  dinners.  The 
chorus  was  made  up  by  the  more  hoarse  and 
untutored  strains  of  his  rural  companions,  kept 
in  subjection  by  the  harmonious  power  of 
Rangelcy  himself. 
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I  ring  ike  delight*  of  the  cowntry'a  (wide. 
When  the  Spnng-ride  rejoice*  tb«-  ]<Iain  : 
M>  to  Ui«  bona  aa  tweet  aa  ■  bride, 
r  emilca  drtrwn'd  in  tear -drop*  of  rala  ; 
She  change*  to  Summer  ber  girdle  of  flower*, 

A  Up  full  of  fruit  she  bestowa; 
Wherever  »hc  leads  the  laughter-ln<t  II 
Thry  arc  erown'd  with  the  mjrtlr  and  rose. 
Thro  tint,  •'»<•  •■  ■  joyous  voice. 

The  pJeasvra  of  woodland]  and  rale ' 
la  a  fresh  ewp  of  wioe  let  tlir  free  heart  rejoice , 
All  health  to  the  country,  all  hail  I 

Aad  now,  wbro  the  Autumn  in  peatare  and  Aeld 

Gleam  the  rwtic  beqjuesta  of  the  year, 
The  rich  golden  harrcata  her  kindneai  ahall  yield 

Aa  bright  a*  her  beauty  appear. 
We  roasa  in  her  deacrta — no  echo  la  heard,— 

The  aaaaon  fur  (hooting  ia  come ; 
Wr  kill  the  wild  jaroe  and  the-  wild  foreat  bird. 

While  ahe,  lilce  our  wife,  aiti  at  borne. 

Then  alng.  aing,  in  a  joyous  voice,  \r. 

Aad  softly,  now  hear '.  'tia  the  aound  of  the  horn. 

And  the  Winter  aaa  clad  liim  in  >i«i«  ; 
With  a  hark-and-away  I  we  awak.n  the  morn, 
Aad  we  hunt  wtlli  the  windj  aa  they  blow. 
>  now  through  the  forest  we  fellow  him  atill, 
he  noble  atag  forward  fast  fliea  i 
When  down  la  the  dingle,  far  over  yon  hiU. 
He  asefca  hia  first  home — where  he  dies! 

Then  ling,  ring,  in  a  juyoua  toice.  Ac. 

Tin-  strain  ended,  the  loud  approbation  fol- 
lowed; and  again  silence   intervened  between 
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some  song  destined  to  delight  the  assembled 
company.  And  this  was  the  case  full  many 
times  more ;  but  this,  with  other  things,  was 
unheeded  by  Basil  Forde,  his  mind  was  dwel- 
ling elsewhere. 

At  length,  however,  the  blunted  rays  of  the 
departing  sun  gleamed  indistinctly  through  the 
blinds  of  the  apartment  where  Miss  Munivel 
lay;  and  where,  driven  by  his  own  unhappy 
thoughts,  our  hero  had  wandered.  He  stood, 
in  the  deep  twilight,  the  most  wretched  uf 
men.  He  had,  during  his  residence  at  Nun's 
Priory,  sought  Jessy's  conversation,  to  relieve 
his  uneasiness  by  such  discourse  of  Constance 
as  might  by  chance,  or  his  own  intervention, 
accrue  to  him ;  but  this  consolation  of  weak- 
ness was  now  refused  him,  for  he  was  about 
to  return  to  the  Grange;  and  besides,  it  was 
now  grown  a  theme  too  near  his  heart  to  ad- 
mit of  words  upon  it.  A  thousand  times  In- 
had  n-sulved  to  hint,  and  then  npeuly  to  disco- 
ver, his  passion ;  but  the  contrast  of  their  cir- 
cumstances, distrust,  and  doubt,  had  inter- 
vened to  prevent  him.     In  vain  he  recalled  the 
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long  day,  rushed  back,  upon  his  soul;  her  sim- 
ple attire,  expressive  of  ber  artlessness,  ma<!c 
her  at  once  api>ear  the  saint  that  had 
blessed  his  boyish  visions,  ami  now  conti 
cheer  his  ripened  manhood.  His  whole  past 
feelings  were  centered  in  his  thoughts,  and 
gazing  «iH>n  her  with  a  kind  of  sad  delight,  he 
heaved  a  sigh. 

"Dear  Miss  Freeling,  is  that  you?"  said 
Constance ;  and  receiving  no  answer,  she 
looked  up,  and  perceiving  whom  it  ■ 
arose.  A  slight  tremor  was  in  her  voice  as  she 
added,  "  You  are,  perhaps,  fatigued  ?  These 
merry-makings  are  not  quite  desirable  to  an 
invalid,  Mr.  Forde;  but  your  wounds  still  afflict 

yni.    Allow  me  to  get  you "   And  her* 

stopt,  for  through  the  dead  shade  around,  she 
met  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her. 

"  I  heard  you  were  indisposed,"  murmured 
he,  "  and  unaware  intruded  myself  upon  J 
Once  here,  the  noise  of  my  departure  had  been 
only  as  hazardous  as  this  interruption  to  you. 
However,  you  are  better  ?  " 

"  Quite  well,"  answered  she,  "  quite  reco- 
vered;" and  she  smothered  a  sigh  upon  her 
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lip*,  and  withdrew  the  hand  that  he  had  taken. 
An  Kulcan  harp  in  one  of  t  lie  windows,  struck 
the  breeze  that  floated  onward,  mourned 
wdly  through  the  apartment ;  as  it  died  away, 
the  placed  her  hand  involuntarily  upon  hia 
arm,  and  they  approaehrd  it. 

"  There  is  nothing/'  said  Forde,  "  like  one 
of  these  least  expected  call»  upon  MB  sympa- 
thies ;  when  we  find  at  once  a  new  sensation 
Urea  within  us,  a  feeling  that  we  did  not  know 
we  possessed.  Though  tliat  precise  sound  were 
to  come  again,  the  exact  sentiment  that  flash- 
ed across  us  would  1m*  loaf  At  this  they 
listened  again ;  and  Basil  opening  the  window 
still  higher,  they  listened  still,  and  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  stole  away,  during  which  no  word  was 
spoken. 

•  It  seems,"  said  he  at  length,  «  a  mere  de- 
lusion that  I  have  been  to  the  Prior)-,  and  am 
leaving  it.  Only  the  indelible  thought  remains 
within  me,  of  all  the  kindness  found  there." 

■■  It  is  your  own  fault,"  answered  Constance, 
with  an  attempt  at  gaiety,  "  yon  do  not  stop 
longer  with  us.     My  father  will,  even  now,  be 
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delighted  to  hear  you  have  changed  your  mind  : 
but  if  you  wish  to  be  taken  prisoner  by  force, 
why  send  for  Jessy:  ihevfll  impose  such  chin 
you  cannot  well  be  free  from  them." 

"A  very  sweet  bondage,"  answered  he,  faintly 
smiling,  "  but  what  would  you  say  if  I  am  fly- 
ing from  the  shackles  that  already  eaO  me  ? " 

"If  you  cannot  make  them  endurable  fttt 
had  better  go,"  mid  she  slowly,  "  but  if  ) 
van  endure,  and  goia  your  reward,  stay  by  all 
means."  She  was  silent;  and  Basil  looked 
intently  for  some  other  token  of  encourage- 
ment, but  she  was  unusually  pale,  cold  as  a 
statue,  retreating  in  the  shade  <>f  the  curtain, 
her  hand  yet  resting  on  the  harp. 

"  My  condition.'"  said  Haxil,  touching  DM 
hand,  "  is  like  my  fortune,  an  enigma.  Appa- 
rently without  friends,  my  presumption  \r,  w\ 
wonder;  yet,  from  the  depth  of  our  emoti. 
our  true  nature  will  make  itself  known  to  us, 
nor  can  be  bidden  from  us.  It  reveals  my  folly. 
my  madness,  while  yet  they  seem  my  better 
kind  of  reason;  yet,  without  fortune,  de- 
graded, unknown,  sure  you  must  think  me 
mad— no  better ;" 
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"  Indeed,"  said  Constance,  with  n  mild  hu- 
v,  "  my  thought*  are  not  so.  A  man  of 
ami  education  is  raised  above  all  far 
tune.  Nay;  believe  me,  it  is  so."  Touched 
by  the  last  sentence  he  had  spoken,  so  expres- 
sive at  once  of  those  feelings  she  would  not 
have  had  him  suffer  for  the  world,  Constance, 
as  she  answered  him,  slightly  pressed  hi*  arm ; 
he  involuntarily  snatched  her  hand  to  his  lips, 
but  with  a  faint  repulse  she  drew  ii  way. 

'■  You  are  too  ardent,  sir,1'  she  murmured. 

*'  You  may  forgive  me,"  said  he,  "  you  can 
judge  but  Bust  imperfectly  <>f  my  unhapp'mesa. 
I  have  not  sought  your  displeasure  :  if  of- 
fended, you  may  pardon  00  that  account." 

"  Oh,  1  am  not  offended!"  she  cried,  her 
voice  lialf  choked  with  inward  distress.  "  For- 
give me;  I  would  not  pain  you  for  the  world." 

Again  he  looked  at  her,  hut  no  colour  tinted 
her  countenance,  touched  suddenly  into  an- 
guish ;  her  fingers  were  like  frost  to  the  ardour 
of  his  own.  There  was  anything  rather  tlian 
the  return  of  love  in  her  deportment. 

You  must  rememlKsr,"  said  he  at  length, 
m2 
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*  «ry  presumption  is  Ml  without  its  punish- 
ment. Yet,  be  assured,  the  respect,  the  vene- 
ration, with  which  you  are  beheld,  in  existent 
with  my  lift-.  Your  benevolent  attentions  have 
not  been  thrown  away,  if  only  I  be  permitted 
tn  live  ti>  shew  myself  not  quite  insensihh ■. " 

•'  We   are   triad,"  said  Constance,   artlessly, 
"  if  we  have  been  able  to    mtkl   you   lin; 

is.  it  «aa  said,  you  know,  that  the  Priory 
gates  were  always  open  to  you,  and  Jessy  is 
sure  to  welcome  you.  Though  you  tire  of  us 
now,  you  may  change  your  mind  ;  and,  if  sor- 
rowful, why  come  to  Jcxsy,  and  she  will  cheer 
you." 

"Tire!"  exclaimed  Basil,  with  animation, 
iltakeft  It  i*  because  I  do  not  tire 
that  I  am  running  away.  The  place,  and  every 
living  thing  around  me,  were  growing  too  dear 
to  me ;  whereas,  my  dear  Miss  Maravel,  such 
a  fellow  as  myself,  who  must  seek  my  fortune, 
ought  to  have  no  such  thoughts.  You  will 
say,  perhaps,  my  speech  is  open,  but  it  cannot 
be  otherwise  to  you." 

"  I  am  honoured ! "  said  she,  with  some  effort. 
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nd  her  words  were  broken  as  they  fell,  •• 
amch  honoured  \n<i 

the  stopt  unable  to  say  in 

Lite  must  have  its  delusion*,"  snid  Basil, 
after  a  pause ;  1  and  you  would  perhaps  mile 
if  nunc  were  told  you  —  the  vision  which  has 
betrayed  me  while  with  your  sister  Jessy,  or 
when  in  commune  with  myself — you  might  per- 
haps scorn  me." 

••  ( )h.  never !  *'  murmured  Constance,  with 
emotion ;  and  then,  with   attempted   playful 

rss,  "but  what  would  ynu  any  if  I  guessed  it?" 
"  It  H  impossible!"  cried  he,  iiassionately, 
or  I  am  the  most  happy  of  men." 
••  'Chose  are  not  always  blind,"  said  sin .-, 
with  pale  seriousness,  f  who  seem  to  be  so.  I 
promise  you  my  friendship ;  it  is  all  I  have  1 1 1 
Ri*e." 

••  The  morning  of  my  accident,"  said  he,  in 
a  suppressed  was  deemed  the  most  for- 

tonate  of  my  life.  I  dared  to  hope  what  now 
I  dare  not  speak.  The  pence  and  sorrow  that 
1  since  have  known— oh,  Miss  Maravel !  "  An 
inaudible  murmur  broke  from  her  lips  ;  her  head 
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declined  till  the  dark  ringlets  of  her  hair  hid 
her  blushes  from  his  view,  if  the  twilight  had 
not  already  concealed  them.  He  added,  after 
a  few  minutes,  in  the  same  depressed  tone: 
"  However,  such  hopes  must  lie  resigned 
t  hough  hard  and  difficult,  the  task  is  now  im- 
posed." The  last  sentence  was  unheard  by 
Constance,  who,  with  trembling  limbs,  was 
moving  to  depart. 

"  You  liave  philosophy,"  she  faltered,  "you 
will  conquer  your  feelings  if  necessary.  I  must 
not  be  mistaken  in  you."  And  as  she  moved 
away,  a  sprig  of  jessamine  twined  in  her  hair 
fell  to  the  ground.  Basil,  with  a  reluctant  air, 
was  about  to  return  it : 

"  Nay ;  if  you  like,"  said  she,  with  the  same 
reluctance,  "you  may  keep  it  as  a  token 
my   friendship.     Good  bye!"     And   she 
gone. 

"  I  will  keep  it,"  said  he,  in  sorrow,  "as  a 
memento  of  something  that  was  esteemed  even 
better  than  friendship."  And  lying  along  the 
window-scat,  he  held  it,  summoning  up  in  his 
mind  the  misery  and  bliss  that  it  brought  with 
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some  vehemence,  &  speech  of  impressive  import. 
At  a  whisper  from  Basil,  Jessy  passed  on ;  and 
he  slid  into  the  room  just  time  enough  to  hear  a 
rhetorical  flourish,  followed  by  a  burst  of  ap- 
plause, and  the  health  of  the  young  squire 
proposed  with  three  times  three.  At  view  of 
Basil  he  sprung  to  the  ground ;  and  bidding  a 
hearty  farewell,  took  him  laughingly  by  the 
sleeve,  and  sprung  up  stairs;  both  of  them 
being  quickly  lost  in  the  crowded  drawing- 
room  which  they  now  entered. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  Mar  tint  twinkled  at  thy  birth. 

(iovi  brother  wine  !  hatk  bmltt'iI  Uij  mirth. 

Gkorgk  Pkclk. 

The  morning  was  of  the  day  after 

this  festivity,  the  hut  carriage  hud  driven  away. 
«!■  inates  and   visitants  were   retiring 

tut  to  their  beds;  but  Freeliiig  was  not  willing 
to  resign  the  honours  of  the  day  thus  easily : 
so,  expressing  his  determination  to  have  even 
another  carouse,  lie  drew  Fordc  into  lux  study, 
and  commenced  his  libations  anew.  Ti 
may  be  some  splenetic  enough  to  condemn  these 
useless  orgies,  to  cite  moral  aphorisms  in  fe- 
rour  of  self-restraint  in  surh  OKMt ;  Iwt,  poor 
human  beings  as  they  are !  they  understand 
nothing  of  the  world  they  live  in,  or  the  men  in 
it ;  l>esides,  the  young  man  was  too  far  gone  in 
joviality  to  recede.  Therefore,  down  they  sat. 
and  before  half  a  bottle  was  finished,  were  in 
deep  though  interrupted  discourse. 
m  5 
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'*  Fordc,  my  dear  fellow!"  cried  tin 
made  heir,  "  how  is  it  our  social  converse  is 
hmlMn   up?      At  one  time  we  were,   as  the 
women  say, '  all  the  world  to  one  another ;'  but 
now  the  world  iuelf  won't  do  between  us." 

"  I  believe  the  difference  lies,"  IMM 
Basil,  •'  not  in  ourselves,  hut  in  the  circu 
stances  around  us.  The  late  events,  like  faffing 
darkness,  have  hidden  mc  from  my  own  view, 
and  the  men  about  mc  also.  Those  stumble 
who  do  not  see  their  way,  and  when  the  li 
shews  me  mine,  why  you  shall  know  it ;  fur 
shall  surely  hit  upon  you  as  the  first  person  to 
whom  to  reveal  it."  This  was  said  with  a  mix- 
ture of  rV  irity  and  quiet  depression. 

"  Wliiit  say  you,"  cried  Horace,  "  to  my 
lighting  a  flambeaux  to  shew  you  on  your  ca- 
reer? It  is  safe  walking  then.  But  Basil,  my 
friend !  we  who  were  never  to  change,  are 
changing  daily.  That  picture — do  you  behold 
it  ? — we  look  like  brothers  there,  and  it  was 
taken  to  represent  us  as  we  then  were ;  this  was 
in  <;,rly  youth— but  now,  we  are  scarcely  ac- 
quaintances." 

"  You  wrong  me,"  cried   our  hero 
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wrong  me  deeply.  The  man  whose  houI  and 
tense,  whose  mind  and  heart,  whose  whole 
being  is  at  strife,  dares  no  longer  know  him.M-lt", 
uid  is,  therefore,  unfit  for  the  society  of  others. 
Hie  thought*  that  enter  into  a  wretched  mind, 
are  H  freightage  floating  upon  ■  whirl- 

pool, where  it  may  swim  awhile  and  he  de- 
stroyed. So  it  shall  he  with  other  things ;  hut 
the  friendship  we  have  felt  for  one  another  is 
something  that  the  world  never  touches.  No, 
fatling!  I  wish  you  heartily  all  joy  and  for- 
tune ;  always  the  same  as  now." 

In  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  they  filled  their 
glasses,  and  with  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  they 
drank  off  their  wine.  Basil  now  kept  silent 
from  thick-thronging  feelings,  and  Freeling. 
from  scarcely  knowing  what  next  to  say  that 
might  impcrccptihly,  yet  effectually,  draw  that 
tbom  from  his  frieivd's  bosom,  that  he  knew  to 
be  rankling  and  corroding  there.  "  1  'm  think- 
ing," said  he  at  length,  and  with  a  smile, 
''how  we  used  to  xil  in  the  woods,  and  mimic 
ill  the  birds  that  sung  there.  Do  you  remem- 
ber when  I  used  to  run  four  miles  in  a  burn- 
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ing  summer's  sun,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a 
cherry-cheeked  lass  of  thirteen,  wlium  I  was 
in  love  with  ?  and  Forde,  the  day  you  found  rac 
righting  with  a  burly  fellow,  and  thrashed  him 
for  me,  down  there  by  the  three  brooks  ? — why 
then  we  exchanged  hearts  as  often  as  we  did 
words.  There  is  nothing  like  the  frank  confi- 
dence of  boyhood ;  the  way  in  which,  if  fool 
wc  acknowledge  ourselves  so,  without  knowii 
it;  and  if  wise,  we  do  not  fail  to  say  we  think 
so.  We  knew  more  of  each  other  then  than  | 
shall  ever  know  again ;  wc  must  now  learn 
know  ourselves.     Is  it  so,  Ford' 

'•  You  mistake  mc,"  answered  Basil  slowly 
and  drawing  a  deep  sigh ;  "  if  I  have  seemed 
reserved,  it  is  because,  perhaps,  there  is  no- 
ilmig  to  reveal;  or,  let  me  be  plain,  there  arc 
some  things  that  can  never  be  t"ld,  not  even 
with  safety  to  oneself.  We  learn,  wc  feel,  we 
know  more  than  can  ever  be  repeated,  or  only 
so  to  the  sileut  monitor  within  us.  Benin 
Freeling,  1  have  been  a  fool ;  and  am  a  disap- 
pointed man." 

-  Neither  one  nor  the  other,"  said  his  friend, 
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indifference?  If  it  had  been  my  case  you 
would  have  straight  been  told  it ;  confident  in 
your  generosity,  and  in  that  honour  which  is 
above  all  nrcumstamv 

"  I  know  yon  would,"  said  Basil ;  '•  1  know 
it,  Freeling !  and  have  been  to  blame." 

'•  1  should  have  considered,"  continued  the 
other.  '•  your  house,  your  home,  your  purse, 
your  friendship,  and  heart  and  soul,  my  own." 

u  And  rightly  so,"  Cited  Basil ;  '•  you  would 
not  have  l«*n  deceived — let  it  be  hoj>ed  not ! " 

"I  should  have  done  you  justice,"  was  the 
answer.  "  I  wish  it  had  been  my  destiny. 
We  should  not  ha\*e  l>cen  boys  together  fin 
notliing." 

'•  Nor  have  we  been  so,"  said  Basil.  "  The 
years  we  have  passed  together,  made  happy  by 
our  friendship,  have  not  been  wasted.  Tin- 
memory  will  servo  us  even  in  aftertimes.  No. 
Horace,  my  sentiments  have  not  wronged  you  ; 
yi  i.  thrown  from  my  channel—  vexed  with  my- 
self, my  state,  you  do  not  know  the  feelings 
you  reproach." 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  Freeling;  "and  i 
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ton?  honour  them  th«  more.  Indeed,  nothing 
coaid  give  me  greater  pain  than  to  know  our 
friendship  was  found  worthless.  Let  us  be 
men,  in  fating  and  in  principle.  As  men,  w« 
will  live  in  t lie  world;  as  friends,  let  us  lire 
i." 

-  It  shall  he  so,"  Mid  Basil. 

••  .Mind,"  cried  the  other,  "  no  innovations; 
no  new  theories,  wherewith  to  destroy  our  an- 
cient friendship.     It  must  lie  the  same  alw.v 
and  now  give  tuc  your  hand,  my  brother ;  and 
for  the  past— let  us  forget  r 

•  With  all  my  heart1."  cried  his  friend. 

During  tliis  colloquy  tlie  wine  had  not  been 
idle,  but  moved  freely,  and  in  regular  and  quick 
time  between  the  two.  The  consequence  was 
that  F reeling,  though  softcm-d  into  deep  sym- 
pathy for  hi*  friend,  was  also  hardened  in  his 
determination  to  fathom  the  sentiments  within 
him,  to  compel  from  him  the  secret  misfortune 
that  preyed  upon  him,  and,  if  possible,  to  alle- 
viate his  distress,  whether  produced  by  his  sup- 
posed preference  of  Jessy  Maravel,  or  from 
other  as  weighty  causes.      A  flushed  and  viva- 
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dous  deportment  now  possessed  him.  Willi 
Basil  it  «u  otherwise.  He  sat  with  earnest 
and  downcast  looks,  a  kind  of  impassioned 
seriousness  and  painful  truth  in  all  that  he  liad 
uttered;  mingled,  perhaps,  with  that  melan- 
choly and  desire  of  oblivion,  that  indifference  of 
action,  which  betrays  at  once  a  mind  depressed 
by  its  own  suffering.  The  remembrance  of  the 
last  words  of  Constance  he  would  hare  wi|w?il 
away,  hut  found  they  were  indelible.  We  are, 
nevertheless  afraid,  that  the  thoughts  of  both 
had  been  latterly  obscured,  and  were  becoming 
more  and  more  overclouded ;  for,  though  their 
spirits  increased  in  adequate  proportion,  we  do 
not  find  that  eloquence  abounded. 

••  A  .sweet  girl,  that  Jessy  M aravel ! "  at  length 
said  Freeling,  "  and  lively  as  pretty.  You  are 
a  favourite  there,  eh,  Forde  ?  She  would  make  a 
wife  to  be  admired;  and  without  doubt  will 
have  moiicN "." 

"  A  good,  attentive,  and  kind-hearted  girl." 
was  the  answer ;  "  but  the  sense  that  makes 
woman  admirable,  the  soul  that  makes  her  de- 
sirable, the  nameless  sweetness  that  makes  her 
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IotkL,  is  wanting  in  her.     She  is  not  to  my 
taste." 

Xny,   my  friend,"    replied    Horace,  "  that 
ihe  loves  you  seems  evident ;  that  you  love  her 

Iil  rn.t  improliuhlr." 
"  That  I    should   luve  her.''  cried  Basil,  "  is 
-  iprobahlc.    She  is  beautiful,  but — hut — 
not  to  my  t.iMe,  I  say  :^ain." 
"  It  \*  not  tol>e  believed,"  said  his  friend. 
"  What,  in  love  with  lu-r!  "   retorted  Forde; 
"  why,  she  is  an  heiress,  as  they  say,  of  inde- 
enr"property." 

A  mistake,"  replied  Freeling,  "  that  is  ever 
made.  She  has  no  money  but  what  her 
tare*  her.  From  her  infancy,  she  has 
been  the  darling  of  Miss  M snivel,  who,  to  my 
certain  knowledge,  is  heiress  to  her  uncle's  pro- 

Iperty,  and  from  her  partial  favours  heaped  on 
Jessy,  has  brought  on  tbis  mistake." 
"Miss   Maravcl  the    heiress!"   exclaimed 
Forde ;  "  it  is  impossible  !  " 
"  Heiress  to  some  thirty  thousand  pounds," 
at  least."    Basil,  with  u  kind  of 
desperate  air,    drank  up   his  wine.     "  But,'' 
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added  he,  "  the  father  has  doubtless  diminished 
it.  I  suppose  so;  for  Constance  bikes  some 
pains  to  conceal  she  ever  was  esteemed  so  inde- 
pendent." 

"  She  is  the  most  gentle  and  tender  of  wo- 
men," murmured  Basil  regretfully. 

"  I  have  known  her  from  childhood,"  said 
Frceling  with  a  sigh;  "  the  charity,  the  dignity, 
the  kindness,  the  simplicity  of  all  womanly 
worth  is  in  her.  Her  person  is  the  likeness  of 
her  mind.  It  is  impossible  to  conceive  the 
one  more  lovely  than  the  other.  Happy  the 
man  who  wins  her :  he  may  defy  fortune  itself ' ' 

They,  were  now  again  silent,  Frceling  dream- 
ing over  the  accident  of  the  day,  so  full  of  pain- 
ful sorrow  to  his  thoughts,  more  painful  to  him 
to  imagine  the  wretchedness  of  Constance;  and 
Basil  recalling  her  sweetness,  his  own  mad- 
ness, his  anguish,  his  despair.  "  What  would 
ynu  think,"  said  he  at  last,  a  deep  emotion 
struggling  through  his  words ;  "  what  think  you 
of  the  desperation  of  that  man  who,  without 
any  one  pretension,  claim,  or  merit ;  without 
even   one  apparent  excuse  for  his  folly,  only 
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what  is  to  be  found  in  licr  virtue  ;  what  would 
fou  think  of  him  who  should  have  the  pre- 
sumption—should dare  to  love  her  ?  Fool  and 
madman  were  the  only  term.n  to  ahew  him  what 
be  is !  Yet,  Freeling,  take  the  truth  as  simple 
as  it  is.  You  see  my  heart.  These  women— 
beigho!"  and  he  poured  forth  another  glass, 
an  anhliii-  ajgfa  aecumpanying  tlic  action.  The 
countenance  uf  his  friend  lighted  up  with  some- 
thing like  a  blush,  a  visible  contusion  was 
stirring  in  him,  not  unperccived  by  Basil ;  the 
natural  generosity  of  Freeling,  however,  which 
ever  taught  him  to  be  disinterested,  now  cna- 
i!  to  overcome  his  emotion.  A  pallid 
hue  succeeded  this  momentary  flash  of  feeling, 
the  elevation  of  his  mind  sunk  to  the  level  of 
sober  reality,  and  he  with  whom  the  wine  had 
ui  hour  before  worked  its  wicked  will,  was  now 
■ore  than  ever  in  need  of  its  reviving  influence. 
''However,"  said  Basil,  with  an  attempt  at 
composure,  and  half  aware  that  he  had  pained 
his  friend,  though  far  from  guessing  how, 
-there  are  events  in  a  man's  life,  the  ill  effects 
of  which  he  must  be  content  to  endure,  if  not 
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to  be  remedied.  We  can  account  for  all  thingt 
in  our  own  way,  excepting  our  passions  and 
affection*,  which  are  not  to  be  accounted  for 
in  any  Mtufiwtory  manner  whatever.  Wc  ore 
there  beyond  ourselves,  lost  in  conjecture. 
Again,  Freeling,  I  never  could  tell  what  right 
wc  have  to  wound  our  friends  through  suffer- 
ings of  our  own.  Let  each  man  carry  his  bur- 
den of  ill,  and  not  divide  the  load  with  others. 
Now  you  arc  hurt,  when,  had  silence  been  kept. 
you  hail  not  been  so." 

"Nosurli  thing,"  cried  the  noble  Freeling, 
drawing  a  long  breath,  and  with  it  resigning  all 
selfish  feelings  but  such  as  lay  in  other's  hap- 
piness :  "  Only,  how  is  it  that  you  are  always 
with  Jessy,  never  with  Miss  Maravel?  Half 
of  our  acquaintances  set  the   tiling  down  as 

.•rr!;t.in.' 

"Tin:  depth  of  our  emotions,"  said  Basil, 
"is  not  to  l>c  sounded  by  others.  My  very 
desire  to  approach  her  deters  me  from  so  dah£ 
Ask  me  not — you  cannot  guess  my  pride,  my 
humility,  the  thoughts  that  ever  destroy  me." 
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"Your  heated  imagination,"  urged  Freeling, 
"makes  you  regard  it  in  this  point  of  view. 
Had  you  preferred  my  sister,  you  might  have 
had  her:   1 1 i<-ir  states  arc  equal." 

'  And  then  her  fortune,'*  repeated  the  other, 
"another  obstacle,  never  anticipated!  It  i*  qofa 
hopeleu,  and  it  most  he  forgotten  '  " 

Tlie  veneration  with  whieh   Freeling  was  ac- 
customed to  regard  bia  Head,  tfsB  cntliusiuon 
with  which  his  superior  talents  were  hclield,  or 
Uiat  sentiment  almost  amounting  to  idolatry, 
which  young  and  ardent  minds  permit  them- 
selves to  feel  towards  the  associate  or  friend 
shorn  they  prefer,  now  made  a  fresh  appeal  to 
the  generous  Freeling,  and  induced  that  chival- 
rous spirit  of  honour,  that  romantic  devotion, 
which,  however  restrained,  was  to  be  traced  in 
the    following    speech.      "You    do    not  know 
•elf,"  Cried    In-.  *  nor  all   you  merit.     Thi 
woman  who  seeks  riches  is  unworthy  of  you. 
r  prospects  arc  not  so  barren.     Shew  mo 
the  way  to  aid  you,  it  shall  be  done.     As  for 
Constance  Mararel,  she  is  a  noble  creature  ; 
the  beggar  and  the  prince  may  share  her  kind 
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attentions.  She  is  alive  to  honour  and  to 
worth.  You  arc  deserving  of  her,  she  of  you. 
Nothing  less  than  my  friend  would  she  accept. 
By  heaven  !  dear  Forde,  if  you  can  win  her. 
may  you  he  happy  with  her  !  "  Here  he  stopt, 
aware  of  the  injury  ho  was  doing  his  own  cause. 
The  tears  started  to  his  eyes ;  the  wine  was 
■gain  in  i-rqui-.iiion. 

"  You  are  a  good  fellow,'"  cried  Forde,  "  and 
I  thank  you.  Rut  how  is  this  to  be  realized 
that  you  speak  of?  Or  is  it  one  of  the  dreams 
of  our  boyhood")  Besides,  she  is  cold!  and 
such  a  wretch  as  I  am " 

"Cold!"  exclaimed  Bonce,  -niniwfuUy, 
-  mi])o*si!>le.  As  a  girl,  a  tender  ardency  be- 
trayed her  disposition;  you  mistake  her." 

"  A  strange  dignity  surrounds  her,"  said 
Forde ;  "  and  then,  to  be  thought  to  woo  for 
money !  The  idea  shall  be  resigned.  I  will 
tear  my  heart  out  but  she  shall  be  forgotten." 

"Miss  Maravcl  is  one,"  returned  Frecling, 
"above  all  nofa  paltrj  OonaJdcratiOP*;  if  any 
woman  will  wed  without  an  aim  of  aggrandize- 
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merit,  it  is  she.  I  know  she  can  be  generous, 
•or  chance  with  her,  then  see." 
"  I  never  should  do  it,"  said  Forde,  "my  in- 
dependence of  mind  forbids  it.  I  will  see  what 
time  does  for  me,  and  then,  if  not  too  late,  will 
jeek  tar.  But  sec,  Freeling,  the  sun  is  rising 
through  die  shutters,  so  good  bye!  the  struggle 
is  my  own." 

•'  A  minute  longer."  answered  the  other,  and 
was  lost  in  a  reverie.     The  haggard  appearance 
of  Basil,  bis  depressed  tone,  were  sufficient  evi- 
to  Frceling,  and  he  felt  lie  owed  a  sacri- 
t,»  friendship.     On  tbe  otber  liand,  if,  as 
!•    surmised,  the  love  of  Constance  was  fixed 
on  Basil,  what  would  then  be  more  blissful  to 
ton  than  to  know  that  she  was  content:  need 
we  add,  the  grief  and  tenderness  of  her  sex 
pleaded  within  him  and  spoke  with  a  swiftness 
that  was  not  to  lie  refused.     Besides,  if  this 
attachment  between  them  proved  nothing  more 
pagination,  his  own  chance  was  still  the 
wit  h  her ;  and  if  it  were  a  tmc  part  sal  it  y . 
he  spurned,  though  he  mourned,  the  hopes  that 
he  had  nourished.     In  the  meanwhile,  her  sor- 
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rows  were  before  him,  and  his  friend's  unhappy 
condition  was  also  recognised,  and  though  a 
bitter  anguish  came  with  the  conviction,  yet  it 
was  not  unheeded.  He  summoned  his  energies, 
and  at  last  broke  silence : 

"  Basil."  said  he,  "  if  ODM  you  determine  on 
a  plan,  at  the  risk  of  your  own  life  it  would  be 
carried  into  execution.  This  is  your  diameter. 
But  think  before  you  deny  all  hope  !  May  the 
not  prefer  you,  and  if  so,  your  indifference — 
vour  departure — may,  mar  destroy  this  affec- 
tion, may  even  wound  her.  Perhaps  you  throw 
away  your  happiness  ?  " 

"  You  hint  that  felicity  to  me  that  never  can 
oe  mine,"  answered  Basil,  reddening  to  the 
temples  as  he  spoke :  "  Could  1  believe  it. 
thru  were  1  the  most  to  Ik-  envied  of  men. 
You  give  DM  back,  not  the  hopes  of  life  that 
have  been  forfeited,  but  a  new  Hfe,  new  hopes, 
new  prospects;  and  our  old  friendship  still  re- 
maining with  us.     Wluit  do  you  nets 

"  I  mean,"  replied  Freebng,  ■  that  site  has 
the  susceptibility  of  a  woman,  and  the  diffidence 
of  one." 
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■Talk  not,"  murmured  Basil,  *  I  lore  her 
too  writ  already.     Thin  passion,  that  yon  s ■■;u\, 

iGobd  bye." 
••  My  hODeal  I  frceCng,  with  an 

effort  at  composure.  "  t h:«t  -die  loves  you.      Mv 
not  wtthi  ii.      An    inci- 

dent lias  nppare  If   your 

lore  he  sincere,  you  will  not  now  turn  hack." 
i-crel"  Cried  Forde  in  extreme  ogita- 
BBn  U  beotltawbe?  Why  do  you  think 
•.son,  what  incides.' 
"To  day."  said  PreeBng,  in  a  suppressed  but 
i  liking  of  you  and  Jessy — your 
•  1  attachment — Miss  Manfd  m*i  ill. 
i'  night  be  accident,  she  fainted  :  there  a  row 
chance." 

The  speaker  was  cold  and  resigned  ;  the  im- 
passioned  Basil,  trembling,  confused  and  agi- 
tato seemed,  at  once,  to  ha  aged 
placet  with  each  other :  the  (AM  all  calm  deprc- 
i  :  the  other,  all  anxious  incertitude.  A 
•mile  broke  over  the  face  of  our  hero,  like  sun- 
glances  through  a  cloud ;  and  through  his 
»enses  there  passed  ft  delicious  joy.  such  as  he 
vou.  i.                         N 
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had  never  known  before,  or  only  once  lieforc. 
He  stood  wrapt  in  his  own  transport —  bis 
friend  was  silent. 

«  8od  bless  you,  Frecling,"  said  he  at  length, 
'•  if  you  only  imagine  this  !  It  may  have  been  ac- 
cident, yet  I  thank  you  sincerely  and  heartily ; 
and  now.  good  night." 

••  God  bless  yon,  my  brother,"  faltered  the 
other  :  they  wrung  each  other's  hand,  and  Basil 
hastened  from  the  room,  for  tlie  tone  of  Freel- 
ing's  voice,  and  the  last  word  he  had  spoken, 
being  an    old   familiar    and    endearing   term, 
adopted  ID  bis  childhood,  brought  back  t 
sand  recollections  of  him  that  weighed  upon 
the  heart  of  our  hero,  and  he  left  him  as 
have    seen.     The  new-made  heir   sat   lost 
reverie ;  the  whistle  of  some  passing  labourer 
wending  his  way  to  the  fields  recalled  him  to 
himself.      He   deported  to  his  rest,  his   am 
mind  the  most  oppressed  of  all  beneath  his 
roof.     He  wax,  however,  sustained,  through 
might  of  that  generous  devotion,  by  which 
secret  peace  was  sacrificed. 
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"  Ton  •«,  Sandw,"   ulil  Don  Quixotr,   "  tint 
ionic  ifciBc*  la  «n  rminnt  degree,  Ae  slwip  bm»U  with 

CtniNrn. 


Tut  joy  attendant  on  a  successful  lore  is, 
perhaps,  one  of  the  moat  delightful  and  the 

-1  elevating  of  human  sentiments,  .-is  the 
■arrow  of  its  disappointment  is  the  moat  de- 
pressing and  heart-galling  of  mortal  emotions. 
The  hints  that  Free  ling  had  thrown  out  had 
not  been  without  their  effect  on  Basil  Fordc. 
and  like  a  true  lover,  lie  straightway  devoted 
himself  to  all  the  transitory  delusions  of  his 
passion,  and  the  self-deceptions  by  which  i'  i I 
too  easily  betrayed.  For  all  things  around  us 
take  a  colouring  from  fancy;  and  now  the 
world,  to  his  imagination,  had  found  another 
»un,  the  fields  and  flowers  had  taken  a  brighter 
hue,  the  birds,  the  animals,  the  insects  ap- 
N2 
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pearcd  more  peaceful  and  content,  and  water, 
cartli.  ami  sky,  reflected  in  glorious  brightness 
Uie  paradise  of  happiness,  the  little  life  of 
bliss  that  lived  within  him.  His  nature,  with 
hi*  prospects,  had  undergone  a  change,  and 
Ins  native  hilarity  burst  forth  again  unreprcsscd 
by  any  of  such  doubts  and  distract  ioni  as  had 
lately  defeated  and  ruined  the  energies  bfl 
otherwise  j  sse.ssed.  It  was  with  such  reno- 
vated spirits,  and  a  presence  bright  with  their 
delighted  influent-*,  that  lie  mice  more  visited 
Nun's  Prior] . 

It  was  otherwise  with  Miss  Maravel.  From 
the  day  of  the  village  fete,  she  had  felt  for  the 
first  time  unhappy  ;  for  her  short  interview  with 
Basil  Forde,  where  every  word  tnu  .t  down 
to  his  attachment  tor  Jessy,  h.i.l.  it  was  vain  to 
deny  it,  bejood  measure  afflicted  and  dis- 
tressed her.  The  affection  of  Freeling,  which 
had  been  for  a  long  period  now  as  perceptible 
to  others  us  to  herself,  added  to  her  sorrows ; 
for  she  honoured  him  and  loved  him  as  a  friend, 
and  would  have  lamented  the  slightest  vexa- 
tion that  she  could  give  him.  « Idle  she  guessed 
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Basal  Forde  found  her  deeply  engaged  with 
the  Colonel  upon  business,  and  Jessy  with  a 
whip  in  her  hand  just  returned  from  riding 

**  A  very  pretty  kind  of  gentleman  yon  are!" 
cried  she,  as  she  sidled  on  the  sofa,  in  an  atti- 
tude as  if  on  horseback,  and  switching  her 
whip  as  she  spoke.  ■  Here  hare  i,  like  a  lady 
in  romance,  been  half  over  the  country,  the 
•errant-man  acting  aa  •quire,  and  quit?  unahle 
t<>  |Wrk  up  Kite  knight  in  all  my  travels.  Oh ! 
the  days  of  chivalry  are  over,  when  ladies'  eyes 
and  ladies'  love  were  the  only  prases  that  men 
essayed  to  win.  Fie  upon  it !  why,  where  is 
your  spirit  and  your  bravery :  " 

"  They  both  of  them  exist,"  answered  Basil, 
who  could  sometimes  talk  nonsense,  '•  in  the 
heart  which  we  lay  at  your  feet.  What  was 
anciently  expended  on  war  and  glory,  arc  now, 
fair  Jessy,  entirely  your  own.  Hut  had  I 
known  a  damsel  in  distress  awaited  me,  assist- 
ance had  been  yours." 

••  Ob,  most  degenerate  of  men ! "  said  she, 
laughingly ;  ■  whose  courage  is  brought  down 
to  the  drawing-room,  and  strength  alone  sub- 
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aerrient  to  the  dance;  a  race  of  shackled  giant* 
.ocdom-loving   dwarfs;    nay,   I    liavc  done 
with  you  !     No  more." 

?  By  tilt  and  tournay,"  said  he,  his  spirits 
jocund  even  to  folly ;  "  you  mistake  us,  my 
fair  dame,  the  spirit  of  those  good  old  times 
lives  in  us  though  in  another  form.  What 
brave  adventure  WOoM  you  put  me  on  that 
night  not  be  performed  ? " 

■  Become  my  sworn  knight,"  cried  Jessy, 
advancing  towards  him  with  coquctish  merri- 
ment ;  f  and  swear  upon  this  whip,  and  kiss  it 
truly,  that  every  day  when  riding  may  be  plea- 
sing, you  will  champion  us  mi  our  way.  Shall 
iibraor" 

.  truth  it  shall,"  answered  he;  "  Faith- 
.  ykt  krp.k,  shall  be  my  bold  device;  and 
all  our  dangers  and  our  difficulties,  my  single 
arm  shall  conquer.     Trust  to  me,  and  I   will 
lead  you  bravely  on." 
"  Be  the  way  rough,"  said  she,  with  a  play- 
tess  that  made  her  beauty  more  apparent, 
r  be  it  smooth,  you  are  my  sworn  knight. 
Through   fair  weather  or  foul  we  thread  the 
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woods,  ihrough  vale  and  over  rocky  steeps  we 
go  together:  so  you  nrc  dubbed  my  knight. 
To-morrow  is  the  duy  to  lh0W  your  skill." 

"  I  will  In-  I  il,  »t  the  ^atc  and 
waiting  your  bright  presence,"  laid  Forde; 
"  and  yet,  what  do  I  say,  possibly  Mr.  More- 
ton  may  require  rue  ;  however " 

••  1  knew  you  would  be  recreant,-'  she  said, 
half  pouting,  "  without   some   pledge  of  eon- 
Ittney   Mid    honour.     It    m  l(ke  you   modem 
heroes.     Yet  what  can  1  have?     For  though 
thus  sworn  you  may  desert  me.     Oh  !  now  I 
know  it.     As  long  as  this  most  precious  pledge 
is   mini-,    so  long    your  vows  are   mine."     As 
she  said  this,  slit'  dipt,  with  sudden  di.Njwitch,  a 
curl  from  his  head,  and  held  it  up,  provalrin 
before  him.    "There,  then-,"  she  cried  j  "  th 
is  my  surety,  and  a  noble  one.     Now    prove 
\nu  :in- al'alscsworn  knight,  and  you  are  db 
graced  for  ever." 

■  I  will  be  true,"  said  he ;  "  but  tell  your 
sister ;  and  Frccling  shall  go  with  us." 

'•  True,"  said  Jessy,  as  if  to  herself;  "  then 

the   tWO   lovers  can  go  together,  and    \vc  can 

muse  ourselves  as  we  please." 
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Forde  was  at  that  instant  attracted   by 

voice  of  Miss  Maravcl  through   the  half-open 

<,  and  the  tenn  that  Jessy  ha<l  applied  to 

her  and    Frceling,  jarred  bars':  rd- 

upon   his  senses.     He  was  now  lost  in 

abstraction,  which  the    younger   sister  did  not 

fiiil  to  remark.     In  truth,  she  had  more  than 

determined   to   resign    'lie   debasing  pre- 

fcrein  I-  SBC  had  bo  lung  encouraged  for  I'ieree 

ii.      She  wavered  in  uncertain  dallian 
her  vanity  deeming  nothing  impossible, fend 
frivolous  heart  rejoicing  in  the  idea.     She  was 
that    most   degraded  of   female    tempers    who 
1 .1  - 

Et-tj  thing  hy  tunu,  ud  nothing  long  i 

ind  so  handsome  had  Basil  Forde  looked  lately, 
and  such  beings  as  Ikersclf  are  led,  as  children 
ue,  wit}]  toys,  tod  la  si,.-   resolved  to  win  him 
for  herself.     This  humour  had  been   the  pre- 
vailing one  since   she  discovered,  or  thought 
>.•  paten  nee  of  Basil  for  her  too 
gentle  sister.     And  this  was  not  oppose*!  to 
nature  in  her,  nor  was  it  one  of  the  dictates  of 
N  5 
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malice,  but  the  uncontrolled  License  of  self- 
love,  the  desire  of  an  insatiate  coquetry,  and 
the  impulse  of  vanity,  which,  like  most  other 
selfishness,  is  not  to  be  appeased  but  by  the 

crifice  of  others.  Besides,  her  blinded  senses 
could  not  imagine  what  she  knew  not  of ;  the 
sensibility,  the  pride  that  she  might  still  wound, 
was  to  her  an  enigma ;  what  she  had  never  felt 
herself  she  could  not  conceive  of  often,  Her 
affections  were  frivolous  as  liersclf;  with  her 
the  present  person  was  the  favoured  suitor, 
and  all  other  objects  were  effaced  from  her 
view  so  entirely,  that  we  have  scarcely  a  doubt, 
had  the  identical  Pierce  Falcon  at  present 
occupied  the  scat  of  Basil  Fordc,  her  inclination, 
the  least  perverted  name  for  such  baseness,  had 
again  returned  for  him.  And  yet  the  fascina- 
tion of  her  beauty  might  have  betrayed  a  better 
man  than  even  our  hero. 

The  disagreeable  impression  left  on  his  mind 
by  her  words  was  of  short  continuance,  his 
reverie  dissolving  again  into  more  pleasing 
visions,  wherein  the  beloved  Constance,  and 
the  surmises  of  his  friend  respecting  her,  formed 
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the  principal  and  only  character.  The  rapture 
in  which  he  indulged,  was  not  destroyed  even 
by  the  sound  of  a  guitar,  which,  accompanied  by 
the  sweet  voice  of  Jessy,  fell  gradual  ly 
pleasing  air,  and  the  words  of  the  following 
verses  struck  upon  his  ear,  however  distantly 
they  may  hare  touched  his  heart : 

Tell  me  what  yet  is  tweeter  than  the  <|>riag. 

Mora  foil  of  holy  blruiaf  to  the  tout, 
Bright  m  Ike  rmatw*  doth  iu  glory  Ala,, 

Where  itorau  of  cloudy  woe  tor  ever  roD  I 
Oh  i  it  is  loir,  which  may  all  cam  remove, 
tt  i»  the  eoiilr  »f  j"y.  i li.    rrnleJ  nf  tfrri 

Speak  yet  again,  and  My  what  may  outvir 
The  ■treami  that  murmur  Nature*!  melodin, 

The  wind*  that  lofily  whiter  u  tbey  fly, 
A  ml  make  «tliooa<  music  full  of  light : 

Oh  !  it  is  lore,  which  QQgi  orf  may  anprore. 

The  heavenly  voice  of  peace,  the  voice  »•  I 

A»d  what  »  far  more  welcome  than  the  mom, 
And  more  diiine  than  all  dH  »lar»  of  night. 

It  u  the  look  where  genii-   Iota  If  l>»rn. 
And  >iU  enthroned  at  once  in  radiant  light. 

Oh  I  it  is  love,  all  earthly  pita  above. 
It  i»  the  look  of  troth,  the  look  of  lor*. 

pretty  nir,"  said  Basil,  still  half  dream- 
ing in   delight ;     "   and   the    words,  what  are 

they--" 
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••  A  trivial  translation  of  my  own  from  the 
French,""  said  she  ; '"  but  hush,  not  a  word  of  that 
m  any  other  quarter,  or  1  should  never  get  mar- 
ried. The  men,  you  know,  detest  cleverness 
only  in  themselves.  It  is  my  belief  though, 
that  when  a  woman  is  really  learned,  or  let  us 
n  say  a  genius,  the  men  then  pretend  to 
despise,  only  because  they  are  jealous. " 

••  No  such  tiling,  most  learned  Jessy!"  cried 
he,  smiling  at  her  coquetish  manner  ;  "  the 
genius  that  is  accompanied  by  womanly  virtue 
il  the  delight  and  veneration  of  all,  a  b: 
worthy  to  be  adored  amongst  us.  But  where 
I  I  his  he  found?" 

"  It  is  easily  found,'"  answered  Jessy,  who 
imagined  herself  all  things  with  each  passing 
moment;  ••  but  if  so,  would  it  be  valued  ?  All 
no,  no.  And,  pray,  what  is  the  kind  of  lady 
you  would  prefer  if  learning  please  you  so? 
May  I  ask  her  accomplishments,  the  first  re- 
quisite of  a  wife,  Mr.  Basil  ?  " 

'•  You  may,  madam,"  cried  he.  gaily.  "  She 
must  be  timid  yet  dignified,  ardent  yet  re- 
serve;!, wrtuooi  1  n it   not  austere,  pure  yet  not 
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cold,  charitable   ai   abfl  is  kind,    Iter  beaut  v  the 

ainiature    of    her   mind,     her    a'!  the 

li  of  her  heart;  and  her  heart  shall  he  the 

at  gift  of  all." 

At  this  instant  Constance  entered  ;  he  arose 

hastily,   and  his   glance  told    more  plainly  ti 

words  that    she  was   the  dil  '-mi;,   bifl  thongbta 

depicted  >•  had  not  bees  inaentiMe  to 

tin tloi  lag  and  flirting  aire  of  her  sister,  or  to 
the   impassioned    manner   of    Forde,   so    site 
looked  a  pretty,  though  scarcely  apparent  diu- 
.   almost  half   cast    aside  the   hand   that 
pressed  hers,  and  gliding  hy  them,  seated  her- 
self in  the  window,   in  a   position   that  defied 
approach,  and  continued    the  diwring  she  had 
iv   begtn.      With   a  deep  sigh,   Bu-.il 
re-seated   himself,  the  colour  Hashing  to  and 
fro  upon  his  face,  and  at  last  fading  to  an  un- 
aatsn]  palfjnf  a     ThSa  check  upon  the  hap- 
piness which  he  had   anticipated,  might  well 
cause  a  revulsion   of  feeling,  that,  for  the    mo 
ment,  was  as  bitter  as  it  was  overwhelming. 
Thus   long   he    hod    doubted:   hut   scorn  is   a 
language  that  is  easily  understood  by  lovers ; 
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yet  seeing  he  could  not  believe  it,  and  when 
he  looked  at  her  again  there  were  no  traces 
of  it. 

To  Jessy  the  last  moment  had  spoken  a 
volume.  She  now  saw  corroborated,  by  the 
clearest  evidence  of  her  senses,  the  truth  she 
had  long  suspected,  that  is,  that  these  people 
loved  one  another.  She  believed,  with  some 
heroes,  that  univcrsnl  conquest  was  her  right. 
Moreover,  she  wondered  how  any  one  could  be 
preferred  tn  herself.  The  last  speech  of  Basil 
had  annoyed  her  vanity.  She  was  vexed,  or 
what  in  just  the  same  to  some  women,  she 
wanted  to  I*  so,  and  forthwith  she  began  to 
throw  upon  others  some  of  her  own  unhappy 
sensations.  Several  minutes  passed,  during 
whieh  she  twisted  Basil's  stolen  lock  of  hair 
between  her  ringers,  tied  it  with  a  piece  of  silk, 
and  having  fixed  upon  her  particular  mode  of 
torment,  she  thus  began. 

"  Why,  what  new  drawing  are  you  now 
about.  Constance  2 "  said  she,  with  an  attempt 
at  playful  innocence.  "  What  new  face  liave 
you  now  taken  a  liking  to ;  of  course,  it  is  a 
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gentleman  ;  tome  favoured  lover,  or  some  dia- 
carded  one,  it  is  the  same  thing  with  you;  none 
other  but  men's  portraits.  Nay,  fie,  my  sister." 
"  Indeed,  dear,  you  are  mistaken,"  sum  I 
Constance,  placidly  ;  "  it  is  a  view  of  the  old 
ruined  tower,  which  our  father  thought  might 
make  a  pretty  landscape  for  the  breakfast-par- 
lour. It  lias  taken  some  time,  but  if  he  be 
pleased,  why,  all  U  well." 
••  You  would  scarcely  InJieve  it,  Mr.  Forde," 
:  "  but  she  takes  every  man's 
picture  slie  sees !  One  week  in  love  with  one 
face,  the  uext  in  love  with  another,  and  soon: 
an  agreeable  variety,  the  love  of  change,  you 
will  say  ;  and  this  is  her  amusement." 

'•  Miss  Maravel,"  said  Forde,  rather  wishing 
to  draw  off  Jessy  than  to  be  heard  himself-, 
■•  Miss  Maravel  is  so  skilful  in  design,  no  won- 
der, she  delights  in  it. " 

■  She  does,  indeed,"  answered  Jessy ;  "  there 
she  was  for  two  months,  taking  the  likeness  of 
an  officer  of  dragoons.  I  thought  she  would 
never  have  done  it.  Ah !  Constance,  you 
nearly  broke  his  heart  too,  with  your  coldness." 
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"  Sure,  dear  Jessy,  you  are  fo. 
morning!"  said  Miss  Maravel,  blushing  at 
Wing  compelled  to  any  thing  like  an  explana- 
tion. "  The  son  of  an  old  friend  of  my  rather; 
a   lad,  about   ni  ^oing    out   to    India. 

They  were  poor  people,  he  an  only  sun  ;  my 
father,  who  procured  the  appointment,  thought 
it  might  console  them  to  have  his  portrait; 
and  so  1  did  it,  and  they  were  pleased." 

•■  A  most  delightful  surprise  for  them,"  said 
Basil,  who  began  to  feel  rather  uncomfortable 
at  this  attack  upm  the  object  of  his  love  ;  "  and 
the  goodness  of  the  Colonel,  doubtless,  madam, 

I  with  an  able  second  in  yourself."  But 
Constance  went  on  with  her  drawing,  and  he 
continued  to  Jessy  a  half- whispered  remark, 
intended  to  turn  the  current  of  her  discourse : 
but  Jessy  was  fixed  in  her  design. 

"  Indeed,  my  sister  Constance,"  said  she, 
with  some  vexation,   "  you  are  very  demure ; 

|  much  so,  indeed !  So  you  never  drew  any 
gentleman's  picture,  not  even  for  practice :  not 
you,  impossible !    N<>  :  nice,  answer  mc 

truly;   now  you   never  did  And  with 
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the  air  of  one  who  would  he  answered,   site 
approached  yet  playfully  to  the  table. 

•'  Never !  "  said  Constance.  "  Yes— .,.» •  J 
may  have  done  such  a  thing." 

B  You    never  took  a   likeness  uf  Utat   little 
>y  that  used  to  DOOM  U>     - 

■id  (.'unstaii'v,  brightening  up  ; 
and  Basil  went  also  to  the  table,  and  began 
to  examine  the  beautiful  sketch  she  was 
about. 

••  And  one  uf  that  old  Colonel  that  came 
courting  to  you  ?  " 

,;  Yes,  certainly,"  answered  she,  in  her 
turn  luii- 

"  You  knew  that,  one  morning,"  said  .1 
OOklj]  '■  yon  know  it,  ('oiiNtauir,   b 
rery   room  was  {blind  a   portrait — nay,  don't 
deny    it — and   it   was   that   of    a    gentleman, 
ig  and  handsome;  one  you  pretend  to  be 
in  love  with.     You  know  it  was  a  picture 
Aim— of  Mr. " 

'•  No  more,  no  more1  "  cried  Miss  Maravcl; 
"  oh  I  Jessy,  Jessy."  But  Jessy  still  looked 
doubtful,  and  ut  the  entreating  exclamation  of 
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Constance,  our  hero  was  aroused.  He  caught 
her  hand,  amazed  and  pained  hy  the  paleness 
and  agitation  she  evinced ;  a  deep  murmur  of 
reproach  broke  from  him ;  and  Jessy,  waver- 
ing at  length,  with  a  malicious  yet  sportive 
laugh,  shook  Iter  ringlets  about  her  shoulders, 
and  ran  out  of  the  room.  The  colour  qJ 
Miss  Maravel  now  returned  with  redoubled 
violence,  and  blushed  so  deeply  through  her, 
that  Basil,  in  fellow-fooling  with  her  distress, 
relinquished  his  favourable  movement,  and 
seated  himself  in  the  distance. 

The  words  of  Jessy  had  not  been  without 
their  effect  upon  his  mind,  but  had  raised 
there  the  doubt,  and  inquietude,  and  dis- 
traction they  were  intended  to  convey.  The 
confusion  of  Constance  was  attributed  to  any 
other,  rather  than  the  real  cause,  which,  if  he 
had  known,  would  hare  elevated  him  as  much 
above,  as  now  he  was  below  the  common  level 
of  felicity.  For  the  first,  time  he  became  sus- 
picious of  his  friend  Creeling;  but  this  their 
long  intimacy,   as   well  as   an  but)  ge- 

nerosity,    almost    instantaneously    overcame. 
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And  yet  the  thought  would  recur  to  him, 
though  as  often  destroyed ;  and,  while  he 
censured  it  as  baseness,  he  insensibly  yielded 
to  its  impressions.  The  hopes  and  aspi- 
rations with  which  he  had  come  there,  were 
annihilated,  his  determinations  frustrated,  and 
the  future  left  as  undefined  and  obscure  a*  it 
had  been  before ;  only  that  one  more  distress- 
ing thought  had  now  become  his  companion; 
and  thi\  was  :hc  idea,  which  had  never  until  now 
intruded  itself,  I  Maravcl's  affections 

were  pre-engaged,  or,  at  all  events,  bestowed 
upon  another;  and  where  was  the  love  that 
was  supposed  to  be  exclusively  hi"  own? 
Did  it  exist  in  the  indifference,  the  placidity, 
the  reserve  of  such  restraint  as  this?  Im- 
possible! She  had  been  misjudged,  and  lie 
too  presumptuous.  At  the  thought,  the  very 
atmosphere  he  breathed  seemed  frozen  around 
him,  and  yet  in  this,  amid  all  this,  her  image 
was  the  soul-enlivening  spring-time  to  which 
he  ever  looked  for  pence  and  happiness. 

And  what  did  Constance  think  of   if  ?     As 
it  would   seem,    nothing.     Timid,    and    with 
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wore  than  ordinary  diffidence,  she  intuitively 
BMMd     remark,     and    consequently    shrunk, 
with     nervous    dim-,.,     from    any    thing  »p- 
proaching  to   ridicule.     .VII    thine    finer  qua- 
lities,   which    by  natural  otuot   form  the  ex- 
cellence of  womanly  delicacy,  were  combined 
in  her,  and  these,  together  with  an  extreme 
tenderness  of  disposhkni.  wrrc  her  prevailing 
traits  of    character;    aO   and  each    had 
equally  wounded  sad  amaaed,  and  her 
of    all   secrets   about    to  he    the   *port    and 
mockery  of  a  tboaghdua  ciri:  and,  what  she 
dared  not  think  npaa,  nwealed  to  has  frmm 
whom  «he  had  Wtbmmm  aanmdidk  ensealed 
Terror  «*  «■■■•»  *  only  f „  ten,  wen 
almveM'  •»  —  *»  fast  relief  mux  he  de- 
+k    saw  is   must    he   dona,    and 
—a n'ty.      But    as    she    neither 
sor  deception  of   any  kind,    she 
^   no   opposition   to  the  strat 
:-  indeed,  she  neither  imi 
»  dfeuimulotiona   that  she  never  prac- 
«  she  was  innocent  of  ill.     She  there* 
ountentcd  herself    with   remarking 
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ity  of  her  sister,  and.  with  »  half 
apology,  dosed  tin-  impitimrim  topis,  But  the 
labouring  struggles  of  the.  mind  mny  not  lie  so 
successfully  Subdued,  boJ  will  master  our  best 
efforts  at  control ;  and  |bc  could  neither  con- 
verse, nor  continue  her  pursuits,  imt  with 
'acted  attention  and  restless  incertitude  of 
purpose. 

The  first  word,  however,  smoothed  down 
the  ruffled  senses  of  our  hero,  who  now  again, 
entranced  in  agreeable  fancies,  kept  up  a  re- 
ligious idolatry  of  the  being  before  him ;  and 
tic  shrined  and  sainted  her  in  his  heart  again, 
with   all  the  honour  due  from  love  and    truth. 

e  \r*M  again  content  to   live,   brent  In-,  and 

speak    in    her  presence,    and    to   think    and 

dream  over  her  in   absence.     Once,  and  only 

in     the    madness    of    his    passion,     l»' 

thought   to  reveal  it;  hut  tin-  gut  'hat  pre- 

1  the  attempt,  was  unnoticed,  and  again 

it   was    relinquished.    Restlessly  be   strolled 

ibout   tlic  grounds,    and   essayed   once  more 

m  delighted  with  every  thing  about  him, 

boi   his  sympathy  with  nature  was  gone,  and 
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of  soul  had  given  way  to  de- 
Tbere  was  no  longer  any  har- 
mony in  him,  hot  he  was  at  discord  with  him- 
self. In  Tain  Jessy  returned  to  tempt  him 
into  mirth,  or  smiled  or  gazed  her  admiration 
of  him,  ot  wooed,  coquetted,  or  sought  I 
or  solicited  his  attention,  or  exhibited  her 
charms  or  her  acquirements,  he  was  not  to 
be  won  into  peace,  or  bribed  to  self-content. 
lie  had  come  full  of  ambitious  and  hopeful 
affection,  but  tliis  assumed  retirement  of  Mtsi 
Mararel  breathed  to  him  both  apathy  and  in- 
difference ;  and  he  was  cut  to  the  soul  with 
disappointment — galled  and  fretted  with  im- 
passioned regret.  Enough  that  Jessy's  vanity 
was  piqued  as  much  by  his  neglect,  if  so  it 
may  be  called,  as  by  her  sister's  amiable  for- 
giveness of  her  conduct  towards  her.  Here 
was  the  man  who  dared  njicnly  to  defv  her 
attractions;  and  with  the  thought,  she  con- 
jured up  a  host  of  future  follies  wherewith  to 
distress  him. 

He  left  the  Priory  firm  in  resolve  to  conquer 
the  weakness   that  overcame  himj  he   would 
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not  sec  or  speak,  or  even  meet  flic  divine 
Constance  ng-.i  i  1 1  |  ttd,  for  a  fortnight  the  re- 
tolution  was  kept,  during  which  he  came  to 
the  I  mi  that  life  was  unendurable  with- 

out her;  and  that  even  he  who  can  bring  all 
things  to  the  rule  of  reason,  shnll  find  that 
loTe,  at  least,  if  it  l>c  really  li»ve,  does  not  only 
«alk  in  the  common  road,  but  will  go  out  of 
the  rout*,  and,  in  fact,  Lave  its  own  way 
tith  us. 
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CHAPTER   XII. 

We  Uic  with  other  mm.  and  to  other  me»  ;    twatl* 
nor  to  ounwrne*.  Lord  Chhnoo*. 


The  generous  heir  of  Knirlawn,  FrOIi 
time  of  his  last  interview  with  BuQ,  im  cm 
pied  in  thoughts  how  he  might  hest  relieve  the 
depression  incident  on  his  own  destroyed 
hopes,  and  remedy  the  situation  in  which  he 
found  his  friend.  To  one  accustomed  to  pros- 
perity and  fortune,  the  denial  of  these  gifts  was 
even  greater  than  the  loss  of  life  itself;  and  as 
he  knew,  and  possibly  through  sympathy  exag- 
gerated their  effect  upon  Basil,  and  as  he  felt 
that  be  deserved  better  things  of  destiny,  he 
determined  60  avert,  it  all  hazards,  the  poverty 
that  threatened  him,  and  to  let  his  friendship 
outstrip,  as  his  generosity  had  done,  the  ordi- 
nary bounds  that  limit  them  both.  For  this 
purpose  he  would  have  recourse  to  Morcton, 
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,.•■•  hint  to  help  in  the  arrangement 
time  scheme  for  the  benefit  of  our  hero ;  be- 
tides, he  could  get  from  him  the  real   state  of 
his  circumstances,  and  with  him  settle  what  I 
might  be  done. 

Before  he   did    this,  he  would  willingly  have 
had  som>  .th  Basil  himself;  hut 

though  anient  as  ever,  he  found  him  inacces- 
sible M  tu  i nbJB  ■!  if  his  affairs :  indeed,  the 
time  wa»  gone  by  for  unlimited  eonfidenrc ;  an 
■uneasurable  space,  filled  up  with  the  tntr 
entional  forms  of  society,  divided  them — 
DM  had  lost  the  means  of  existence,  and  the 
other  had  gained  a  rich  inheritance  But  Free- 
ling,  vrho  would  permit  M  such 
heartily  wished  to  chi  awa\  n  ith  audi  wiuidly 
frivolity:  he  would  avow  no  change,  for  mental 
superior:  iiidard  of  excellence,  and 

he  alone  dc-sircd  their  old  MCQatotned  reciprocity 
of  sentiment,  their  brotherhood  of  intellect,  and 
their  renewed  sociality.  Basil  had  been  the 
iliity  of  his  boyhood)  Mid  DC  had  wrapt  him 
ttmad  Irith   the  shadow  anil  the   brightness  of 

that  ran  terawxth  ons  youth  is  imbued. 


Mil.. 


no 


pierce  falcon. 


He  aspired  to  make  him  happy,  ait  J  won  1. 1 
erect  his  own  felicity  upon  die  hope.  Of 
Constance  be  dreamed  as  an  abstraction  of 
purity  and  worth,  in  whose  happiness  he  would 
dwell  contented. 

With  such  ideas  as  these  he  quitted  his  sla- 
ter and  Hunt  lev  at  the  gate  of  the  Grange,  re- 
cotnmendinc  her  to  the  learned  man's  care  in  a 
manner  that  caused  the  expansion  of  a  smile 
from  the  tutor,  and  a  duttcr  on  the  young 
lady's  part,  that  sent  them  back  on  their  way 
infinitely  pleased  with  each  other.  Meanwhile. 
he  sought  Mnrcton  ineffectually  ;  hut  at  length 
bethinking  himself,  he  made  his  way  through 
piles  of  heaped-up  books,  a  heterogeneous  mass 
of  comfort  and  discomfort,  and  presently  found 
him  with  his  feet  upon  some  fallen  tomes,  his 
arms  upon  the  table,  and  his  gaze  fixed  upon  n<> 
letter  tiling  than  an  unsealed  letter,  which  lie 
still  held  between  his  hands. 

i  the  world  goes  round,  incessant,  with- 
out change."  he  soliloquised,  "  the  same  with 
man ;  he  cannot  alter  the  destiny  or  design 
which  he  is  conducted.    Tlte  good  or  the  ill 
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MM   by  others,  and   never  by 

!.      And  who  would  live  for  this  |      Live 

ai  knowing  the  Kkeneee  of  himself.  Afbol 
don't  believe  it  it "you  tell  it  bim — a  wise  man 
doubts  i'.  Ka'li  M  in  low  v.  iii.  self,  \iiamo- 
rous,  t  insinuate,  soft  ■! 

own  image: — and  this  i>  man  !       And  til 
moat  nullity,    imperishable    spirit,   boundless 
and  exhauatless  intelugeii  lian 

worlds,  is  lost— as  an  atom  sunk  in  tin   \il 
of  Oh  !  this  poor  human  clay  — 

Kw  a  hurden,  sir." 
Moreton  had  been  for  some  time  aware  of 
e  presence  of  his  guest,  and  deigned,  during 
the  latter  part  of  thi*  speech,  •  doubtful  relaxa- 
tion of  musrlc,  between  a  smile  and  a  sn<  i  r, 
the  serious  and  I  ricaL     TTie  young  man, 

who  andentood  his  disposition,  protended 
a  half  knowledge  only  of  the  words  that  had 
eseaped  him,  when  he  was  rallied  from  his  as- 
sumed absence  of  thought,  by  the  loud  flatter 
of  falling  folios  that  were  swept  from  a  ucigh- 
Dg  chair,  to  make  room  for  him  by  tlie  side 
of  his  eccentric  host. 
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••  And,  well,  my  l«>y  '"  said  Moreton. 
his  usual  benevolence,  for  sinee  tlie  death  of 
the  youth's  father  lie  lunl  often  consulted  him 
on  hi*  more  momentous  eonei  rii.v.  "  wliat  can  be 
done  for  you  Qowi  Wont  new  plan  is  afloat' 
How  go  the  tenantry.  eh:  " 

'*  The  tenantry  are,  by  your  counsels,  going 
on  very  well,"  Hid    Kreclini;.  letting  himself: 
"  but  liy  yom •  leave.  Mr.  Morcton,  I  would 
licit  your  advice  OK  :•  subject  far  dearer  to  mc." 

"  Oh  !  eh  ! "  interrupted  Moreton.  "  | 
thing  more  about  that  fool  Huntley  iind  your 
sister.  If  he  he  in  love,  why  not  say  so,  and 
have  done  with  it.  The  fellow's  a  numskull— 
a  consummate  blockhead.  A  broad  hint  that 
though,  the  other  day,  eh,  hoy? — your  sister 
mounted  on  the  study  steps  lifting  bis  books 
il  m  n  for  him.    The  man  's  a  fool  1 " 

Freeling,  who  never  imagined  that  anything 
of  this  had  met  his  observation,  for  so  More- 
t  •  m's  carelessness  had  led  him  to  surmise,  now 
■miied  in  surprise;  hut  Morcton  still  continued 
turning  about  the  letter  without  further  DC 
of  him. 
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■'  I  will  tell  you  wii  sai<!  lie  at  length, 

*  let  then go  on — the  ^irl  ii  lensible,  and  lie 

y  half  an  idiot  in  such  things.     Tliey  will 

liml  their  ray  a<  teat,  depend  upon  it." 
"there  nodoubl  '!."  said  Freeting, 

niling,  and  with  a  momentary  deeper* 

but  I  would  consult  you  about 
my  friend,  Basil  Ford* 

•:  him :  "  liked  Moreton,  dowry. 

Why  ask   myadviee?      What    interest   run    I 

Mnbly  h»ve  in  him— or  rather,  what  interest 
have  you 

■  I  have  a  greater  interest   in   him  than  you 
oppose,"  said    !  .   recovering  from  his 

Unitary  embarrassment  "  Have  we  not 
hi  brought  ■  1 1 1  like  brother*  together!  What 
dearer  claim  can  one  man  have  on  the  heart  of 
another?" 

•■  I     dOD*t    know,     indeed,"    Raid    Moreton. 
ouhtfully;  "and  yet,  my  hoy,  another  year 

make  aU  die  difference  in  you  both." 
••  Never  in  me," cried  Freeling;  "  I  honour 

aore  than  all  men." 
••  Honour!  "  said  Moreton,  in  the  same  quiet 
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tone.     "Honour!   nml  what  i  Awi.nl 

00  tin-  tongue  of  fouls  and  knave*,  in  blazon  an 
—i  lii       i  remtina  nntoltL" 

"  Well,  but  Mr.  Morcton,"  expostulated  the 

Other,  "all  the  world  consents  to  admire  bis 

•id  his  person.     Can  a  friend  do  less! 

Besides,   1   know  him ;  then;  is  not  one   more 

MtrOUl  and  brave,  more  noble   in  soul,  m 

great  in  mind  than  he  b.* 

The  sjieaker  was  here  interrupted  bj 
crush  of  a  heavy  lwok  upon  tlic  floor— ami 
another,  and  another,  until  his  words  were  lost 
to  the  hearing;  and  this  was  yet  no  ebullition 
of  temper,  for  Moreton  was  placid,  with  mo- 
tionless feftJUrtt,  ami  i"  '"abn  possession  of  his 
senses. 

••  Ii  is  ;t    .tunt-built  vessel  that  braves  the 
tempest,"  said  he   at  last;  "  and  not  ;:  fr;. 
pinnace.     The  sea  of  life  sometimes  upsets 
tln.;n    both:    that  can't  be   helped:  but  if 
would   sail   .safe,   liny!    make  yourself  like 
former.     He  strong  and  be  endurable,  or 
are  cast  ashore  and  wrecked— boy,  do  vou  hear 
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—wrecked  !  These  sentiments,  sir,  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  this  world,  depend  upon  it." 

"  With     me    they     haw."     nid      fading. 
"  Now,  Mr.  Moreton,  what  plan  ran   be  pur- 
sued to  make  Basil  Fordc  more  comfortable ! 
.   Nir,   you  are  acquainted  with  his  rir- 

niccs?  It  would  Men 

"  1  informed  of  his  condition  '  "  said  More- 
Uiu.  With  feigned  astonishment.  ••  What  sliould 
his  affairs  be  to  me?  1  do  not  intermeddle 
with  them.  The  youth  hull)  found  it  agreeable 
to  himself  to  visit  the  Grange,  he  is  socicty 

for  me,  and  places  mc  under  this  obligation  to 
him.  And  this  is  the  whole  of  it.  I'erhaps, 
Freeling,  you  know  •oroething  of  bin 

"  Notliin  cr,sir,"  answered  he  :  "  but 

hearing  that  his  prospects  were  doubtful,  and, 

supposing,   from   your  apparent    concern   for 

,  that,  perhaps,   you  were  not  altogether 

•  rant  of  his  future  fortune,  it  (track  me  you 

Bight  be  the  mentis  of  informing  me  what  pro- 

1  prefer — what  could  be  done 

that  might  forward  his  prospects  in  life." 

The  young  man  now  took  breath,  more  than 
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half  ashamed  of  the  character  of  patron,  ■ 
he  was  thus  compelled  to  assume,  and  this  to 
one  whom  he  knew  to  he  his  own  tampor. 
Mnrrton  gazed  steadily  at  him,  and  at  h 
broke  forth. 

••  Do  you  know,"  said  he  bitterly,  •'•'  how  the 
world  would  deride  you  to  hear  you  thus  talk. 
Self,  self,  wlf  is  the  great   s:  i  unkind, 

and  all  its  delight.     Why  will  you  he  unlike 
them,  and  what  occasion  for  it  -     '  .  omv 

self  in  your  own  happiness ;  this  is  all  you  live 
for,  all  that  life  is  worth,  and  step  beyond  it. 
you  shall  meet  with  man's  ingratitude.     Ti 
things  arc  wluit  they  understand  not.      Be  wise 
and  leave  them  to  themselves.  Why,  boy  !  here 
are  men  who  forget  their  own  children  and  ilcuy 
them,  and  women  who  scarce  do  less  ;  here  are 
children  forsaking  parents  in  their  turn.    Tl 
are  the  brittle  links  of  love  ami  duty.     There- 
fore, ob'.i.':'.  fivil.  clothe,  and  benefit  this  loath- 
some world;  if  it  have  occasion,  it  will  turn 
round  upon  you :  you  may  expect  it ;  and  no 
blame  cither.     It  is  the  nature  of  the  animal, 
and  there  is  the  end  of  it." 


••  Knowing    the   peculiar    situation    uf   my 

;<1    PreeKng,    with    MHM    deference, 

1'i.Li   \nu  might  know  ii,  it  a.p. 

mpmaibli  '  tiat  through  j 

intervention,  we  might  enter  into  some  tmnge- 
im  ni  conducive  to  Iiis  comfort.  Surely,  lie 
has  not  made  so  great  a  stranger  of  yon,  bot  he 

has  told  ynii  liiv  peCoGW  I'm;!  .mi 

••  Stranger,"  atnmntred  Manetaaj  ;i»  if  some- 
what confused  and  puzzled,  "we  are  worse  tbttl 
strangers,  wane  thun  if  we  were  unknown  to 
each  other.  Better  it  had  been  so,  much  bet- 
ter I  Well,  we  must  obey  the  time.  But  yet,  u 
you  say,  he  has  told  me,  let  me  l>e  Imund  to 
M  much  as  you  know  of  him." 

"Of  course  In-  ims,"  said  Freeling;  "and  do 
you  not  perceive  his  dreadful  situation  !  With 
liis  talent  and  powers,  left  upon  the  world  with  • 
out  a  friend.  Come.  Mr.  Moretnn,  something 
shall  be  done." 

'■  lie  can  live  with  me,"  said  Moretnn,  deli- 
berately, yet  uncertain  of  what  to  ".  iti. 
yon ;  he  will  in  fact  remain  in  the  riUage." 

"To  u  mind  of  hi*  ambition,''    replied   the 
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other,  **  tliis.  would  not  he  tlcsiniblc.     He  v 
for  some   opportunity   fur  the  display  of  his 
talents,  and  rightly  so  :  therefore,  what  is  your 
advice?" 

"The  young  may  be  friends,"  said  More-ton. 
■•  t"  DtU  another,  bat  seldom  patrons.  This  is 
sonic  hare-hrain,  romantic  scheme  of  yours, 
take  my  word  for  it.  There  are  many  appa- 
rently trivial  thing!,  but  yet  which  are  difficult 
to  accomplish]  and  this  is  one  oi 
However,  what,  may  I  ask,  would  you  do  >  " 

■■  What  say  you,  sir,"  said   Frecling,  with  all 

the  recklen  liberality  of  his  disposition.  ■  what 

tKf  y.iu  to  live  or  ten  thousand  pounds,  to  en- 

able  bin  to  enter  some  profession?    Or  . 
other  echenie  you  may  adopts  you  shall 

me  harkward." 

"What  ilo  I  say?"  answered  the  other; 
"  why,  boy!  this  is  what  I  say.  That  you  have 
Only  got  to  enter  the  world,  and  talk,  and  act 
thus,  and  yon  will  he  set.  down  for  a  lunatic. 
There  are  fools  enough  to  spend  a  fortune,  hut 
none  to  «ivc one  away.  Now,  hoy!  I  have  done 
you,  this  is  romance  and  nothing  more. 
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>rlil,  i»r  you  had  better  be 
out  of  it.     Is  reason  to  ho  iTmmnl  nifTl 
untutored  folly !    Ten  ffamauul  poandsl    Whv 
it  would  l)uy  ten  years  of  pleasure,  or  make 
ten  separate,  fanning,  cringing  slaves.      Ghtt 
money,  sir! — give  fair  and  courteous  words,  and 
.  hut  hold  the  money  fast ;  tliiB  is 
in.     Once  gone,  l">y,  you  '11  find  none 
i.e  it  in  return.     (Jive  money  !     Why  this 
is  madness." 

During  this  unconnected  speech,  if  so  it  may 

be  called,  the  eei-entric  >  .trolled  here 

'.eolliTting  some  hooks,  tod  throwing 

i   others,  nnd,  as  if  for  some  relief  to  his 

own   thoughts,  straggling   at  random  up  and 

B   the  apartment.     And  now  he  mounted 

on  a  chair,  bearing  with  athletic  vigour  a  mass 

*>f  books  in  his  hand,  which  only  strength  such 

M    his    might.    h;tw    rapported ;     nnd   now   he 

■■•.  downward,  indifferent  of  noise,  such  as 

he  thought   he  might  require,  or  immediately 

•I  for  hisamust>n:i  at.    Mi   iiwhile, our  friend 

Horace  sat  quietly  awaiting  his  upportaB 

*  It  does  not  much  matter,"  he  began,  "  how 
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a  man  attain  liis  happiness,  so  lung  as  it  be  at- 
tained ;  whether  at  his  loss  or  profit.  Ilia  ad- 
vantage or  ilisudvantii 

"Let  him  follow  the  way  of  (he  v. -i irld,"  re- 
torted the  other,  "  an(!.  sinee  fat  "ill  be  thought 
right)  he  will  scarcely  be  wrong.  Let  guilt  be 
out  of  the  question,  boy.  all  eke  il  matter  ol 
opinion." 

"To  know  that  Basil  Forde  is  luippy.  ia  M 
make  me  so,"  said  the  young  man;  "and  I 
did  hope  (liat  you  « uulil  be  a  partner  in  the 
iiie." 

"  Sentiment,  sentiment,"  said  the  other,  with 
a  doubtful  smile.  "  is  the  folly  of  youth.      Rub 

the  polish  off  these  feelings,  end  be  h  man. 

What  if  one  man  smile,  your  face  is  motion!.. 
or  another  wee]),  your  eyes  are  dry.     Thi 
the  way;  and  recognize  no  bond  of  sympathy. 
Be  cold,  inexorable,  selfish,  oneonfiding;  1m-.  is 
fact,  a  man.  for  this  is  he." 

•■  My  plan  was,"  said  Frecling.  "  to  have 
given  you  tli.  Yi hi  might  have  said  it 

came  from  unknown  friends  of  his.     It  would 


IMKRCK  KAM  OK, 


.1(11 


be  scarcely  mom  than  a  trifle  to  me.  it  cannot 

material  K 
"  Is  the  young  man,"  asked  Morcton,  a*  if'  r<» 

pin  time,   "going  to   marry   your  sister,   or 
•hcreforc  this  interest  in  liim  ?  " 

"No,   we    liuvc    no    such    tj  was    the 

ittsircr,  ■  hut   my  mind  is  set   u|xin  the  pirn.. 
Mid  it  must  he  BOCOmpUalMd.     I  now  scarcely 
know  what  next  project  to  form :  "  and 
nd  deeply  pondered  after  he  »|>oke. 

"Undertake  such  schemes  as  these,"  said 
Moreton,  reseating  himself,  "  an<l,  my  hoy, 
Jtm  are  laving  up  a  store  of  misery.  You  will 
ripm,  and  with  difficulty  find,  the  thing  called 
gtttitude.  Forsake  these  U  rlings.  there  is  ruin 
in  them.  Basil  Korde  is  hut  a  man ;  he  may, 
even  lie,  return  it  with  ingratitude." 

■  "Impotable!"  cried  Freeling,  energetically. 
"This  paltry  act  is  nothing  more  than  he  would 
have  done,  had  I  been  so  unfortunate.  He 
would  have  beer.  ■  r  to  me.     I  know  the 

man,  and  every  inch  of  his  ample  mind.    These 
things  ought  to  lie  looked  upon  as  nothing.     1 
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urn  the  younger  man,  or,  Ion"  ore  now,  I  would 
have  spoken  my  thoughts  to  him  myself." 

"  You  are  a  noble  fellow,  however,"  said 
Morcton,  grasping  his  hand  while  he  spoke,  as 
if  with  an  iron  gauntlet ;  "  and,  like  all  sueh, 
nut  to  be  put  from  your  purpose.  We  are  on 
good  terms  for  hfc,  my  buy!  1  like  you  mightily:" 
and  here,  as  if  ashamed  of  tliis  avowal,  the 
bright  flush  that  passed  over  his  face  was  chased 
hastily  away,  he  assumed  his  Wasted  abstrac- 
tion, and  sunk  once  more  into  profound 
thought,  Frecling,  deeply  gratified  by  this 
unexpected  testimony  of  esteem  from  one  whom 

he  held  in  no  ordinary  Feneration)  sat  silent 

and  tranquil  to  his  pleasing  surprise.  Of  the 
nature  of  Moreton*s  lucuhr.itioiis,  it  was  imj 
siblc  to  judge;  though  doubt  and  deliheration 
manifestly  interposed  to  deter  and  protract 
final  decision)  either  in  favour  or  disfavour 
of  Ihfl  plan  that  at  present  occupied  his  mind. 
Once  or  twice  he  gazed  in  long  consideration 
upon  the  sealed  letter  Defect  him;  and  as 
often  he  rejected  some  passing  idea,  and  caught 
up  ■    DM   that  was  as  speedily   a 
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and  then  he  hecame  apparently  inv. 
in  tome  more  intricate  or  diffioolt 
rangt'iiient,  than  the  one  he  had  meditated  u|h>ii 
Wore;   and  all  without  coming  to  any  A 
tniuatc  conclusion.     At  length,  he  had,  as   it 
tppears,  made  up  his  mind  to  some  half  way 
raosure  of  pBPCCedi  ''living  ascertained 

"at  tiie  doom  were  fast  closed,  he  drew  closer 
tl«n  rver  to  Freeliug. 

"1   believe,"   said   he,  mthaul   looking  up, 
"I  before,  Fretv  you  are  worthy  of  con- 

fidence,  and   my  reliance  is   placed    in   your 
•' niour,  tliat  nothing  of  what  shall  now  be  told 
shall  be  revealed.    Enough  litis  better  fol 
uid  for  me  also  that  you  should  know  further. 
Hit  time  is  come.     Of  Basil   Forde   1    I. 
more,  truly,  than  cither  you  or  any  others  may 


Mispect. 
Atth 


At  this  point  the  deep  melody  of  his  voice 
became  somewhat  obscured,  and  presently  was 

M  in  an  indistinct  murmur,  scarcely  audible 
to  bj  |   companion.      His  countenance 

teemed  with  the  floating  shadows  of  internal 
lusk.  as  strong  as  it  was  deep,  while  some 
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Unerring  and  regretful  recollection, 
now  and  then  swept  across  his  manor 
left  an  emotion  breathing  full  of  tendcrnc 
sorrowful  ass  Though  moved. 

not  care  to  be  thought  so,  and  affect  n  I  I 
posture  in  ercry  way  foreign  to  his  Data 
that  a  stern  and  rigid  placidity  could,  ir 
dissemble  or  conceal  his  true  fee:  I 
heir  of  Fairlawn  listened  breathlessly.  I 
-.t   equal  excitement,  to   tins  u 
the  variable  changes  of   his  coloi 
tokened   an   interest  of  no  common    ki 
the  events  detailed.     The  laconic  and  m 
s]>cech  of  Morelon,  whose  affections  we 
much  implicated  to  admit  of  varied  or  It 
eneil  explanation,  was,  perhaps,  one  inc 
to  the    agitation    of    Horace    Freeling. 
downcast  looks,  he   patiently  awaited,  am 
a  sort  of  IMpeotfU   commiseration,   the   I 
of  the  history  :  once,  and  once  only,  a 
of    unrepre.Hsed    indignation  broke    from 
which  was  apparently  unheeded  by  his 
for  though  Moreton  only  in  part  reveal* 
facts,  the  quick  apprehension  of  the  yo 
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muigli«i  scorn  and  sorrow  struggled  for  mastery 
within  iiim.  \t  its  close,  the  young  heir,  with 
B  j  Kissing  adieu,  left  tlic  room,  and  slowly 
went  l>ack  to  his  home.  It  was  ever  afterwards 
necn  that  Mori-tun  had  won  hoth  his  admira- 
i  and  esteem,  and  the  duty  of  a  son  to  a 
ftfher  was  hencefortli,  and  always,  manifested 
towards  him  ;  for,  indeed,  Frceling  was  grown 

»Mily  Bfloolid  to  Ba.<il  Forth-  in  the  kind  regards 
'if  the  HBflltCI  of  tin'  Grange.  It  were  even 
difficult  to  come  to  any  decision  of  how  far 
their  mutual  respect  extended ;  suffice  it,  that 
though  Freeling  was  secret  in  his  conclusion.*, 
eta  renewed  confidence  in  the  prosperity  of 
his  friend's  future  fortune,  took,  from  this  time. 
»  firm  possession  of  his  breast. 
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a  solicitude  as  natural  tu  her  a*  it  was  to  mourn 
in  secret  her  predilection,  soid  to  disavow  in 
public  the  preference  of  her  heart.  To 
one  she  wn*  induced  by  maidenly  pride,  and  |  D 
the  other  by  the  tenderness  of  love ;  and  yet 
in  both  equally  she  met  with  her  punishment, 
either  in  regret  or  tears,  ui  heartburning  or 
ineffectual  restraints.  Meanwhile,  tier  inquie- 
tude respecting  her  sister  wan  extreme,  and  the 
wayward  Jessy  was  as  tormenting  as  ever. 
The  distracted  Constance  discovered  that  at 
hours  unauthorised,  both  by  the  day  ami  nkjbt» 
she  was  not  in  her  chamber,  but  apparently 
absent  from  the  Priory  altogether :  and  to  her 
entreaties,  l»er  appeals,  her  reason ing-,  nr  he* 
questions,  she  received  no  answer  whatever. 
bat  excuses,  angry  retorts,  or  trmendos  ■ 
regard  to  Basil  Fordo.  At  one  moment  the 
inconstant  girl  charged  her  with  loving  him. 
and  the  next  she  openly  protested  against  his 
attentions  to  herself;  or  acknowledged  without 
reserve,  the  unlimited  nature  of  their  inter- 
course, Ids  professions  of  devotion,  and  her 
own  partiality  and  reliauce  on  his  faith.     All 
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had  its  •fleet  upon  Constance,  and  the 
from  her  cheek  were  fading  fast.  Thr 
hther  .spoke  of  departing  from  Ha  village,  hut 
^he  did  nut  wish  it,  and  the  project  was  put 
wide;  for  rf  the  gay  Colon  <  I  might  be  charged 
with  one  weakness  of  tafcrtion,  it  was  that  of 
yielding  to  even-,  and  tlir  slightest,  wish  of  his 
daughter  Constance.  She  now  attempted  live- 
lines*,  and  to  soothe  her  anxiety  she  nmused 
herself  with  taking  a  miniature  upon  ivory  of 

•r;  and  when  done,  in  renewed  tool 
die  placed  it  in  her  bosom.     At  length  Basil 
sought  the  Priory  again,  and  returned  to  his 
usual   habiu   of  intercourse,    and    she    began 
again  to  revive. 

And  now  Jessy  renewed  her  attack  upon 
his  freedom,  his  time,  and  his  attentions;  and 
when  Constance  saw  tlveir  familiarity,  she  once 
more  flattered  herself  that  her  love  was  sub- 
dacd  ;  for  hy  this  time  she  had  learned  to  cull 
the  Marion  hy  its  right  name.  But  Jessy  was 
ot  one  who  went  half  way  in  any  thing ;  she 
resolved  the  conquest,  so  long  believed  to 
one  of  her  own,  should  not  be  quite  lost  to 
B  2 
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i  species  of  inactive  friendship,  and  to  court 
lier  will  in  a  thousand  little  ways  only  under- 
stood bj  He  was  as  great  a  favourite 
as  ever  with  tin-  1;  and,  but  for  the 
mischievous  Intel  faience,  and  untimed  intru- 
tions  of  Jessy,  all  thing!  MR  going  on  ao  well 
that,  as  hop;  i.  liis  gB*  spirits  returned, 
Mid  bis  friend  Free.ling  was  now  the  n; 
serious  Of  the  two.  The  u-x:  of  reserve  once 
broken,  their  social  intercourse  was  resumed, 
they  were  more  friendly  tlian  ever,  and  the 
passing  thought  was  no  sooner  felt  than  it 
arose  to  the  liji,  ;nid  was*  divided  between  them 
i!::iimi!iation  of  the  time.  This 
liad  been  the  way  for  MDM  wink-,  when,  as 
gradually  as  it  had  lieeu  revived,  the  friendship 
was  again  dissevered.  In  truth,  the  bosom  of 
Basil  was  so  overflowing  with  emotion,  fail 
passion  tad  hi*  misery  ha  ■  BO  intense, 
that  il.i  f  another  was  necessary 
to  him  :  ke  OOttld  no  longer  keep  his  feelings  to 

aejf.     The  theme  of   tin  lover  was,  of 

course,  of  his  miMrcss;  a  kind  of  discourse  to 
which  Freehos  offered*  at  first,  no  objection. 
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This  to  the  weakness  of  a  moment,  repented 
in  many  an  after  hour,  for  it  woa  adding  fui 
an  already  consuming  tire.  Before  long  the 
heir  of  Fairlawn  found  out  lite  truth,  tluit  thix 
indulgence  took  reprisal  upon  him  in  the 
shape  of  painful  regrets  and  vain  hopes,  and 
he  denied  himself  in  xurh  imhappiness.  Be- 
sides, his  embanaastnent,  no  longer  to  be 
restrained,  caused  the  remark  and  wonder  of 
Basil,  and  more  titan  once  his  confusion  lad 
well  nigh  betrayed  him.  He  therefore  retired 
as  much  as  possible  from  these  conversations, 
and  ultimately  relinquished,  in  part,  his  dearest 
society. 

Basil,  now  thrown  on  his  own  resources, 
came  to  that  resolution,  almost  instantly,  which, 
under  other  circumstances,  would  have  occu- 
pied no  inconsiderable  period  of  contemplation. 
His  thoughts  were  no  longer  to  be  endured, 

his  doubts   were  tending    to    dbtmti his 

heart  was  full  to  breaking  with  strong  and  un- 
controlled passion.  It  was  no  puny  or  paltry 
first  or  last  attachment ;  it  was  the  concentered 
and  repressed  affection  of  his  past  life,  the  rich 
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fervour  of  Ilia  lore,  heaped  upon  one  individual, 
imi  to  one  devoted.  Be  OOOld  no  longer  sus- 
tain the  weight  imposed,  and  determined  to 
seek  his  opportunity,  and  reveal  Uie  truth. 

Tliuugh  melancholy,  yet  every  now  and  then 
agitated  into  joy,  distressed  and  delighted  with 
his  intention,  be  waited  his  occasion  for  an 
interview,  or  the.  intervention  of  some  incident 
to  favour  his  plan.  On  one  occasion,  while 
loitering  in  the  path  in  the  Priory,  ho  had  met 
Miss  Maravel,  and  was  about  to  venture  a  hint, 
when  her  blushing  confusion  at  his  manner 
half  frustrated  him,  and  the  light  approach  of 
Jessy,  like  a  breath  of  wind  against  a  castle 
of  cards,  completely  annihilated  his  design. 
Again,  in  lifting  up  some  fallen  music,  the 
hands  of  the  two  lovers  .strangely  met  together, 
and  something  like  the  truth  was  about  to  be 
uttered,  when  Jessy  again  forbade  it.  It  is 
ssible  to  recount  her  many  interruptions, 
OC  her  many  artifices  to  divide  them,  or  the 
inconvenience  she  wa9  to  Basil,  or  the  wretch- 
illness  she  caused  to  Constance;  but  the  lover 
waa  resolved  on  an  avowal,  his  mistress  was 
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quite  unsuspecting,  and  Jessy,   in  this 
ww  doomed  to  be  thwarted,  and  so  far  dis- 
appointed, for  the  hour  was  to  arrive. 

It  was  one  of  the  finest  of  summer  after 
noons,  the  sun   glowing  with   unblunted  rays 
through  the    clear   atmosphere   and    the 
clouded  sky,  and  burning  own  toa  golden 
tin-  verdure  beneath  it.     It  was  too  warm  for 
birds  to  sing,  or  creeping   things  to  mm  I 
the  winds  were  tranquil,  and  the  water  undis- 
turbed, delighting  in  the  silence  of  the  earth. 
Xot  :i  leaf  in  all   tin-   wide  forest  was 
stir,  or  a  cloud   of  dttlMMBU  to  float  kin 
motionless   in  the  serenity  of  the  lime,   there 
WM  nothing  to  break  the  beauty  of  peace  that 
dwell  ulniut  and  around  creation. 

The  mind  of  Hasil  Funle  was  attuned  in  uni- 
with  it,  and  as  he  sat  with  Constance 
laravcl,  in  the  little  boudoir  or  breakfast- 
parlour  wc  have  before  mentioned,  we  ques- 
tion whether  the  brightness  of  the  day  in  full 
reflected  the  calmness  and  content  that  wa> 
within  him.  Here  was  a  chance  most  favour- 
able to  lovers  !     The  Colonel,  who  had  invited 
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htm  to  dinner,  was  urgently  willed  to  town, 

bad  left   liim   without  a  (boojbl    t.>  the  Dm 
mercies  ot  the  tVTO  Indus.      Witli  Jessy  he  had 
sported.  is  charmed  and  flattered. 

The  dinner  was  orer,  when  confident  in  her 
power,  and  in  the  admiration  she  had  awak- 
ened Ofl  one  of  her  singular 
and  secret  excursions,  and  left  the  too  happy 
Basil,  really  und  in  tmili  alone  with  the  object 
of  hi*  love. 

.  let  us  make  some  allowance  for  the 
it  the  tiling,  and  tell  the  simple  fact. 
Some  half  hour  was  thrown  away  in  dating 
ujkki  the  perfect  simplicity  and  grace,  of  Con- 
stance. The  native  kindness  that,  infracted 
iter  in  all  she  did,  the  beauty  that  invested  her, 
uid  which  rendered  ail  she  touched  more  beau- 
tiful, the  grace-  that  through  her  virtue  made 
lier  lovely :  all  was  in  turn  admired  and  be- 
am! ha  hung  enamoured  upon  the  me 
tnory  of  the  lieing  before  him.  And  now  he 
thought  that  Jessy  must  surely  be  coming 
back, and  would  intrude  herself  upon  them.  Yet 
rtili  he  renewed  his  visions,  and  now  began  to 
u5 
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■  where  all  the  sweetness  of  the  glorious 
day  dissolved,  into  what  essence,  when  h  was 
sad  then  he  fell  upon  the  same  eon 
regarding  his  mistress,  and  lost   himself 
cane  of  conjecture,   whereof  he  t 

,  at  hut,  bat  her  endearing  image  tint 
before  him,  and  called  him  back  t< 


He  now  first  became  aware,  by  a  faint  »uf- 
faskto  of  her  complexion,  that  he  had  been 
thus  long  gating  at  her  in  abstraction,  and  he 
arose,  and  seating  himself  at  the  other  ridl  of 
ike  table  where  she  was  at  work,  as  a  kind  of 
apology,  he  looked  deploringly  towards  the 
acids.  The  shadow  of  a  dark  cloud  was  re- 
flected on  the  grass  uf  the  adjoining  meadows, 
and  the  dense  heaviness  of  the  air  gave  warning 
of  an  approaching  storm.  The  sun,  meantime, 
burnt  fiercely,  and  the  breath  of  intense  heat 
eaanc  laden  with  the  faintness  of  perfume,  upon 
the  low  struggling  wind  that  now  scarcely 
moved  the  flowers,  or  agitated  the  lightest 
toKage  of  the  trees.  Presently,  the  landscape 
darkened  as  with  momentary  twilight, 
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4  bird,  every  now  an d  theu,  WW  seen  flitting 
rapidly,  and  with  cowering  wings  to  its  nes 
live  flocks  and  herds  roamed  to  tin-,  nearest 
abetter,  and  the  light  gradually  disappearing, 
the  over-fraught  and  watery  clouds  condensed 
in  deep  obtctu  a  few  heavy  drops  of 

min  began  to  fall. 

GoMtUM  left  the  room  in  search  of  her  sis- 
ter. Surely,  there  never  was  anything  so  un- 
fortunate, thought  Basil,  that  the  weather  and 
all  else  should  conspire,  to  rob  him  of  the 
common  privilege  of  other  men.  He  was, 
however,  awaiting  her  return,  and  listening  to 
her  feet  patting  up  and  down  in  quest  of 
Jessy;  but  when  she  entered,  with  a  helpless 
expression  of  entreaty  and  trepidation,  what 
could  be  do  less  than  go  himself  in  pursuit?— and 
sway  be  wmi. 

Tin!  sky  VFM  by  this  time  completely  over- 
clouded, the  track  where  the  sun  had  sunk, 
glowed  with  a  purple  radiance  that  flushed 
athwart  the  dark  shadows  of  the  on-coming 
tempest,  but  the  slow  rain  was  alone  audible 
amid   the    silence.     Constance    was   now    all 
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to  the  beeeste,  and 

At  length  be  was  seen 

to  vococdp  him. 

her.**  she  inquired 

where   she   is"' 

U  the  stunn  ncuniing 

kt!" 

r  answered  Basil,  ••  she  * 
they  tell  me  she  has  gone 
ad  is  therefore,  doubtless, 
with  the  good  people,"  and  br 
into  the  parlour. 
-Iim truly obliged  to  you," said  Constance, 
as  he  dosed  the  door ;  "  my  (car  was  that  slit 
was  akioe,  and  might  be  terrified:  but,  bless 
me,  Mr.  Fordc,your  dothes  are,  perhaps,  wet ! 
and  as  she  spoke,  she  put  bcr  hand  upon  bin 
■aWdato. 

Forde  murmured  something,  but  what  it  was 
be  himself  could  not  have  told  you;  and  be 
immediately  began  to  wonder  hnw  she  could 
bare  the  cruelty  to  withdraw  her  touch  10 
quickly.     The  action  was    quite  sufncii 
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engage  the  abstract  thoughts  of  a  lover,  and 
to  call  into  exertion  his  most  profound  con- 
templation ;  and  so,  he  lay  back  in  hi*  chair, 
hit  face  turned  towards  the  sky,  and  wrapt  in 
Midi  excellent  cogitations.  Constance,  un- 
moved, went  on,  plying  her  delicate  ringers 
upon  a  piece  of  cambric  fancy-work.  A  rain- 
drop against  the  window  waft  the  only  sound 
tfeat  interrupted  silence.  The  time  wore  nwny. 
mt  Btiil  WtM  still  dreaming,  and  she  so  wrapt 
up  in  the  thought  of  him  as  scarcely  to  need 
hit  conversation.  At  length,  and  all  at  once, 
a  peal  or  rather  :i  enth  Of  thunder  broke 
DVer  head,  followed  by  :t  vivid  flush  of  light- 
that,  as  an  arrow,  nearly  pierced  the 
eyes  of  the  beholder.  With  :i  faint  cxelama- 
tion,  Constance  sprang  up  ami  threw  herself 
before  Basil  Forde,  us  if  to  guard  him  from  the 
(Opposed  danger.  'Hie  impulse  was  instanta- 
neous, and,  as  quietly  followed  the  trcniour, 
•.ml  The  blush.  :uiil  the  attempt  at  retreat  |  im 
what  was  more   natural  than  that  Basil  should 

fa  to  his  lips  the.  hand  that  was 
out  to  protect  him.     All  this  was  the  work  of 


»n«l  t 
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>tnent,  and  she  struggled  to  withdraw  her- 


and 


"  I  w«s  alway*  afraid  of  lightning,"  she  fal- 
tered >n  gentle  extenuation,  "  and  thought 
some  harm  would  happen.  You  are  so 
prudent — hut  let  me  go — so  thoughtless  to 
sit  dreaminu  font.  Nay,  pray,  if  you  please, 
release  me.  It  was  natural  you  know  ;  and 
besides,  my  intention  wis  to  fly  from  it 
wlf.     Indeed,  you  mistake  fat !" 

"  A Hweet  intention,"  murmured  Basil,  "and 
a  most  blessed  mistake;"  and  as  the  full  con- 
fusion of  her  eyes  fell  upon  him,  he  relin- 
quished his  hold,  and  drew  a  chair  near  him, 
and  Constance  was  glad  to  sink  upon  it.  i 
far-rolling  thunder,  and  another  flash,  alarmed 
her,  and  he  drew  down  the  blinds,  darkened 
as  much  as  possible  the  apartment,  ami  in  an 
ecstacy  of  delight,  stationed  himself  again  nt 
her  side.  In  his  bewilderment  he  glanced  to- 
wards her  once  more,  but  shrinking  and  trem- 
bling she  reclined  before  him,  with  a  tOQQht 
humiliation  of  mcin,  that,  though  it  pained 
him,  endeared  her  the  more  to  him.     Afti 
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sigh  which  breathes  an  understood  language 
tt>  such  people,  he  ventured  to  speak. 

"  My  presumption  has  wounded  you,"  he 
said,  "dr,  jx'rhaps,  has  even  offended  you  j 
and  yet,  dear  Miss  Maravel,  the  deep  respect 
of  my  m.iiuI  is  for  ever  the  same,  and  always 
true  to  you.  If  one  thought  has  dared  to 
ule  beyond  it,  it  is  one  sanctified  by  a 
■   tender  feel:  that,  not  to  be  con- 

irull<<l,  nuatw  your  anger,  but  which  is  to  me, 
you  may  bebeve  it,  a  long-enduring  misery." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Funic'"  sighed  Constance,  "indeed 
iliis  is  cruel  of  yuu  to  mock  me  so,  to  miscon- 
strue a  simple,  artless  movement — to  laugh  at 
me — you  are  ungenerous." 

"Laugh  at,  and  mock  you!"  cried  he,  in 
agitation;  "  good  Heaven !  Madam,  what  do 
I  hear  you  say  ?  My  long  affection — my  deep 
humility — oh  !  Constance,  you  can  never  com- 
prehend them." 

"  Your  looks,"  murmured  Constance,  "  your 
actions,  words,  conduct,  all  have  long  since 
t"kl  me  that  you  sport  with  mc.     I  only  beg 
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rt  at  you,  bow  to  spare  dm  :  tl  be  favour 

that  you  yet  easy  grant  tru 

Dunne  die  few  words  that  Itad  passed  be- 
tween them,  Fordc  vu  leaning  •  lock 
of  his  Mat,  a  serious  and  depressed  gesture 
the  truth  of  what  was  spoken.  Con- 
stance growing  more  pale  and  pale,  seemed  oh 
the  Terse  of  sinking  away  with  I  v-ath 
she  uttered-  He  approached  nearer,  and  took 
her  hand  in  his. 

■  By  the  clearest  honour  of  man  ! "  he  said, 
-  you  wrong  me.      I*   tin*   the    Ih-.sI   Opfasioi 
that  you  have  of  me  •     To  set  me  do  v. 
lain — mty  even  without  the  roninnin  p 

My  hopes  indeed  are  over,  since  n  il 
so ;    but  you  may  forgive  me   that   1   so 
respect,  at  lea.it  fmm  j 

••  Oli.  no.  no.  no!"  said  Constance,  an 

this.       1    know  it  in   my  heart. 
But  why  afflict  me  so  5     T: 

M   her   alone  !     'nun    take  them 
Wliy  should  wC  wrong  one  another — we 
be  friends  —  it  is  enough  for  us." 


hum 
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The  storm  had  been  till  now  unheeded  by 
than,  but  a  fresh  peal  uf  thunder  rolled  along 
Hit  would  crush  the  house-top;  and 
itance  clung  to  Basil,  while  he,  as  instinct 
drew  nearer  to  support  her,  rejoicing  in  the 
occasion  that  called  for  his  assistance.  His 
whispered  words  of  encouragement  were  heard 
'/in  too  willingly  by  her,  who  needed  an  ex- 
cuse, and  welcomed  any  thing  that  might  give 
ipparent  reason  for  the  agitation  she  was 
anable  any  longer  to  suppress. 

"  Your  sister  Jessy,"  he  at  length  said, 
"  is  perfectly  aware  of  the  nature  of  my 
If.  Is  it  possible  that  you 
could  so  mistake  it?  You!  Oh,  Miss  Ma- 
ravel,  who  dare  approach  you  but  frith  reve- 
rence ?     The  very  thought  is  sacrilege." 

-t ruck  me,"  said  ConsUm  nth, 

um!  a  sigh  breathing  with  every  word  as  it 
irose;  "  it  Struck  me  as  most  unkind  that 
you  should  i  so.     I  do  not   know  the 

world.  Forgive  me!  I  never  thought  you  wrong." 

••  You  are  all  goodness,"  he  said,  "  and  now 
the  truth   is  told,  let  me  rely  upon  it.     Yes, 
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I  it  mo  speak  it.  That  1  have  dared  uot  only 
to  honour  and  respect,  but  BVM  '•>  love  you. 
Yiui  may  smile  that  I  should  ho  presume; 
hut  »f  one  hope  l>c  given  me,  dear  M  is*  Mara- 
vel,  remember,  it  is  no  longer  a  beggar,  or  a 
liouseless  wretch  you  favour,  for  till  myself  be 
worthy,  no  more  I  seek  of  you.  If  ti., 
long  attention  may  avail,  confide  in  my  rr- 
spect," 

The  trembling  girl  attempted  hut  in  vain 
to  withdraw  herself  from  him,  and  after  a  weak 
and  ineffectual  remonstrance,  she;  drew  from 
the  hand  of  her  dress  her  ivory  tablets. 

"  It  is  a   memorial,"   she   murmured,   u 
what  you  have  said  to  me." 

The  delighted  Basil  clasped  her  hand  again 
in  his;  and — let  no  prudes  object  to  it — he 
snatched  a  fervent  kiss  from  her  lips ;  but  as 
modesty  is  like  dignity,  full  of  awe,  the  inno- 
cent Miss  Maravel  did  not  find  she  had  sunk 
in  her  lover's  estimation.  And  never  bad 
Basil  Fonle  Ik-cm  M  happy  as  when  leaning  on 
her  chair,  he  found  himself  in  the  blissful  sta- 
tion of  an   accepted  suitor.     lie  was  like  one 
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who,  having  passed  through  a  life  of  pains  and 
arcs,  .ihoul<l  tind  himself  at  once  in  paradise. 
n  ran  riot  into  the  future;  all 
that  was  to  l>e  don*-,  ami  Might  Ik;  accom- 
plished, and  should  be  essayed  to  win  her, 
wis  hid  in  one  ample  and  protBUMOt  pros- 
pect before  his  mental  vision.  Then, 
the  morning,  her  heauty,  her  grace,  virtue, 
modesty,  and  sweetness,  had  grown  t.>  him 
■ore  precious  and  more  ben-itching  than  ever. 
How  be  emdd  ever  doubt  Iter  kindness  was 
wonderful,  but  how  much  more  so,  that  lie 
ibould  be  admitted  to  her  confidence  and 
friendship.  The  storm  and  the  rain  Ntill  beat, 
but  not  one  idea  of  melancholy  or  desolation 
sis  to  be  extracted  from  cither.  He  defied 
tie  world  and  all  things  in  it,  so  joyous  was 
bis  soul  under  the  new-horn  felicity  it  had 
ahcrited.  As  for  Constance,  she,  no  less  than 
Basil,  was  involved  in  pleasurable  sensations  : 
and  a  timid  transport,  a  joy  that  blushed  at  its 
own  likeness  seen  in  her  licart,  took  possession 
uf  her.  Reciprocal  coolant  and  smiles  from  one 
he  other,  kindness  and  gentleness,  were  not 


ao 


PJEIH  I 


WHO 

tip 


wanting;  and  truly,  if  tO  hia  contemplation  die 
Hpj>carcd   the  OkMl    h-vcly,  lie  was,  to  bl 
most    noble  and  divine  of   all  created   b 
We   moat  m>t    detail  all  that    vras   spoken  be- 
tween tin-in,  fur  they  were  lovers,   and  all  who 
have  Ween,  or  are  mi,  may  guess  at   their 
course.     It  is,  however,  neces- 
tory,  that  it  n1i->m1.I    bfi  known,  that   long 
both  thunder  and  lightning  had  past 
and  win  n  all  fear  was  over,  our  hero  had 
relinquished  the  waist  of  Miss  Maravel, 
did  she  deem  it  nuqCMITJ  t>>  bet  peace  that  he 
should  do  so.      M or.  over,  that  one  half  hour 
had  made  them  better  ui-quaiuted,  than  many 
previous  months  of  intercourse,  and  that, 
before  h»>.  rinccrity,   -.as  now 

amply  made   up   by  voluntary  i  ontnbiitions  OH 
tide,     until    tliey    found    :  ,-s   on 

if  luudnen  and  famibi 

had  never  hoped,  eitlier  of  them.  toatUiin. 
however,  every  now  and  then  laboured  under  I 
restraint  that  was  no  sooner  perceived    by 

i -hearted    Constance,    than  it  was  uttri 
bated  to  its  right  cause.     Let  us  mention, 
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as   she  recalled   her  own    affections,   and   re- 

■  '.    the   memory  of   a  thousand  secret  as* 

•trranees,   and  testimonies  of  Innkx  nod  sijfhs, 

expressions  and  acts,  indicative  of  her  lov. 

truth  and  friendship,  she  wished  even,  and  at 

once,  with  generous  confidence,  to  wijie  from 

liin    miiiii    all    bupiMaion    of    tier    own    MpO* 

y  either  of  fortune  or  station ;  and  to  shew 

siblc,    that   they  were   to   he   no 

rance   to  him    in  his   future   UtentfOM  to 

her. 

"  You   will   never   speak  again,"    said   she 
with  that  timid  reserve  that  rharactcrir-cd   her; 

'*  it  i  eecM&ry  to  qpetk,  upon  air.  trivial 

differences  of  circumstance*  that  may  exist 
between  us.  We  OOghl  in  have  too  good  n 
opinion  of  each  oilier,  that  this  should  he. 

The  world  thinks  much  of  thev.-  idle  things, 
Init  we,  who  :ire  out  of  it,  may  disdain  them. 
Dear  Basil,  thai]  it  he  so?" 

"  You  may  believe,"  said  Basil,  regarding 
her  smile  of  entreaty  with  a  quiet  delight, 
•  for  it  is  true,  that  till,  from  some  respects,  I 
am  worthy  of  you,   your  good  opinion  is  all 
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that  1  solicit.  Convinced  of  that,  and  having 
taught  myself  content  during  a  short  time 
spent  in  ynur  dear  society,  you  may  forgive 
me,  Constance,  if  then  departing  from  yon,  i 
sec  what  real  connexions,  what  destiny  may 
be  mine  ;  for  truly,  whatever  it  be,  long  ab- 
sence will  have  taught  me  to  love  you  better 
than  i-vi'ii  now  !  " 

"  You  shall  do  as  you  like,"  answered 
stance,  "  only  to  me,  who  am  humble, 
not  fit  to  talk  of  fortune;  of  mere  distinct* 
that    in    themselves    are     nothing,      limine. 
whatever  l>e  the  judgment   we  at    last  form 
one  another,   let  this  subject  be  unknown 
tween  us.     So  far  you  will  please  me? " 

"  Dear  Miss  Maravel,"  cried  Basil,  in 
turn,  V.  most  dear  of  women,  you  shall  tind. 
1  may  hope  this  favour  of  you,  to  think 
of  me  at  all,  you  shall  then  see  your  precious 
self  is  all  that  has  been  prized,  or  sought, 
honoured.  My  actions  then  may  prove 
at  least,  disinterested." 

"  Nay,  no  more,"  answered  she  with  a  te 
der  playfulness ;    "  you  will  drive   me   away 
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■  forbidden  topic :  no  more  of  it. 
deed,  indeed  it  no." 

"  Delightful  girl  .mired    Basil,    be- 

tween hia  teeth,  and  in  one  of  those  |>a- 
HUtsras  of  ccstacy  that  arc  permitted  in  tin* 
condition  of  mind;  and,  just  as  his  Hushed 
and  her  blushing  countenance  were  meeting 
with  unquestioned  looks,  they  beheld,  stand- 
ing between  the  folding  doors,  the  beautiful 
Jessy  Marsvel.  Constance  glided  to  the 
table,  took  up  her  work,  nnd,  blind  with  M 
fusion,  cut  a  hole  in  it.  Basil  Fordo  released 
Iter  with  a  sigh,  and  drawing  up  the  Winds 
Again,  had  just  senses  enough  left  to  see  that 
a  deluge  of  rain  had  fallen,  that  the  clouds 
were  dissolved,  nnd  that  the  lambent  glance 
of  an  evening  sun,  breaking  in  radiant  hues 
over  the  Undsc»]ie,  tinged  it  with  reviving 
brightness,  and  on  the.  reflected  verdure  of  the 
pastures,  cast,  once  more,  the  likeness  of  that 
beauty  and  that  glory  which  the  shadows  of 
the  tempest  had  so  hastily  swept  away. 

Jessy,  meanwhile,  exhibited  a   deportment 
as  new  as  it  was  extraordinary.     Apparently 
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unaware  of  ber  intrusion,  or  in&cnsible  of  her 
interruption,  and  iw  if  even  the  nature  of  their 
interview   hud   escaped   her   olwervation,   she 
advanced    into   the    room.     Her   cornplt  • 
was  pale  even  to  whiteness,  her  deportment 
restrained  into  a  semblance  of  sorrow,  and 
was  silent  with  the  deepness  of  thought.     The 
hair  wn»  dishevelled,  her  eye  wandering  j  and. 
as  was  her  custom  when   thwarted;  she  struck 
a  few  chords  on  her  guitar,   the  sounds  having: 
too  plainly   little  or  nothing  to  do  with  the 
hearing  of  the  person  who  touched  the  *tri: 
Some  untoward  event  luid  occurred,  that 
wayward  girl   was  within    hersell 
against,  or  attempting  to  overt;  but  what 
it  was  that    she  was   constrained  '  kbit, 

she  was  not  quite   adept   enougl  :-eal 

Uint  she  was,  in  some  way,  annoyed  and  dis- 
tressed by  it.  The  confusion  of  Miss  Ms- 
ravel  was  not  very  casi'  Ltd,  or  she 
might  have  beheld  the  ig  glance  of 
Jessy  at  length  fixed  u|»n  Basil  and  herself, 
with  a  meaning  that  was  to  be  feared,  because 
it  was  not  to  be  understood.     It  was,  perhaps, 
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ing  more  than  accident ;  it  might  be 
imagination,  or  aome  lurking  atpHMtaH  *>' 
wounded  vanity  or  offended  self-love,  that 
gave  so  great  a  point  and  emphasis  to  the 
look;  or  it  might  I*  a  new  device  of  co- 
quetry, or  a  side-long  and  only  half  expressed 
intimation  of  a  fresh  flirtation  :  we  know  not 
what  it  was ;   wc  only  say  that  v  tea- 

tine  came,  not  even  the  raillery  and  mirth  of 
oar  hero,  confident  in  his  new  honours  as  a 
lorer,  nor  yet  the  gentleness  and  anxious 
concern  of  Constance,  were  sufficient  to 
awakci  |  iracious    Jessy    to    her    usual 

cheerfulness  and  good  nature ;  and  Constance. 
"fHWW'fg  bn  tcrriricil  by  the  storm  which 
dve  had  encountered  while  alone,  and  deeming 
her  aa  timid  as  herself,  began  to  blame  her 
own  heart  for  unkindnesa,  in  not  having  made 
itricter  search  after  her,  and  saved  her,  t  lun- 
fore,  from  the  depression  of  spirits  incident 
upon  the  terrors  she  had  suffered. 

At  the  latest  possible  hour  Uiat  propriety 
would  permit,  our  hero  took  his  departure 
from  the  Priory.     A  respectful  adieu  to  Con- 
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lie  went,  liis  mind  buoyant  with  plea 
step  light  with  happiness,  and  the  gait 
heart  breaking  out  in  fanciful  scrap 
forgotten  tunes,  which  now  made  sof 
paniment  to  his  footsteps  on  the  road, 
forth  in  a  loud  thrill,  which  rang  tax 
woodland  and  the  glade  through  wl 
pathway  went. 
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CHAPTER     II. 

TW  »oi  U»|Krt.lbU. 
Bat  o*t,  the  wicked'*  «UH  as  Um  grono.1. 
M»j  •«■  M  »hj,  u  fr»«»,  M  junl,  **  abwlulr, 
X»  Anjclo. 

ISffM  re-s  MsAtUTl. 


It  happened  about  this  time,  that  one  in 
ing  as  Moreton  was  in  his  study,  lie  was  inter- 
rupted   by   the    intelligence    that   a   stranger 
awaited  his  presence,  and  an  enclosed  card  was 
delivered  to  him.     He  glanced  over  it,  and  a 
shadow  darkened  the  natural  paleness  of  his 
complexion  as  he  saw  the  name  inscribed  upon 
it-    At  his  silent  lmik  of  QMAI  the  servant  re- 
tired, and  left  him  pacing  the  room  in  a  state 
of  abstracted  excitation.     For  the   first  time 
indeed  for  many  years,  the  rigidity  and  indif- 
ference of  his  air,  were  superseded  l»y  some- 
thing like  the  appearance  of  interest  and  ardent 
and  overwhelming  emotion.     This  was  shewn 
by  an  over-anxious  attempt  at  composure,  rather 
c  2 
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•   ,-r  ^rfilent  signs  of  the  sentiment  that 
zhaii  ay*8; 

•veA-ffiiaant  within  him.     The  struggle 

\ur'  rhrough  his  nature  was,  however, 

^e  less  intense  and  powerful,  because  it 

rtf  .-.-ceiled. 

-  p  or  and  degraded  creatures  that  we  are," 

.e  —razed.  "  the  oppressor  and  oppressed,  the 

rr.t-»r  and  the  wronged,  meet,  equal,  in  one 

aiir.  of  life  the  same ;  and  to  disguise  and  con- 

.-;al  the  past  time  is  all  that  stUl  is  left  us. 

Ma;-.,  man.  I  do  abhor,  despise,  contemn,  and 

loathe,  you.     This  bondage  and   this  life  are 

'•awful  to  me.     The  past  is  misery,  the  present 

»  misery,  yet  we  would  christen  the  future 

ere  it  be  born.,  by  a  still  sweeter  name.    Ha,  ha, 

wbat  mockerv  of  ourselves  and  others.     Well 
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after  another  tunt  or  two,  he  bent  lus 
with  slow  and  measured  pace,  towards  the 
apartment  where  the  uobleman  awaited  him. 

On  his  entrance  Morcton's  stature  became 
erect ;  his  eye  dilated,  expressed  a  calm  tad 
intellectual  dignity,  while  his  courtlike  selfpos- 
waaion  and  polished  demeanour  betrayed  at 
once  that  his  early  youth  had  known  something 

J  the  homely  manners  of  those  by  v. 
he  had,  of  late,  been  surrounded.  The  stranger 
was  a  fine  man,  of  an  equal  age  with  In 
and  of  military  exterior.  An  imposing  pride 
and  confidence,  and  an  accompanying  coldness 
and  scorn,  which  last  qualities  were  used  by 
him  as  so  many  tacit  indications  of  elevated 
rank,  placed  him,  at  once,  apart  from  intrusion, 
and  rendered  him  free  from  all  impertinent 
testation  from  those  whom  he  might  con- 
his  inferiors,  or  who  were  truly  below 
either  from  inferiority  of  birth,  or  such 
r  adventitious  circumstances  as  influence 
life.  A  distant  bow,  scarcely  indi- 
ive  of  recognition,  parsed  between  them. 
"  My  Lord  Lesley,  as  I  perceive,"  said 
Moreton,  with  a  tone  of  : — *•»'  Tspect,  that 
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contrasted  somewhat  strangely  with  his  usual 
manner  of  discourse,  "  may  I  seek  to  know  the 
cause  of  this  extraordinary  visit  ?  " 

"The  cause  is  shortly  explained,  Mr.  More- 
ton,"  said  his  lordship.  "  The  wonder  is  that  I 
have  not  waited  on  you  before,  and  long  ago." 

"  Long  ago,  indeed,  if  you  had  conn-  II 
iiiurruptcxl  Moreton,  with  a  cold  kind  of  bin 
ness. 

"The  multifarious  concerns  of  I  public 
answered  his  lordship,  distantly,  "  the  weight  &f 
public-  affairs,  engross  the  mind  of  us  men  too 
much.  Insensibly,  we  omit  these  trivial  calls 
upon  us,  and  resigning  ourxrlvcN  to  the  greater 
duties  of  the  state,  forget  in  ambition,  the  lesser 
privileges  of  our  nature." 

Tin:  smile  on  Morcton's  lips  now  merged 
itself  into  a  low  ami  ni:ite:npt.unu*  laugh.  His 
guest  looked  up,  but  was  nothing  oonfased  !i\ 
the  steadfast  and  searching  gaze  that  was  fixed 
upon  him  by  his  strange  companion  ;  who  lol- 
ling as  usual  upon  his  cliiiir,  evii.ictl  by  his  is 
DOT,  a  kind  of  speculative  interest  in  the  furth- 
coming words  that  were  to  be  addressed  to  him. 

"  It  must  now   be  about  tlirce-and-twentv 
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rears,  Mr.  Moreton,  since  we  met,"  continued 
the  nobleman,  "and  from  that  time  1  has-c  been 
involved  in  politics.  The  interest  of  the  nation, 
gs,  have  combined  to  compel  me  tu 
neglect  even  the  domestic  duties  of  a  father, 
my  son  is,  however,  now  of  an  age  to  share 
thin  burthen  with  me." 

few  words  as  possible,  my  lord,"  said 
Moreton,  emphatically,  "  your  business  ?  My 
time  is  precious,  nor  was   I   ever  famous  at 
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■  You  know,  I  presume,"  returned  the  noble- 
man, with  the  same  measured  accent,  "  you  are 
aware  of  a  certain  interest  in,  and  a  connexion  I 
have  with,  a  youth  of  the  name  of  Basil  Forde." 
"  You  tell  it  me,  my  lord,  for  the  first  time,'' 
retorted  Moreton  quietly  ;  "  the  origin  of  this 
interest,  if  you  please  ?  You  may  Iwlieve  it  is 
•■known  to  me." 

••  Tlic  natural  interest  that  wc  feci  for  one 
iho   has   shewn   himself  gifted  with   talents, 
tho  has  ftcijaittd  the  honours  of  learning,  and, 
though  without  fortune,  has  gained  public  ap- 
probation ;   the   interest  that  a  doubtful   rela- 


Si  PIERCE  FALCON. 

txmship  may  afford;   the   desire  to  patronize 
him ; "   replied  his  lordship. 

"My  lord,  my  lord,"  said   Murctou,  with  re- 
pressed disdain,  "  the  taint  of  your  honourable 
blood  is  not  wiped  from  my  sword   yet,  but 
cankers   there,   a   stain    upon    it*    brightness. 
You  may  well  guess  the  injury  that  caused  it 
there  to  flow,  remains  with  it !     The  youth  is 
not  so  friendless,  but  lie  may  defy  your  injuries 
upon  him,  and  spurn   your   proffered 
of  advantage.      You    talk    of  doubtful 
those  words,  my  lord,  arc  what  a  vil, 
speaks,  and  nothing  less ;   the  soulless  talk  i 
one  whose  word  and  honour  long  ago  were 
a  breath  of  slander,  sir,  that  curses 
I  k  fkDs ;  the  dead— one  injured  woman— 
saysdf — may  pity  you 

"These  arc  high   words,"  said  the  man 
office,  "such  as  you   only  may  q 
curb  galls  you,  Mr.  Morcton  ;   it  is  natural." 

'•  No,  no,"  said  Morvton,  cooly.  ")»u  mistake 
it,  Lesley ;  and  know  you  do.      I  is  now 

Kone  bj   wImmi  wc  quarrel  and  resent.      You 
have  a  family,  and  1 The  object  nov. 
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<i  all  your  injur}- :  the  memory  ia  left  ua,  and 
let  us  each  enjoy  it  as  we  may ;  hut  I  would 
know  how  you  propone  to  nid  thin  Basil  Funic.'" 
!  first  know,"  returned  1 1  ■  ■ 
v.ith  some  degree  of  dignity,  "what  riflht 
you  hare  sir,  in  the  youth  and  hia  concerns. 
To  whom,  to  what  does  he  owe  hia  education 
And    I  would    know  where   now  he   may  he 

tod." 

"The  child,"  answered  Moreton,  with  some 

hesitation,  "bequeathed  unto  the  world  even 

■   its  liirili,  denied  nil  parentage,  may  find 

•  protection;  the  suckle  of  a  wolf  may  nourish 
it  ;  and  he  has  had  his  friends.  Distant  mater- 
nal relations  have  hit] m  rtdj  it  is  believed,  sup- 
ported him." 

t"  Her    fricinl  icd    Lesley,    "  (die 

had  none — she  had  been  denied,  deserted  by 
them." 
•  What  right,"  continued  Moreton,  •  1  have 
in  his  concerns,  ask  not  your  craven  heart' 
it  will  belie  you ;  nor  yet  your  selfish  senses, 
they  will  betray  you.  Suffice  it,  he  shall  not 
be  resigned.  Prove,  prove,  my  lord,  what  claim 
c  5 
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you  have  in  him ;  avow  the  lying  falsehood  of 
your  manhood,  give  back  the  reputation  of  thr 
dead ;  tlioiie  yon  have  robbed  of  honour,  wash 
them  as  pure  as  youth  could  erer  make  t 
tin*  Basil  Forde  is  then  your  own,  but  refuse 
this,  you  leave  him  as  you  found  him.  He  a 
a  noble  youth,  and  lie  wuuld  spurn  your 
bounty.''  He  ceased,  the  ivmn  of  his  words 
having  l>etrayed  more  than  he  cared  they 
should.  Indeed,  the  heat  of  his  expression), 
had  hitherto  afforded  a  singular  contrast  with 
the  stent  placidity  of  his  demeanour,  and  pas- 
sionlcss  and  equal  tone  of  voice  with  which  he 
u  nriiut-nis.  as  it  determined  that 
not  one  iota  of  his  meaning  should  be  lost,  nor 
I  utencc  set  down  to  the  score  of  intempe- 
rate feelings,  when  each  syllable  he  breathed 
was  the  effect  of  mature  deliberation,  arising  as 
well  from  justice  as  from  conviction  and  res- 
in. A  pause  now  intervened,  marked  by  a 
slight  symptom  of  surprise  from  his  visitor. 
and  an  attitude  of  profound  thought  from 
Moreton  bima 

'Lesley,"  said  he,  at  length,  with  slow  deei- 
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•  iiink  not  I  have  forgotten  you ;  or  that 
i  century  of  time,  if  such  were  permitted  us, 
can  wipe  you  from  my  memory.     The  world, 
who  knows  you  not,  may  lick  your  feet  in 
•ubinission  ;   but  approach  inc.  you  sink  into  a 
worm  too  base  to  trample  on,  too  pitiable.    \< ,  i 
are  a  villain — rest  happy  with  the  term  ! " 
ngul&r  language  this,  Mr.  Moreton," 
his  lordship,  "attributable  to  passion  ;  but  an- 
iwer  my  question,  and  I  am  gone." 

"The  precise  singularity,  the  exact  feelings," 
said  the  other,  "so  cold,  you  may  recall  it,  as 
when  your  vital  blood  flowed  to  my  weapon's 
hilt  in  tbc  wood  of  St,  V.-ili ■■\i.  This,  doubtless, 
you  remember." 
"  This  is  past,"  said  Lord  Lesley. 
"  It  is  past,"  repeated  Moreton,  emphati- 
cally. 

■  Old  and  forgotton,"  said  his  lordship,  "  my 
mind  has  no  sympathy  with  such  recollections ; 
the  amusements  of  high  life,  and  nothing  more. 
1  called  to  know  where  the  youth  was  to  be 
found." 
"  Strange  curiosity!"  said  Moreton  ;  " left  to 
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starvation  or  the  workhouse,  this  friendly 
tenderness  should  move  within  you,  a  kiwi 
philanthropy,  and  a  bed  itenemsity." 

"  I  was  thinking,"  said  the  lord,  without  re- 
garding him,  "  that,  the  rector  fating  dead,  who 
seems  to  hare  supported  him,  M  he  haa  educa- 
tion  and  talents,  a  situation  of  some  kind  might 

nd  for  him;  I  traced  him  to  1 1  ■ 
from  report  of  his  late  accident.    To  you  I  wax 
referred.     My  jwtronage  might  lie  of  service  to 
him." 

"  Your  patronage,  my  lord !  "  said  Moretou. 
"The  fOUth  may  thank  you  for  it.  In  what 
measure  may  it  be  afforded  him  I  Is  he  to  he 
recognised,  or  to  partake  the  bounty  of  one 
from  whom  he  might  claim 

"These  questions  arc  very  irrctewmi  io  the 
subject,"  was  the  answer.  "  Enough,  I  am 
contented  to  befriend  him.  In  what  degree, 
the  future  will  determine.  This  recognition 
is  sufficient,  that  1  will  serve  him,  the  rest,  hi* 
merit  must  do  for  him  " 

M  Perhaps,"  said  Moreton,  deliberately,  "  he 
may   have   friends   who   would    outstep   your 
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generosity;  whose  means  are  great  aa  yours 
ire,  whose  will  is  greater.  Though  disowned 
from  his  birth,  friendless  and  unprotected,  he 
baa  a  right  in  the  affections  of  some,  who  wil- 
lingly or  through  my  interference  shall  defend 
him.  These  claims  may  outweigh  those  you 
have  upon  him,  since  they  will  benefit  him 
more  than  you  will." 

"  Without  more  words,  Mr.  Moreton,"  re- 
plied the  other,  "  I  shall  see  the  youth,  tell  him 
my  plans ;  if  he  object,  compel  him  to  the  mea- 
rares  I  think  fit.  I  have  a  power  over  him,  and 
will  exercise  it." 

*  Basil  Forde,"  answered  the  blunt  Moreton, 
"  has  two  fathers,  or  two  guardians,  which  you 
will.  The  one,  his  natural  protector,  whose 
claim  is  forfeited ;  the  other,  who  has  bought 
his  right  in  him  through  years  of  sorrow; 
bought  it  at  the  highest  price  of  human  love ; 
and  you  will  find,  sir,  this  stranger  in  the  back 
ground,  will  appear,  and  so  defend  his  privilege, 
you  will  regret  that  ever  you  disputed  it." 

"  I  should  offer  him,"  returned  Lord  Lesley, 
in  a  relenting  tone,  "  some  situation  to  procure 
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a  slight  provision  for  him,  that  he  might  not 
he  begging  in  the  world:  possibly,  a  public 
employment,  a  ckffctlrip,  but  not  connected 
with  mshtlf:  remote  alike  from  me  and  from 
my  family." 

"The  ashes  of  the  dead,"  staid  Moretm 
gaze  still  fixed  upon  him,  "the  dead  them.  ' 
if  mortal  passion  lingered  there,  Blight  rise  here 
to  reproach  you.    Shame,  shame,  sir'  that  you 
dare  to  talk  thus  to  me.     But  as  there  I 
Heaven,  that  saints  iU   have  her 

retribution.  Take  care,  my  lord,  you,  who  now 
wrong  him,  may  seek  a  compensation,  rmil  in 
vain.  No,  Lesley,  I  am  not  mistaken  in  you. 
and  despise  you." 

iat  we  arc  enemies,"  replied  his  Ion! 

■<■  both  know;  so  far  the  thing  is  done  with. 
The  young  man,  meanwhile,  had  better  he  in- 
formed of  my  intentions  towards  him ;  if  he  re- 
ject them,  then  let  him  seek  his  fortun  ■,  it 
better  may  be  found." 

"  What  would  you  say,"  asked  Mon-ton,  "  H 
this  youth  can  have  M  ample  a  fortune  as  \ 
son  :    live  just  as  fetterless,  as  unrestrained  1 


He  never  knew  the  beggary  you  speak  of,  but 
treads  the  drawing-room  more  easily,  I  ban  he 
.t  repute  for  learning  which  has  thus 
nude  you  seek  him.  He  will  have  a  fortune 
not  unworthy  him." 

"  You  surprise  me !  "  returned  the  other, 
evidently  much  amazed?  "and  from  what 
source  may  he  hope  such  things  \  Who  is  the 
man  who  does  this  f  Does  bis  protector  know 
the  •ecrei  ol  his  birth  My  name  lias  nut 
escaped  you,  or  my  0  of,  my  station  in 

le  world,  these  have  not  been  revealed  ?  " 

The  tone  of  eagerness  with  which  these 
words  were  spoken,  testified  sufficiently  thai 
man  of  rank  had  some  emotions  yet  uu- 
bluntcd  in  him,  though  they  were  selfish  ones, 
Rut  Ifonton  of  the  Grange  deigned  nothing 
more  than  a  contemptuous  silence,  marked 
by  a  withering  smile,  the  import  of  which  was 
any  thing  but  doubtful. 

"  You  tak,"  ;u  length  said  Moreton,  "  if  all 
be  known.  The  dead  speak  not — the  corse  in 
yonder  churchyard  has  been  Utile  j  you  are  not 
likely  to  dare  to  speak  the  facts  j  and  1  am  silent 
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until  the  occasion  come— the  time  may  yet 
arrive.  At  present,  the  person  who  protects  him 
doea  not  care  to  know,  or  I  to  tell.  The  secret 
is  safe." 

"It  is  well,"  answered  his  lordship,  with  re- 
newed dignity  ;  "  yet  my  designs  must  not  be 
frustrated.      I    should  like   to   wet   I 
hearacomilinrsttioii  of  this  from  him,  and  make 
my  offer  to  him." 

"  He  does  not  know  of  these  intentions  to- 
wards him,"  said  Morcton,  and  therefore  has 
no  choice.  I  am  the  only  depository  of  these 
facts.  But  this  must  now  be  told  him — and 
shall  be  done." 

*  Docs  he  not  know  his  birth  •  "  asked 
other;  "  has  this  not  been  revealed  to  bj 

"The  young  man."  said  Morcton 
uewed  indifference,  "  is  full  of  honour.  Hm 
susccptibihty  of  youth  is  sooner  wounded  than 
it  is  cured  again.  He  might  have.  In 
and  deemed  it  a  disgrace.  The  secret  is  my 
own.  A  father's  infamy  is  a  poor  topic  for  hii 
amusement.  Perhaps,  sir,  you  will  tell  it  him. " 
Lord    Lesley    now    arose,    signifying    his 
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ity  displeasure  by  an  increased  dignity, 
n  official  movement  of  departure.  M  I 
fr.  Morcton,"  said  he,  "  that  nothing  bj 
i  gained  from  you.  I  rely  upon  your 
it,  meantime,  to  inform  the  youth  of  my 
1 1  respect  to  him,  since  it  ap|>carB  I 
it  speak  to  Jura  my  v 
Ic  is  too  ill  from  his  recent  wound  to  see 

answered  Morcton,  with  an  attempt  at 
to  that  die  circumstances  excused.  "  How- 
write  a  note  to  him,  and  it  shall  be  deli- 
But  yet  an  instant,  my  lord ;"  and 
ton  dosed  the  door  by  force  to  delay  hi* 
's  departure ;  "  let  us  understand  each 
.     If  this  offer  be  made,  then  Basil  Fordc 

know  and  recognise  his  own  true  father ; 
lin  deception!  may  l«s  done  with  now. 
Ben  this  man  and  the  fortune  that  awaits 

l*e  must  choose.     I   would  it  had  been 

What  is  his  duty— his  obligation 

is  father,  you,  sir,— you  best  can  tell  •  " 

act  and  contemptuous  scorn  that  was 

.ttempted  to  be  concealed,  he  awaited  the 


42 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


"  My  offer  shall   be   made   him  — he  shall 
decide,"  replied  the  nobleman,  after  MMXN 
tat  ion ;  and  Morcton,  without  further  del 
hint,  and  with  the  same  almost  hnpenq 
movement  of    adieu,  turned    upon    his  heel. 
and  strode  hastily  away.  As  his  hand  wan  upon 
the   Ik'11,   a   heavy  sigh,   such   as   was  never 
id   to  escape  before,  came   tremulously 
from  him. 

"  There  is  no  contradiction  here,"  said  he, 
■axcaatJcallT ;  "no  human  ncrvcr-iiy  «r  way- 
wardness. The  man  knows  his  own  game,  arfd 
plays  it  boldly,  shamelessly,  and  without  com- 
motion;  or  he  has  no  game  at  all— onl 
•  the  mirth  of  others.  Vicious  and  wayward, 
licentious  and  with  passions  unconU 
what  would  we  more  ?  he  is  a  human  being. 
But  for  the  youth,  1  would  it  had  been  spared 
him.  Had  not  this  lord  broken  in  upon  us, 
the  delusion  might  have  lasted ;  and  yet,  dear 
his  peace  shall  not  be  lost  without  a 
struggle.  So,  so— after  some  fivc-and-twenty 
years,  he  would  protect  thee — he  provide  for 
thee — he,  inimitable  patron !     Man,  thou  art 
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i ;     and  be  once  more  returned  to  his 
*ry,  and  with  the  low  laughter  of  derision, 
resumed  his  interrupted  studies. 

Meanwhile,  the  splendid  equipage  of  the  no- 
bleman had  quitted  the  Grange,  and  pursued 
by  the  watchful  and  .urn. us  gaze  of  tbi  il 
lagers,  did  not  immediately  quit,  as  was  aritni- 
pafed,  the  neighbourhood  of  the  hamlet,  but 
rolling  with  matchless  rapidity  along  the  open 

I  and  public  road,  it  Ml,  at  length,  lost  in  the 
intricacies  of  the  forest,  and  then  again  recojr. 
niscd  as  it  glanced  along  through  the  trees  in 
the  direction  of  Nun's  Priory.  Admiration 
was  dm  changed  into  amazement,  and  doubt 
became  involved  in  conjecture,  as  to  where  it 
was  going,  on  what  possible  errand,  to  what 
probable  purpose ;  yet,  at  last,  when  it  was  ab- 
solutely known  that  it  had  stopped  before  Ehe 
Colonel's  premises,  that  its  occupant  had 
emerged  and  entered  the  gateway ;  that  after 
much,  and  to  them,  torturing  delay,  this  very 
identical  carriage,  with  horses,  servants,  and 
the  proprietor  of  them  besidea,  had  taken  up 
their  temporary  residence  at  the  Priory;  when 
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these   facts  were  clearly  ascertained, 
their  conflicting  sentiiin'utx  became  merged  in 
anxious  curiosity,  and  instantly  a  scduln 
quiry  was  set  on  foot  relative  to  the  purport  ot 
intention  of  this  visit.     But,  true  enough,  no- 
thing was  elicited.    The  mystery  remain: 
the  same,  impenetrable,  undivulged,  and  hope- 
less :   the  only  fact  proved,  wan  that  the  no 
man  was  there. 

The  dignity  of  his  lordship,  indeed, 
descended  from  hia  carriage  to  greet  Colonel 
Maravel,  had  lost  not  one  particle  of  ita  custo- 
mary elevation,  though  an  unusual  air  of  ami- 
able condescension  was  discernible  throughout 
the  tenor  of  his  address.  The  habitual  cow* 
new  of  the  politician  was.  hi 
betrayed:  while  the  assumed  ardency  of  edu- 
cated refinement  was,  on  this  occasion,  thought 
necessary  to  be  carried  to  an  extraordin U 
a  peculiar  degree.  It  was  much  of  the  grace  of 
an  all-accomplished  GOWticfj  united  to  the 
calm  possession  of  the  successful  statesman ; 
and  all  this  blended  in  one  with  such  krver-likc 
softness,  as  muy  be  supposed  to  appertain  to 
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!  requisites  of,  even  the  least  obliging  suitor, 
»A«i  first  he  appears  before  the  object  of  his 
preference  and  selection. 

,;  An  intention,  an  idea,  my  good  Colonel," 
'if  began,  after  the  first  words  of  ceremony  had 
passed  between  them,  "  a  design  fraught  w 
happiness  or  otherwise  to  me,  has  induced  me 
■  upon  myself  the  honour  of  this  visit. 
Tin'  be)  is,  thai  a  shod  ww—tiroij  m  igPMhli 
relaxation  from  official  duty,  has  tare  inter- 
vened, and,  Colonel,  I  therefore  promise  myself 
the  pleasure  of  dcluying  my  (kfNUtun  for  some 
days 

'•'  Heartily  glad  to  sec  you,  my  lord;  infi- 
y  glad,  upon  my  honour,  Lesley '.  "  cried 
the  Colonel ;  u  you  have  taken  me  at  my  word 
— have  favoured  mc  by  thia  recollection  of  me. 
The  Priory  is  but  a  bumble  residence,  entirely 
at  your  sen-ice.  You  will  have  my  girls,  two 
little  roatka,  to  amuse  you.  Egad!  though  1 
say  it,  the  two  gems  of  the  county  !  Wc  shall 
pass  the  time,  I  doubt  a 

'•  Your  eldest  daughter,  Maravel,  is,  indeed, 
a  charming  woman,"  said  the  old  lord,  with  infi- 
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nit*  rest,  and  vriUi  more  familiarity  than  lie 
had  hitlierto  »[>okcn  :  "  a  delightful  softnest, 
an  intelligent  dignity '.  .V  mighty  lovely  woman, 
upon  my  word." 

u  The  other  little  chit,"  said  the  Colond 
laughingly,  and  willing  to  hook  the  fish  that  he 
bad  baited,  "  she  generally  hears  off  the  palm ; 
the  pretty  rogue,  she  luut  her  winning  ways ! 
But  they  are  qxiitc  untutored ;  simple  in  the 
ways  of  the  world;  perhaps  the  better  for 
them." 

"  Miss  Maravcl,  die  eldest,"  said  the  noble- 
man, slowly,  as  he  came  to  the  oracular  de- 
cision, "  she,  it  might  he  said  of  her,  in  the 
eulogistic  phraseology  of  a  member  of  the  lower 
house,  in  application  to  some  woman  of  distinc- 
tion, I  forget  whom, — that  she  has  the  majesty 
of  a  queen,  with  the  simplicity  of  the  peasant. 
Yea,  it  was  simiething  of  that  kind,  however. 
What  say  you,  Colonel  ?  " 

"  No  accounting  for  taste,  none  in  the 
world,"  said  the  Colonel  j  "  nor  may  we  dis- 
pute your  lordship's,  which  has  swayed  the 
world  of  fashion  so  long.     A  capital  adjunct  to 
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tie  vanity  of  a  woman  to  tell  her    '  you  ad- 

aire,'  Lesley,  eh?" 

■  Why  I  don't  know,  Maravel,"  returned  the 
lord,  with  a  calculating  smile  of  indecision,  "  it 
may  he  so,  or  may  not:  however,  the  truth  is, 
that  I  have  a  proposition  to  make  to  you. 
Your  daughter,  the  eldest,  has  particularly 
struck  me.  A  desire  of  relinquishing,  perhaps 
ultimately,  the  honours  of  office,  the  ill- 
health  of  my  son,  other  reasons,  conspire  to 
render  me  not  unwilling  to  a  second  marriage. 
Youth  and  beauty  are  temptations;  a  new 
scene  of  domestic  comfort  may  be  opened  to 
me.  Now,  Colonel,  your  daughter  is  young 
and  lovely,  to  say  no  more ;  she  would  make 
a  figure.    Nay,  I  do  think  her  charms  may  vie 

with  the  first  beauties  of  the  court ;  and -" 

"  Ah  !  my  lord,"  laughed  the  Colonel, 
archly ;  "  your  lordship  is  fairly  caught ;  Con- 
stance has  fairly  done  for  you.  But,  Lesley, 
my  own  fear  is,  that  you  will  find  her  vastly 

deficient  in  certain  qualifications  most  essential 

to— to  a  woman  of  high  life." 

"  Charming  creature ! "  said  the  earl,  with 
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considerable  emphasis,  for  the   ice  of  reaem 
now  fairly  broken  i    ••  No,   Maravel,  tht 
is  all  that  is  bewitching.     We  tire  of  that  vr< 
see  every  day ;— it  is  unavoidable,  and  we  tire 
The  self-posses  admirable  pre- 

sence tif  mind  of  your  fashionable  woman,  it 
is  the  same  thing  for  ever ;  but  j 
action,  it  is   another  thing:    it  is  Ml 
always  changing,  always  new.     But  how  I 
to  be  won  :     I   RHJON  a  word   from    \ 
sough— will,  in  fact,  decide  it :  " 

It  will  have  its  weight  in  whatever  may  be 
replied   Maravel ;    "  her  affections 
as  yet  disengaged.     Your   lordship  can 
doubt  your  power,  the  influence  of  your 
high    honour  dune   her,  the    eotnp!- 
inferred  from  such  a  choice — all  these  things 
considered,    you  cannot  want  for  confidence, 
need  not  fear  securing  her  affections,  and  never 
can  fail  of  ultimate  success.     Your  lordship  is 
■I  your  freedom  here ;  the  way  is  before  you." 
■•  The  title  of  countess  has  its  attractions," 
said  his  lordship,  "  at  least,  to  some  women ; 
and  the  high  dignity  of  the  Lesley  family,  let 
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a  my  person.,  will  not  lie  degraded. 

jointure  will   be  ample;   she  will  be 

dealt  with ;  indeed  with  a  liberality 

p.ot  to  lie  exceeded,  if  cquallcil.  in  the  nuirriagc- 

licttlt  of  any  of  comparative  rank  with  myaalf." 

"  Tlie  world   ia   well  your 

character,   my  lord,*1   interrupt. <l    the  Colonel, 
with  a  bow  ol  "and  we  bane  only  to 

eroreei  bite  honour  done  bi  by  the  pre 

IlOMb)  \  1 1  n  have  made.     You  must  expect  the 
natural  tliftitlrnix-  of  a  woman,  and  all  a  wo 
man'*  delay  to  intervene ;  these  are  the  excuses 
of  modesty.      I    lave    00   doubt  of    having   to 
ngrntulate  your  lordship  and  myself  upon  an 
ual  advantage." 

uel,  very  good,-'  was    tlie 

•,  and  the  statesman  became  s.hnt,  as 

phantom  of  himself,  his  beautiful  wife,  and 

equipage  rose  before  him,  with  other  conco- 

mitants  of  the  marriage ;  the  buz  of  admiral  ion 

n  her  fa  appearance,  the  notoriety 

the  new  l>eauty,  and  the  successive  faseiua- 

atti  i  he  entire  project,  closed  this 

itful  vision.      At  the  same  time,  thoughts 

vol..   II.  u 
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BO  less  productive  of  inward  cogitation,  though 
essentially  different  in  their  nature,  occupied 
the  mind  of  Colonel  Maravel.  The  invulvc- 
inent  and  partial  diminution  of  hi*  daughter's 
fortune  iircsentcd  itself  uppermost,  and  forced 
itself  before  him  a*  the  only  obstacle  to  tin 
fulfilment  of  her  I  1 1  to  rank  and 

public  life.  But  this  only  apparent .  >1 1 
to  his  schemes  was  almost  on  the  instant  : 
hilated.  It  was  to  be  clearly  discerned,  that  Lord 
Lesley  had  determined  to  have  her,  and  onh 
Iter,  and  it  might  be  finally  proved  that  this  was 
the  most  immaterial  and  least  difficult  part  of 
the  arrangement.  Besides,  the  Colonel  was  a 
true  soldier,  and  not  likely  to  permit  any  casual 
intervention  of  his  plan,  particularly  when  am- 
bition led  him  in  pursuit  of  the  desired  object. 
This  |«rt  of  the  affair  was,  to  his  mind,  there- 
fore, already  overcome ;  and  now  he  recalled 
the  manner  in  which  his  first  communications 
with  respect  to  this  proposal,  had  l>ecn  received 
by  Miss  Maravei.  lit-  was  aware  that  certain 
circumstances   precluded    the   exercise  of   the 
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parental  BUthoi  i  >■  enforcement  of  a  mea- 

jure  which,  it  was  too  evident,  was  very  little 
agreeable  to  her  idea*  of  happiness.  Of  all 
this  he  was  sensible ;  hut  time,  if  not  a  princi- 
ple of  self-interest,  would  ultimately  work  a 
conversion  in  his  favour:  of  this  In-  was  con- 
vinced, and  on  this  he  ventured  the  result.  Tins 
was,  therefore,  his  ground  of  action,  and  for- 
ward he  went ;  and,  at  length,  he  let  drop  a 
passing  hint  upon  the  comparative  inadequacy 
t  fortune. 

t"  The  very  last  consideration  tliat  has  oc- 
rred  to  me,"  said  his  lordship.   "  It  is  enough 
know  that    she    is    your   daughter,  and   an 
Mm  in  her  own  right  to  an  inheritance  of  no 
inconsiderable  value.     This,   great   or  small, 

twill  be  settled  upon  herself,  or  form  the  staple 
foundation  to  the  fortune  of  a  second  son— ch, 
bad)  However,  wc  shall  sec  when  the. 
time  for  such  arrangements  be  happily  come." 
"  I  hope,  my  lord,  that  you  may  not  find  it 
insufficient;  that  it  muy  not  discredit  the 
title  you  confer,"  said  the  Colonel;  "  but  wc 
have  never  allowed  ourselves  to  hope  a  noble 
d  .' 
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alliance,  much  le*s  a  connection  with  the  rank 
iin<)  ancient  descent  that  your  lordship's  faznilv 
may  boast." 

"Colonel  Maravel  maybe  sure,"  returned 
bis  lordship,  with  unrcprcsscd  dignity,  "  for  it 
is  the  case,  that  I  liav.  >d  my  own  ideas 

of  honourable  connection  in  this  proposal :  anil 
with  regard  to  the  young  lady's  expectations 
let  them   be  what  they   may,    I   have   so  fir 

|.'i  ■■■  .-.I     myscH    'H    tir    '-.in-  .i'li-n,     U)d     -i'iill 

await,  with  your  permission,  her  own 

"  V«>ur  lordship  acts  honourably  by 
indeed!  *'  said  the  Colonel,  in  self-satisfaction 
of  taring  elicited  thus  much ;  "  and  up  to  tk 
very  extreme  point  of  high  principle  for  which 
the  name  pfLcifay  il  well  known.  So,  my  lord, 
we  arc  at  your  service ;  only  no  freedom  to 
depart  till  further  notice.  And  now,  Lesley. 
give  me  your  band — you   are  welcome  to  ibt 

Prioi 

The   gentlemen  exchanged  a  friendly  grasp 
between   them,  and  the  Colonel  departed 
sum:  i  daughters  to  welcome  the  nC« 

i.      To  Jeagj    the  news  came  most  wel- 
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come,  since  it  furnished  her  with  a  fr« 
logy  for  taking  the  field  in  right  of  those  |>cr- 
tonal  charms,  by  which  she  had  ul read) 
*>  many  entire  victories  of  love,    anil    through 
■hose  power  she  was  yet  doomed  to  wear 
glory  of  uncounted,  or  nit  her  innumerable,  con- 
quests.     Her  airy  graces   she,   therefore   re- 
tained—  those    tender  tUtadiom,  m-ver   dis- 
carded  hut  when   she  was  alone,   or  satiated 
uith  battle;  and  now,  clad  in  the  armour  of 
beauty,  all  the  points  of  her  playful  warfare  de- 
fended, she  hastened  to  the  combat  again — as 
an  active  and  skilful  general  she  marshalled  her 
tiny  forces,  led  them  in  subjection,  or  called 
them  to  the  attack. 

The  mention  of  this  nobleman  to  Miss  Ma- 
ravcl,  however,  together  with  the  fact  of  his 
intention  to  become  their  guest  for  an  indefinite 
period,  awakened  far   other  ■  >.      She 

foresaw  in  what  manner  this  must  and,  if  t*M 
obeyed  the  commands  of  her  father  ;  she 
knew  the  peculiar  state  of  his  affairs,  and 
there,  perhaps,  found  sufficient  reason  for  the 
measures  tliat  he  was  thus  anxious  to  adopt ; 
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and  still,  she  knew  not  why,  but  tliis  nobleman, 
considered  in  tlic  light  (if  a  future  husband, 

iwas  hateful ;  nay,  in  positive  truth,  was  disgust- 
ful to  her.  And  yet  she  might  hare  known 
wherefore-;  for  this  one  fact  was  an  undeniable 
proof  that  she  loved,  and  that  she  had  re- 
signed her  affections  to  another.  Of  ibis  she 
was  unconscious  ;  but  still  the  thought  of 
Basil  Forde  was  for  ever  with  her,  and  she 
sighed,  and  trembled,  BDd  faltered,  at  the  very 
mention  of  any  other  object  that  was  to  replace 
him,  even  in  idea,  for  one  instant  in  her  mind. 
"  I  need  not  tell  you,  Constance,"  said  her 
father,  "  that,  as  my  vivitor.  this  nobleman  is 
entitled  to  your  peculiar  attentions;  and  I 
hare  no  doubt  that,  if  the  time  come,  you  ViS 
prove  your  duty  to  me  in  all  things ;  that,  ir. 
fact,  you  will  perceive  how  deeply  your  interest 
and  future  station,  are  involved  in  the  conduct 
of  this  fortunate  event." 

•tanee   heard  the  words,  and  with   the 

downcast  air  of  a  victim  doomed  for  sacrifice, 

she  appeared,  and  gave  welcome  to  the  noble 

I'll'   polite  and  pointed  admiration  of 
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Us  lordship  was  made  evident  to  those  around; 
ind  that  certain  agitation  betrayed  by  Miss 
Maravel,  and  of  which,  in  a  like  situation,  if  it 
impossible  for  modesty  to  divest  itself,  wan 
very  tenderly  ascribed  by  his  lordship  to  a  na- 
tural delicacy,  the  prelude  to  his  future  no 
cess.  And  now,  wherever  they  went,  I>»r<l 
Lesley  undertook  the  pleasing  occupation  of 
sttrnd  nice.  Ho  tendi-d  lior  brnlk-  in  tin-  .-; . i .■ 
held  submissive  converse  at  the  work-table, 
and  was  at  bet  shoulder  at  every  petty  requisi- 
tion ;  nor  must  we  aver  otherwise,  than  that 
die  gentle  assiduity  of  the  lover  was  very 
gracefully  depicted,  in  all  its  turns  and  changes, 
by  one  so  well  accomplished  in  all  the  rcnaed 
civilities  of  society  as  this  nobleman  was  well 
known  to  be. 

Their  attendance  together  at  church  the  fol- 
lowing day,  was  quite  enough  to  give  confirma- 
tion to  the  report  which  was  now  spreading 
fast  through  the  village,  that  his  lordship  was 
about  to  be  united  to  Miss  Maravel;  and,  pos- 
sibly, the  lively  remarks  and  smiling  allusions 
of  Jessy,    in  a  great  measure  added  to  the 
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will  not  say  but  that  she 
-  the  nine  of  Lesley  among  those 
rfherareret  and  would-be  admirers:  "but  no! 
be  weald  not  suit  her — she  was  too  impu- 
sioBed  to  eudiuc  the  thought  of  such  a  cold 
cnlrnbbon.  such  mere  systematic  affection, 
sack  w*yof-iat  world  courtship :  —  no !  she 
conkd  not  make  up  ber  mind ;  and  Constance, 
perhapv  cooid  resolT*-  to  accept  him;  and 
■  kt  her  attempt  it.  It  was  her  wish 
she  should  do  so,  and  she  hoped  they 
mold  be  happy,''  and  so  on,  and  much  more. 
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could  not  see  through  a  blank  wall,  yet  he 
could  von-  well  imagine  the  prospect  that  lay 
beyond  it.  Moreover,  "  a  fellow  feeling  makes 
us  wondrous  kind,"  and  Lucy  had  told  him 
that  Forde  loved  Miss  Maravcl;  and  so  he 
Came  down  to  the  Grange  on  purpose,  and 
while  his  minute  frame  was  all  animated  • 
this  one  idea,  he  recounted  the  events,  and 
still  penhted  in  following  up  MM  li  powUMrt 
contingency  that  might  ensue  thereon.  At 
last,  he  stood  like  a  pump  when  the  well  is 
dry,  and  no  effort  could  renew  the  tide  of  his 
loquacity.  But  the  little  man  had  his  plans  and 
projects,  and  forthwith  he  became  a  kind  of 
flying  Mercury  (for  the  strange  velocity  Of  hb 
movements  entitled  him  to  the  epithet)  be- 
tween Nun's  Priory  and  the  Grange.  Each 
attention  of  the  old  lord  Mas  thus,  with  all  the 
dispatch  and  accuracy  of  a  telegraph,  first  of 
all  communicated  to  Basil  Forde,  and  instantly 
after  conveyed  with  softer  insinuatim,  ii.tn 
ear  of  his  mistress  herself.  Now  Basil,  though 
annoyed  by  his  interference,  was  still  not  averse 
e  receive  of  mity  intelligence  that  Brjgfat 
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convey  m  hint  to  him  upon  the  line  of  conduct 
that  Miss  Maravel  <ru  likely  to  pursue;  and 
so  long  as  he  might  conceal  even  from  himself 
the  strength  of  his  own  feelings,  surely  he 
might  consider  his  secret  safe  from  the  know- 
ledge  of  others.  But  there  were  other  wit- 
nesses  to  prove  that,  at  this  time,  he  was  by 
no  means  happy;  for  the  good  Mrs.  Myke, 
whose  industrious  researches  into  the  science 
of  romance  had  taught  her  a  quick  insight  in 
love  affairs,  had  her  secret  opinions ;  and  as  the 
j$ood  lady  opined : 

••  Aye,  aye,"  said  she,  with  a  knowing  shake 
of  the  head,  "  I  know,  and  sec,  and  understand 
too,  the  passionate  depths  of  the  heart;  and 
when  they  were  together  there,  yonder  at 
Fairlawn,  a-putting  her  mantlet  on, — Lord  love 
you  !  he  could  a-hugged  her  in  his  arms  for  half 
a  farthing,  poor  youth !  But  she  's  a  mint  of 
money  above  him.  Well,  dear  mc !  "  And  so, 
of  course,  after  such  words  as  these,  the  house- 
keeper always  attended  upon  him  with  an  air 
of  consideration,  and  ever  quitted  him  with  an 
unseen  uplifting  of  the  eyes,  expressive  of  dis- 
astrous omen. 
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"Sofa!"  breathed  oat  Forde,  with  a  loog- 
i  sigh,  as  he  and  his  friend  of  the  Grange 
sitting  together,  "  this  nobleman  is  still 
at  the  Priory.  They  say  that  he  is  going  to  — 
that  Miss  Maravel  is  likely  to  become  the 
Countess.     The  old  fellow  plays  his  pan  m 


*.:id  pray,  sir,  what  is  all   this   abn 
said   Moreton,  turning   somewhat    reluctantly 
frosn  the  book  he  was  perusing  :  "  Miss  Mara- 
vel— what  ?     Constance  has  too  much  sense  to 
marry  the  man  unless  she  like  him.     And 
as  see,  sir,  let  us  see  ' 

-  The   father   is  a   neceasitou>   man,''  said 
Ford*,  dejectedly ;  "  in  involved  an 
and  she,  a  generous  and  yielding  disposition. 
S«ch  things  have  been  before  now,  and  i>n-  i.KI 
brd   brings  wealth   and   title; — but 
never  can  love  him  '  " 

J  what  has  all  ifcjl  to  do  with  you  or 

tne  ? "  inquired  the  other,  in  rough  frankness, 

bis   steady  gase  axed  upon   the.  young  nun. 

•'  Let  people  do  ox  they  please,  and  have  do 

them.     Marriage'   marriage,  sir,  as  the 
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rid  goes,  is  a  conw  i  polite  system  of 

self-interest ;  the  sacred  law  of  love  and  friend  - 
i  is  broken  daily.  If  in  our  youth  we  re- 
cognise it,  in  our  manhood  we  cast  it  :i»;iy,  as 
circumstance  or  deep  fatality  purls  us  from  the 
being  we  would  have  cherished.  Love '.  tosh, 
man,  this  is  a  word  to  be  found  in  the  vocabu- 
lary of  the  language:  if  you  would  be  happy 
seek  DO  further;  know  t lie  meaning  of  it.  ! 

<l  Ik-  wretched.  But  search,  search  into  the 
world  that  lies  within  its  compass,  I  lie  all  thai 
illicit  be,  tin-  all  that  never  is, — look  on  its 
heavenly  l>eauty,  see  its  earthly  deformity.  — 
and  acknowledge  that  the  heaven  of  the  dream 
•ln>\\s  you  still  darker  the  hell  of  the  reality. 
Who  loves  whom  ?  Sir,  let  two  voices  answer 
this  question,  and  they  will  come  from  two 
distant  recesses  of  the  earth;  the  dead  shall 
reply  to  the  living,  the  rich  to  the  poor, 
the  fortunate  to  the  miserable ;  for  two  hearts 
are  seldom  found  to  love  but  they  live  and  die 
divided, — to  meet,  perchance,  hereafter  !  Be 
strong,  therefore,  my  boy,  for  the  trial  will 
come." 
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"  It  is  come  I"  thought  Forde.  "  Then  Jtn  do 
Uiink,"  said  he,  "  that  it  is  not  improbable 
that  Miss  Maravcl  may  accept  of  this  man  ?" 

?  She  will  have  her  reasons,  sir,  ami  the 
thing  may  be  rendered  agreeable  to  her." 

"Impossible!  quite  impossible '"  exclaimed 
Forde,  desperately ;  "  consider  the  disparity  of 
years.  Good  Heaven'  the  thought  is  fright? 

"  Years  pass  on,"  said  Moreton,  tin 
fully ;  "  sorrow  changes  youth  into  grey  hairs, 
happiness  makes  age  look  young.     But  who  is 
this  man  ?     His  name  ; ' 

"Have  you  not  heard  it?"  cried  Fonlr ; 
"  Why,  Lord  Lesley.  The  man  —  the  same 
who  waited  upon  you  the  other  day.'" 

Moreton  recoiled  in  smothered  aversion  ;  the 
least  possible  indication  of  such  disgust  as  may 
be  felt  upon  the  approach  of  a  noxious  reptile. 
"  Your  humble  sen-ant,"  he  murmured,  with 
quiet  and  biting  sarcasm  of  tone ;  "  my  Lord 
Lesley,  I  wish  you  joy  !  So,  so,  a  bridegroom ' 
Villain !  heartless,  desperate,  cold,  consum- 
mate, admirable  impudence  !  And  you  would 
marry  her !     The  innocent  prey  in  the  clutches 
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b  vulture,  th«  dove  entangled  in  the  coils 
of  the  serpent '  Hold  her  to  your  bosom,  she 
ihall  die  there :  n  soil  where  nothing  that  in 
sweet  can  grow ;  a  touch  as  icy,  not  leas  fatal 
even  than  death.  Thin  must  not  be.  Aye,  sir ! " 
And  as  if  some  new  truth  were  revealed  to 
him,  he  sunk  back  in  profound  meditation.  A 
low  chuckle  of  congratulation  ended  his  'rapt 
thoughts.  "  Well,  and  be  blest,"  cried  lie, 
"  there  is  fate  and  doom  at  work  amongst  us.  No 
Use  casualty,  no  real  premeditation  ;  the  event 
comes  on  led  by  the  prevailing  power,  and  to 
some  unseen  end ;  and  let  us  not  despair,  but 
let  us  wait." 

"  You  know  this  nobleman,"  inquired  Basil, 
with  some  hesitation,  "  and  something  remark- 
able of  him  '  If  to  his  discredit,  if  to  his  dis- 
honour, i  lie  Colonel  would  not  sacrifice  her, 
surely.  It  is  evident  that  you  do  not  respect 
him  ?*' 

"  I  do  respect  him  more  than  he  deserves," 
said  Moreton,  bitterly.  "  The  remembrance  of 
him  is  the  enduring  one  of  my  existence: — the 
memory   of   injury   is   long-lived.     But,   boy, 
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leave  me  to  play  my  part.     It  shall  be  done,  be 
sore,  to  go  your  ways !  " 

-  I  shall  stroll  to  tlic  Priory,"  said  Ford*, 
with  forced  hilarity,  "and  sec  how  his  leak 
I  favour:"  and  he  moved  to  depart. 
"  Hark  ft '  lake  rare,"  cried  Moreton. 
*  take  care,  and  don't  quarrel.  Yc  may  be  npt 
to  lament  it,  as  if — aye,  boy,  as  if  he  were  your 
father." 

••  Trust  me,"  said  Fordc,  "  I  owe  the  gentle- 
man  no  ill.     Parewcll !"  and  he  was  g<. 

"  And  he  owes  thee  much  good,"  said  More- 
ton,  in  melancholy  reverie  :  ■  good  that  he  will 
never  pa;  thee.  Strange,  strange  '  that  this 
man,  who  blighted  thee  in  thy  birth,  should 
now  appear  to  ruin  thee  in  youth.  He  is  thr 
rival,  and  in  a  woman's  love.  Well,  be  it  ao '. 
This  life  is  but  a  fame — ha !  l>a !— *  satire  upon 
nature.''  So  Moreton  laughed  his  laugh, 
slammed  too  the  door,  and  was  the  same 
Moreton.  rough,  apathetic,  wayward,  and  be- 
nevolent as  ever. 

But  by  this  time  Basil  was  on  his  w.v 
Nun's  Priory,  and  all  bis  good  resolutions  and 
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strong  detcrminatioi M  B6TCK  again  to  see  Miss 
Maravcl,  he  luid  now  entirely  wi^iiul  In- 
deed, (lie  nearer  and  nearer  he  approached  her 
dwelling,  the  quicker  and  quicker  his  pace  be- 
came,— in  just  so  many  degrees,  with  just  ao 
much  rapidity,  as  when  the  spring  of  a  watch 
U  snapped,  it  will  suddenly  rcase 

and  increase  in  progressive  ;ri   rapid  motion, 
until  it  reach  the  bottom.     At  this  rate,  and 
n  i Ins  precise  way,  he  quickly  arrived   at   the 
Priory  gates,  An<l  was  received   h\  Job*]  ;.lonc. 
"  And  how  cruel  of  you,  dear  Basil,"  began 
anew  the  coquette,  "to  leave  u  thus  alone! 
the  way  to  rise  in  favour?     No,  DO,  the 
ever-attendant  suitor,  the  man  not  to  be  de- 
is  only  deserving  fair  ladies'  love.     Nay, 
nay,  dear  man,  1  am   mightily   offended, 
nill  listen  to  you  no  more." 

My  other  miseries  ure  nothing  to  this, 
Jessy!"  cried  he,  taking  his  tone  from 
her,  "  but  remember  the  lx»ok  1  sent  you.  You 
promised  to  write  I  word  ;— nothing  has  been 
heard  of  you." 

••  Ah,  true,"  answered  she,  with  an  air  of 
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smiling  vanity,  u  the  men  arc  really  so  imp 
tunate,  one  tins  not  n  moment's  time  ! 
then-,  yixir  peace  is  made :"  and  she  gave  him 
hand,  in  arch  condescension  :  certainly,  he 
could  not  do  less  than  tuurh  it  with  his  lips. 

"  Hush,"  whispered  she,  "  it  is  pretty  to  be 
secret  in  such  things ;"  and  turning  abruptly 
they  beheld  Constance  advancing  towards  the 
house  in  company  with  a  gentleman.  '•  You 
know,  doubtless,  thi-  change  in  my  sister's 
prospects?"  continued  she,  with  mischievous 
intent :  "the  nohleman  v,  i  its  her  hand : 

Yes,  Constance  is  certainly  partial — alwayj 
with  him.  It  is  natural,  you  know ;  and  he  to 
attentive.  Ah  !  it  is  well  that  there  are  some 
hearts  that  may  be  bought.'' 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life.  Basil  thought, 
while  she  spoke  thus,  that  she  was  perfectly 
ugly.  "  The  reports,  then,  are  true,"  said  he, 
"  that  We  have  heard  ?  Your  sister  does  accept 
him  •  But  no — out  of  the  question — she  can 
never  prefer  him  !  But  I  beg  pardon ;  these 
expressions  arc  involuntary." 

"  Ah !  Mr.  Forde,   sure,"  said  Jessy,   with 
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pretty  affectation,  w  there  is  most  happiness 
where  there  is  least  feeling;  those  who  have 
no  enthusiasm,  no  sclf-devotcdness,  may  rest 
content  in  uninterrupted  peace ;  and  the  gentle 
mind  of  Constance  knows  no  inquietude;— 
never,  never ! " 

These  words  were  uttered  in  tender  rhap- 
sody, the  refined  resemblance  of  feeling,  Lite 
well-feigned  ardour  of  coquetry ;  and  Basil 
thought  for  half  an  instant,  and  discarded  the  idea 
a  libel  upon  the  nature  of  the  gentle  Con- 
stance :  and  now  she  entered.  A  scarcely  risi- 
ble blush  floated  round  her,  and  left  her  pale; 
a  melancholy  languor  breathed  through  her 
voice;  she  avoided  the  anxious  inquiries  of 
hero :  and  now  his  lordship  was  intro- 
The  nobleman  was  very  haughtily 
tatit.  As  the  name  of  Basil  Funic  was  an- 
ccd,  he  betrayed  a  slight  though  re- 
cmharrassment,  then  a  sudden  asto- 
ent,  then  deigned  a  doubtful  intcrroga- 
ry  glance.  The  very  attempt  to  recover  his 
ity,  too  plainly  indicated  that  Ida  lordship 
this  once  lost  sight  of  himself,  or  rather 
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of  that  exterior  calmness  which  lie  considered 
so  essential  to  'Ik'  character  of  distinction 
which  he  was  called  upon  to  sustain.  He 
nevertheless  o|wncd  the  discourse. 

"  This  country  life,   Mr.  Forde,"  remark.',! 
his  lordship,  "  is  not  the  best  adapted  to  I 
who  lias  acquired  a  certain  scholastic  reputa- 
tion, or  a  reputed  name  for  learning." 

••  Why,  not  so,  indeed.  nq  In  I."  answered 
Forde  ••  it  the  rustics  of  the  hamlet  were  our 
only  companions;  but  books  and  the  society 
of  such  men  as  Mr.  Morcton  of  the  Grange — I 
believe  you  know  him  ? — may  do  much  for  us." 

"In   their  way,  sir,"  returned  Li-slcy,  •'  but 
the  knowledge  of  men  and  the  world,  the  most 
available  knowledge  after  all,  is  here  shut 
By  the  way,  this  Mr.  Morcton,  is  he  a  relation 
of  yours,  sir  1 

"  Not,  not  exactly  so,"  replied  Forde,  asto- 
nished at  the  question, "  I  have  the  honour  of 
his  acquaintance :  "  and,  beholding  a  tremulous 
anxiety  in  Miss  Maravcl,  our  hero  stopped, 
his  colour  flushed,  and  he  remained  nlenfc 

"Indeed,"  pronounced  wit h  mysterious  cm- 
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•.-..I-,  hi-.  Lordship'*  only  response,  and  a 
deep  pause  here  intervened.  "  I  knew  him  many 
years  ago,  while  abroad,"  at  lentil  renuaed 
Jie  lord,  "  and  a  strange  character  lie  had !  a 
mad  enthusiast,  anpaaaioned,  yet  simple  withal, 

I  remember  an 
air  with  a  certain  lady,  a  rival  in  tlie  case ; 

'  the  height  of  romance,  the  ex  I 

'weakn.-N-.  Of  the  very  de!>  of  folly. 

mid  lead  him  to  act  so;  to  give  notoriety  to  so 

common  an  event ;  ah !  ah !  poor  Moreton;"  and 

a  polite  bogfa  of  trhuaph  dosed  lbs  speech. 

"  Your  Lordship  forgets,"  said  Fordo,  while 

peculiar  meaning  was   conveyed   by  the  in- 

n-ity  >if  bis  look,  *  (bough   the   memory  of 

then  i  ei  awil  Um  n  i  you  forget  that 

bis  man  ••»:ts  remarkable  for  personal  COW 
H  be  ban  linked  with  his  name  some  military 
..  ami  that  bid  D  from  arms  sit  the 

rery  moment  of  preferment,  is  to  this  duy  re- 
gretted  by  tliosc  who  have  bettd  privilege  than 
we  to  judge  of  bun.  llesides,  there  is  a  marvel- 
lous story  of  a  doe]  fought  with  the  broadsword, 
wherein  he  came  off  victorious.     He  is,  indeed, 
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as  the  talc  goes,   n  hero  retired  from  public 
life." 

Lord  Lesley  pretended  ignorance  or  indif- 
ference to  this :  yet  he  internally  shrunk  lie- 
fore  the  last  unintentional  allusion ;  and  Forde, 
who  had,  hy  this  lime,  talked  himself  back  into 
good  humour,  would  have  willingly  dropt  far- 
ther discourse,  but  his  lordship  would  not  so. 

"  It  is  a  pity,"  renewed  his  lordship, 
some  civility,  '•'  that  so  young  a  man 
sir,  do  not  go  into  the  world,  and  learn  what 
» truly  grttti  from  what  is  i"  imagination  so. 
May  I  inquire  what  connexions  y«>u  haw  to 
aid  you  in  your  future  views  ?'*  The  peculiarity 
of  this  interrogation  was  attempted  to  be  con- 
cealed under  an  easy  air  of  civil  prepossession. 

••  You  are  infinitely  polite,"  answered  Forde, 
with  ready  address,  "  but  1  believe  such  incon- 
siderable honour  or  dignity  as  my  family  may 
boast,  is  vested  in  the  person   you  see  be! 
you." 

"  I  congratulate  you,  sir,"  cried  his  lordship, 
and  a  frozen  smile  enlightened  his  discourse,  for 
he  understood,  in   the  very  deepest  sense,  the 
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meaning  of  these  words.  "  I  wish  you  joy. 
It  is  n  high  honour  to  a  man  to  lay  the  founda- 
;  i  stone  of  his  own  fortune  and  future  famil  ■.  ' 
u  It  may  be  so, sir," said  Fordc  indifferently; 
■  but  our  rough  forefathers,  who  have  Inid  the 
first  brick  of  many  a  titled  dignity,  arc  now 
forgotten;  your  lordship  wears  their  honours 
and  your  own.     You  arc  the  best  judge  who 

I  has  the  better  share." 
••  W  hy.  as  you  please,"  returned  Lord  Les- 
ley, distantly,  "  and  let  a  glance  :it  rhese  ladies 
decide  it :"  and  so,  he  darted  a  look  of  admira- 
tion towards  Miss  Maravcl,  before  whom  he 
was  stationed,  having  installed  himself  in  the 
soft   office  of  attending  her  work-table.     Hi* 

I  assiduities  were,  however,  received  with  mild 
restraint,  and  an  air  of  reserve,  that  whispered 
something  resembling  a  secret  hop*  to  the 
bcart  of  Basil  Fordc.  "  I  CM  only  say,"  at  last 
resumed  his  lordship,  "  that,  Mr.  Fordc,  from 
the  character  1  have  heard  of  you,  it  wdl  be  a 
happiness  to  me  to  further  your  future  pros- 
pects ;  if,  at  a  later  period,  it  should  appear 
that  they  may  be  promoted  through  my  interest : 
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You  may  always  hear  of  rac  from  Mr.  Morct 
— Morcton  of  the  Grange,  as  they  call  1; 

"  Your  lordship  ia  entitled  to  my  thanks," 
said  Forde,  with  equal  IWMIIU,  "  and,  if  t'ne  op- 
portunity should  occur,  I  will  submit  it  to  you." 

"  You   will,  doubtless,  find   it    will   bo    so," 
said   Lord   Lesley,  "  and  will  then  remember 
■,:or.!s  thai  ha  - i " ik.ii.  tin-  nmremr 

I  that  has  passed  between  us:'*  and  he 
again  into  proud  taciturnity,  from  thence  glid- 
ing gradually  into   his  task  of  love,  insinu;i: 
his  sweet  pleasantries  into  the  ear  of  Constance, 
while   Basil,  in  self-dcfci>ce,  resolved  to   sec  nu 
fin  1  "in  r.  and  turned  to  Jessy,  who,  with  a  pr. 
air  of  pouting  mischief,  began   her  thoughtless 
recreation. 

-*  So,  Mr.  Forde  tell*  •"<•.  Constance,"  Mid 

"  that  be  thinks  so  mack  of  it  certain  lady 
that  he  has  not  time  to  COBM  and  sec  her.  It  i* 
I  strange  idea,  however]  d'ye  think  he  may  lie 
forgiven  ? "  But  Constance  looked  up  in- 
quiringly, and  then  continued  her  occupation ; 
for  she  had  enough  to  do,  to  parr)*  the  skilful 
manoeuvres  of  Lord  Lesley,  to  win  from  her 
some  sign  of  encouragement. 


PIERCE  FAM 


7* 


•  It    would    be  strange,"  Mid  Basil,  in  lib. 
turn  perplexed,  "  if,  after  nil  that's  put,  tl 
racmory  of  Nun's   Priory  did   not  rcaidfl 
me.M 

"  Hill,  well,  my  good  man,"  cried  Jessy,  "in, 
more  dolorous  excuses.     As  for  the  bool 
sent  me,   here  is  the  charming  hilli-i    I  wrnrr 
yon,     So  no  more  reproaches,  do  you  bear,  on 
my  inconstancy." 

Fordc  was  glad  to  amuse  himself  with  the 
foes ;  and  Jessy,  satisfied  that  her  words  hud 
attracted  sufficient  observation  from  his  lord- 
nhip,  that  he  might  note  down  Basil  Fordc  as  one 
of  her  many  admirers,  continued  licr  idle  sport 
of  vanity.  "  I  saw  you,"  continued  she,  with  a 
ted  smile,  "  wasting  hour  after  hour  for 
in  the  wood;  but  truly,  you  know,  I  must 
make  up  my  mind  before  we  piny  the  part  of 
real  lovers.  And  there  was  Freeling  the  other 
day,  ah  me!  so  import unaie,  attentive,  anxious 
me  word  of  si  derisive  nature,  but  he.  I 
know  him,  he  is  seeking  in  another  quarter  also. 
Uuite  a  man  coquette,  indeed  !"  and  in  the  satis- 
faction of  pleasing  conceit,  hex  words  subsided 
I  into  pensive  thought. 
VOL.  II.  R 
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Bat  Basil  heard  not  one  word  of  all  that  the 
had  uttered,  wrapt  in  the  recollection  of 
long  attachment    to  Mis*  Maravel,  Its 
hopelessness,  and  the  strange  ill  chance  I 
had  brought  so  powerful  and  rich  a  rival  in  I  he- 
way  of  his  affection.     But  now  the  I 
rome  for  him  to  forget  her,  and  he  would  shew 
ho*  easily  and  quietly  it  was  to  be  effected:  the 
word  was  only  to  be  spoken,  and  his  r. 
was  taken.     This  was  not,  however,   so  sure ; 
for,  by  some  fortuitous  oversight  on  the  part  of 
the  lady,  the  noble  Ion!  retained   possession  of 
her  hand.  A  tender  pressure  of  dclijit.  and  then 
a  courtly  sahite  upon  it  came  next,  and  Con 
nee  drew  herself  away,  and    Basil  atu 
his  seat. 

*'  Ah  !  fie,   fie,  my  lord,"  cried  Jessy,  now 
changing  her  playful  mode  of  attack.     "  Wlmt ' 
after  all  the  admiration  expended  upon  me 
morning!     Yes.   i*    is   the   falsehood  of  man. 
But  soft,  sir,  we  betted  a  game  of  billiard 
gether;  and  where  was  our  m  Cone, 

come,  no   dishonourahlc  Sight,    no   false  pro- 
mises, but  away;  the  will  of  a  lady,  you  know. 
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my  lord — imperative,  you  know,  sir;"  and  de- 
termined to  draw  him  from  this  open  ntt> at 
to  her  sister,  she  first  of  all  apprnarhcd  witJi 
in  airy  movement  of  invitation  ;  then  won  l.itn 
by  persuasive  sportiveness  to  consent;  and 
then  breaking  out  into  a  warbling  melody. 
as  might  be  sun-;  by  fairies  to  lure  the  wander- 
ing traveller  to  their  haunts,  -li< ,  by  still  more 
attractive  dalliance,  induced  him  nt  last  to  fol- 
w  her.  The  lovely  creature,  never  weary, 
indeed,  of  the  display  of  her  own  attract'.' 

tnow  led  him  on  her  way,  at  a  pat  e  jn-.t  varying 
between  walking  and  dancing;  it  was  a  kind 
Of  graceful  undulation  of  the  figure,  a  musical 
floating  of  the  footsteps,  most  exquisite  in  its 
airiness  and  in  it*  dignity  beautiful,  and  yet 
more  bewitching  from  its  childlike  simplicity  : 
and  thus  she  was  gone,  and  the  last  echo  of 
her  voice  left  ('unstunec  Uld  Basil  in  sii> 
Sin-,  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  it  was  echoed  by 
•till  deeper. 

Will  you  oblige  me,  Mr.  Fordc,"  said  she. 

,  as  an  apology  for  her  long  silence,  "  and 

tell  Mr.  Moreton,  with  my  love,  that  I  have 

as 
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considered  the  subject  of  oar  conversation ; 
and  if  he  think  Lacy  M  jke  will  be  more  safe 
under  my  guidance,  I  shall  be  happy  to  serve 
her.'" 

-  1  know  the  news  will  please  him,"  said 
Forde,  ~  and  thank  you  in  his  name.  Happy 
are  those  who  know  the  blessing  of  your  so- 
ciety !  and  yet.  Miss  Mara vel,  your  coldness 
has  taught  me  to  behere  that  I  have  forfeited 
the  right." 

a  Indeed,  no,  nerer,'*  cried  Constance,  for 
the  first  time  looking  up ;  *  I  am,  perhaps,  in 
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ever,  you  will  now  tell  me  what  yon  think  ;— 
what  is  right  to  be  done ;  and  perform  the  part 
of  a  friend  to  me." 

"  If  there  be  honour  nnd  friendship  in  man  ! " 
cried  Forde ;  "  but  what  will  you  permit  me  to 
do  for  you  ?  Why  this  distress,  this  evident 
amriety?" 

*  I  scarcely  know  my  own  intentions,"  she 
faltered,  in  deep  confusion :  "  but  you  see  this 
nobleman;  you  know  my  father's  ambitious 
disposition;  you  have,  perhaps,  heard  some 
reports;  now,  I  wish  you  to  guess  the  rest. 
However,  you  will  tell  me  how  far  we  may 
disobey  in  such  extremity,  and  yet  not  be 
wrong." 

"  And  how— how  came  I  to  be  selected  ? " 
exclaimed  Forde,  in  strange  bewilderment. 
*  Who  can  decide  so  delicate  a  point  ?  De- 
feated, disappointed  in  my  own  hopes,  how, 
with  justice,  can  I  measure  the  reward  due  to 
another's  affection!  I  scarce  know  what  I 
utter !     Your  pardon,  madam." 

"  I  consider  you  in  the  light  of  a  brother," 
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said  Constance,  in  great  and  painful  confusion. 
•  .Yficr  all  you  have  told  rue,  I  could  not  do 
In* :  and,  indeed,  in  whose  friendship  may  I 
confide,  if  tiol  in  your- 

■  In  the  light  of  a  brother  !  Friendship ! 
Ye*.  1  understand  you,"  repeated  Forde,  in 
wild  reverie :  *  and  nothing  but  madness  could 
hare  tempted  me  to  hope  otherwise — to  pre- 
sume beyond  it !  Yes  !  I  must  hare  been  mad."' 

"1  hope  you  never  wronged  me  so  n> 
expostulated  Constance,  "as  to  suppose 
indifferent  to  your  loudness,  or  insensible 
your  friendship,  or  unmindful  of  youracquain 
ance:  for.  after  all  that  you  have  said  to 
this  had  been  wrong  indeed  !'' 

••  I  have  been  wrong;  indeed,  most  wrong!" 
reiterated  Forde,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh  ; 
presently  after  recovering  himself,  "but, 
dear  Miss  Maravel,"  said  he,  "  must  be  go- 
verned entirely  by  her  own  feelings  in  an  affair 
of  which  none  may  so  well  judge  as  herself. 
We  owe  much  consideration  to  parents,  but. 
undoubtedly,  ought  not  to  concede  to  them  all 
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Ii.ipi  U)   existence  which  is,  in  it* 

best  but  evcrsunV  sinful.     JJut 

*hat  right  have  !    to  dictate  the  rules  of  s> 
whtifttwhip  l  V,  wko  ncwr  knew  the  blessings 
of  it?" 

This  solicitation  of  your  advice,"  said  ( 
stance,  in    renewed   roiifuMoti,    "ww  i-crtairdy 
iiiipreuifilii.jtcd  j  and  is,  perhaps,  wrung  of  me. 
I  know  not  why,  but  I  have  some  confide 
in   your    opinion;   in  your  counsel.      Yon  m 
not  judge  liarxlily  of  me !  Your  words  may  wry* 
to  point  out  what  is  right  to  be  done,  and — 
I  -.mi  obliged  to  you." 
••  If  you  could  imagine,"  said  Forde,  with 
tor  emphasis,  "could  conceive   the  depth 
of  that  sentiment,  to  you  so  inexplicable,  you 
would  find  ample  excuse  for  my  inability  to 
advise  you ;  only  do  not  let  mc  have  the  new 
misfortune,  of  knowing  that  you   arc  equally 
wretched  with  myvlt." 

•I    did  think  you  more  of  | philosopher." 
«dd  -she,  with  peculiar  gentleness,  and 
to  depart;  "that  is,  that  you  would  not  yii iW 
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to  melancholy  rcgTet.  Jessy,  to  be  sure,  is 
very  lively.  l>ut  not  always  inexorable;  and  let 
mc  assure  you  that  to  know  you  were  happy 
would  give  me  pleasure." 

"  How  can  you  be  so  cold,  and  yet  so  gen- 
tle ! "  exclaimed  Basil,  passionately  ;  and  as  he 
grasped  her  luind  lie  felt  the  pressure  timidly 
returned. 

"  It  is  tin-  nature  of  friendship,"  said  she, 
'vith  a  cilni  kind  of  KgttA  |  "  at  least,  it  seems 
no  |  "  And  the  would  have  left  him,  but  Forde 
pressed  his  advantage,  and  attempted,  m  if 
accidentally,  an  embrace  ;  but  she  smiled 
faintly  an  adieu,  and  an  instant  after  he  became 
aware,  from  a  sense  of  desertion  within  him, 
that  she  was  indeed  gone. 

Again  he  quitted  the  Priory,  in  mure  doubt 
and  Uncertainty  of  purpose  than  ever;  conning 
n\vr  .niv  thing  dial  she  had  ever  said;  re- 
calling every  look  and  gesture  of  embarrass- 
met,  only  to  bring  them  to  the  test  of  si  I 
inquiry,  to  Me  v,  hat  hope  or  what  di  span- 
might  accrue  from  them;  whether  he  must,  at 
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once,  resign    her,  or  ritnin  tli«-  dear  privilege  of 

lldng  and  dreaming  of  her.     This  trie]  of 

I    It  ft   liim  in  deep  desperation,  with  an 

indistinct  sense  that  something  like  happiness 

Itad  once  been  known  to  him,  but  with  a  <•> 

bdeilt  idea  ti-.'.l  only  iiiimTV  cuulil  lie  li i  forth 

his  fiii e.  This  ended  in  another  detenai 
never  to  see  her  again,  to  forget  her,  to  d< 
himself  to  the  thought  of  her;  and  yet  he  wee, 

»t  tliis  very  instant,  pursuing  every  evocation) 
lingering  in  every  scene,  dwelling  upon  every 
object)  thai  night  remind  turn  of  her. 

On  his  return  ta  the  Orange* he  ii<t;iii«-ci  his 
reception  from  Lord  LeeteT^natoraflyiiMpuBti 

to  know  further;  hut  all  his  queries,  hints,  or 
curious  suggestions,  could  extract  nothing  more 
from  Morcton,  but  that  they  had  met  in  youth, 
known  each  other  in  early  manhood, and  doubt- 
less his  lordship  did  not  forget)  any  more  than 
he  ever  could,  the  singular  knowledge  that  they 
had  of  one  another.  As  for  this  noblcm 
attentions  to  Miss  Maravcl,  he  appeared  to 
survey  them  as  fit  subject  of  speculation  ami 
(5 
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satirical  remark ;  hut  he  did  not  fail  to  men- 
tion, in  the  way  of  a  casual  observation,  to 
Basil  FOrdfi,  that  be  shook]  not  intrude  him- 
self upon  the  noble  lord,  or  so  far  inconvenience 
him,  hy  any  untimely  exposure  of  eventv 
unless  Constance  Maravel.  by  her  acceptance 
of  his  suit,  should  give  occasion  for  his  inter- 
ference. She,  meanwhile,  had  been  uttoiK 
deceived  by  her  sister,  and  thence  arose  her 
conduct  to  Forde  ;  for,  it  was  not  easy  for  her 
t<>  imagine  that  Jessy  would  describe  meetings 
that  never  took  place,  or  repeat  love  passages 
that   were  not  spoken;   I  B  iheless,  she 

did  do  this,  and  was  altogether  uiiMispccted  of 
the  sin,  as  if,  in  truth,  she  were  guileless  as 
that  innocence  which  she  so  well  could  imitate. 
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Sarr.  •«»  t  kiml  of  «rbil.  «om«  uuul  prophet '. 
I  feel  my  wildorM  bouuil  «nJ  frllrr'd  in  *c 
Gitc  m  jour  hu»l.  and  I  'II  irll  you  wh»t '«  your  fortune. 
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Again  the  morning  light  was  dawning,  and 
tin-  sun  tiring  fast  in  the  heavens,  and  the  earth 
was  blooming  fresh  and  gay ;  in  the  sky  there 
was  heard  the  voice  of  the  skylark  resounding, 
and  the  shrill  clarion  of  the  cock  aroused  the 
farmyard  from  its  slumber,  and  was  echoed  and 
re-echoed  by  the  feathered  throng  of  even-  stir- 
roQnding  ••  illage.  answering  to  one  another  in 
repeated  and  regular  return.     Again  the  fields 
put  on  their  verdure,  and  the  woods  re-assumed 
their  foliage,  and  every  thing  began  to  rejoice 
in  the  fresh  and  reviving  glory  of  the  new-c- 
ing  day     but  the  heart  of  the  enamoured  Ralph 
Rangeley,  wax  by  no  menus  at  peace  with  the 
delightful  hour.     Tw<i  days  had  passed  and  no 
Lacy  Myke  was  viable,  hot  watchfully  defended 
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from  his  protestations  of  regard.  Under  the 
shelter  of  one  tree,  and  routed  to  one  spot : 
u  as  the  roots  of  that  tree  were  rooted  to 
the  ground,  he  had  watched  since  matin  twi- 
light, hut  in.  nlijrrt  was  to  be  wen,  nor  means 
furnished,  that  might  send  him  upon  bis  errand 

cngth.  the  old  gipsy  woman  made  her 
appearance,  and  snarling  and  mumbling  inco- 
herently, she,  at  last,  made  him  comprehend 
that  it  was  put  of  his  wofal  destiny  neither 
to  see  nor  bear  further  of  his  Lucy  for  some 
hours  or  days  to  come,  so  strict  and  rign 
was  the  guard  set  upon  her  within  doors,  by 
her  old  mother  and  Moreton  of  the  Grange. 
Now,  it  were  more  easy  to  discover  the  per- 
petual motion,  than  to  direct  the  locomotive 
propensities  of  Mr.  Kangelcy  when  once  they 
were  upon  the  more.  He  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  go  to  the  Grange,  to  say  certain  amo- 
rous spteehey  and  to  come  back  again  more 
wise  or  more  happy  than  he  went,  and  in  some 
method  or  manner  the  thing  must  and  should 
be  acrocapibbed  or  performed.      Besides,  to 
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**»  vent  is  the  peculiar  faculty  of  man,  and  to 
I^Joject,  devise,  and  carrj'  into  Hcocnt 
^•hcines  fraught  with  douht  and  danger,  was 
l>art  <if  the  nature  of  Ralph  Rangeley,  the 
genius  of  that  spirit  for  combat  and  contention, 
for  which  he  was  in  no  little  degree  remarkable. 
For  one  instant,  therefore,  he  set  himself  to  the 
labour  of  thought.  Thr  light  of  ii»»j>irjition 
dawned  upon  him;  he  prest nt ly  boOMM  ani- 
mated with  the  will  of  adventure,  and  thus 
delivered  himself  of  the  singular  suggestions 
that  Ux»k  poicirinn  of  his  brain. 

»••  What  say  you,  old  woman  ? "  said  he,  with  a 
lamWnt  Oulc  of  triumph,  and  rubbing  his 
hand*  together  as  if  to  ignite  another  spark  of 
be  pure  impulse,  '•eh,  whar  Myyoo — will  it 
.-  Vim  can  see  the  girl,  and  why  Dot  1- 
into  another  shape,  d'ye  understand  ? 
and  no  one  knows  us  any  more  than  one  egg 
from  another.  Your  cloak,  your  gown  ;  an  ex- 
cellent disguise.  Damme1  I  ••hall  make  a  charm- 
ing gipsy  :  and  hark  hollo  !  we  shall  snare  the 
cunning  as  lie  is.  And  d  'yc  see  it— my 
,  —  my   plot — a  capital   scheme,  upon   my 
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word,  eh     '      tad  a  penetrating  glance  of  in- 
quiry  ended  this  ready  design. 

knd  ye 're  u  queer  'un.  Master  Ralph." 
said  tl>e  woman.  "'  the  funniest  fellow  in  all  the 
vnll. ■;>■•■  abonti  Hut  is  then  honour  in  root  nuv 
be ;  because  if  ye  're  going  to  any  o'  your  mad 
pranks,  why,  let  me  tell  ye!  the  maid  is  ej 
and  decent  to  me.  and " 

"Tiu'  best  little  maiden  here  about,"  cried 
the  comlmst-lile  mitor,  "  and  be  hang'd  to  yon. 
Good  woman,  you  put  ill  into  the  thought*  of 
a  man,  deuce  to  you !  The  pretty  witch,  I  like 
her  too  well.  I  'faith,  a  kiss  and  a  word,  and 
I  '11  be  back  to  you,  a*  sure  as  a  gun." 

"And  ye  're  a  civil  get  ."  said  the  for- 

tune-teller |  "  and  let  any  amongst  us  out  o' 
the  cap-  by  yonder,  for  the  matter  of  bcgi: 
it  o'  ye ;  and  wait  ye  here  a  bit,  and  I  '11  bring 
ye  some  proper  rags  to  cover  ye,  and  uke 
enough  for  the  game  ye  would  lie  at.  A  pretty 
lass,  and  good  luck  t  'yc !  "  and  away  the  old 
vagrant  dejmrted  upon  her  errand. 

This  short  interim  was  employed  by  the  lorer 
in  arranging  love  phrases,  and  in  turning  the 
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ready  sentences  to  some  better  account  in  the 
expression  of  his  hapless  state  of  despondency. 
as  it  was  to  be  depicted  to  Lucy  Mykc.  When 
this  effusion  of  ttUtfenMM  #U  well-nigh  cum- 

»pleted,  and  set  down  word  for  word  to  his  own 
lltiift  rtfrrtTj  then  came  the  next  indispensiblc  re- 
quisite— a  matter  of  deep  cogitation— the  intro- 
duction of  bows,  sighs,  and  softness ;  indeed, 
all  the  namelcs-,    nothings,  and   the  very  pretty 
somethings,   that  go   to  make  up  a  true  and 
well-conducted  courtship.     This  point,  being, 
as  it  is,  the  very  point  of  perfection  in  amorous 
tions,   was    somewhat   too   elevated  for 
Mr.    Ralph,      Therefore,   he  roamed   up   and 
down,  the  phrensy  of  his  genius  at  work  within 
him,  and  straightway  he  select  id  1 1  ic  withered 
trunk  of  a  tree  beside  him  as  the  fit  object  of 
his  incipient  advances  and  of  his  insinuating 
.iIctk'ss.   Before  this,  the  adulatory  salutation 
was  practised  b  fell  lis  positions,  us  well  as  the 
enamoured  twinge  of  cxtasy  and  desperation ; 
then,  bow  after  bow  succeeded,  the  insidious 
smile,  the  persuasive  glance,  the  groan,  and  the 
sigh,    rent  his  bosom,  rolled  in  his  eye,  rlut 
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on  hi*  lip,  and  agitated  his  dwarf  frame 
i  all  the  divers  gesticulation  of  hope  and 
r.  as  the  one  or  the  other  reiijncd  tn- 
»t  in  his  fancy ;  and  there  he  had  hui 
the  knee,  in  the  last  transport  of  tender- 
,  when  a  glimpse  of  the  gipsy- woman  ramb- 
totrards  him,  unhappily,  brain  "tf  the 
Another,  and  more  delightful  impulse 
mam  moved  him  into  action,  and  all  else  wax 
quickly  forgo*  ■ 

In  a  shorter  space  of  time  than  might  appear 
necessary  to  perform   the  finishing  stroke  to  w> 
defiemte  a  toilet,  Rangeley  attired  himself  in  tlte 
garb  of  the  old  gipsy,  and  took  his  path  through 
the  forest,  in  pursuance  of  his  wild  Rhone 
the  Grange.     For  the  first  twenty  yards,  and 
until  he  was  out  of  sight  of  the  abettor  of  the 
mad  freak,  he  wandered  along  with  some  at* 
tempt  to  personify  the  character  he   had  as- 
sumed ;  but  a  hasty  thought  of  his  dear  1. 
all  at  once  intruding  upon  him,  he  became, 
thenceforth,  desperate  with  the  desire  to  be; 
her,  and,  waiving  all  other  considerations  in 
this  one  absorbing  idea,  he   rushed  forward. 
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with  a  resolution  of  purpose  not  a  little  at  va- 
riance with  the  disguise  in  which  he  was  clad. 
The  ample  length  and  breadth  of  hi*  stride, 
the  singular  rapidity  of  his  career,  now  amount- 
ing to  a  kind  of  jog-trot  run.  togi  Mier  with  ■ 
certain  straightforward  motion,  totally  opposed 
to  the  character  and  habits  of  the  roving  gipsy, 
marked  him  out,  at  once,  as  a  being  hitherto 
unknown  amid  the  human  species.  II  is 
garments  were  flying  in  :i  disordered  frcc- 
iwin,  and  in  wild  defiance  of  all  feminine  dis- 
cretion, peculiar  to  him  alone ;  and,  like  tatters 
around  u  scarecrow,  they  fluttered  fitfully  at 
random  to  the  wind,  revealing  his  leg*  md 
boots  below,  his  visage  of  intense  anxiety 
above ;  and  clinging  pertinaciously  to  his  middle 
figure,  the  outward  man  was,  at  every  step 
belied.  It  was  no  wonder  then,  that  when  his 
unlucky  fate  pre-doomed  him  to  encounter 
■  >n  of  the  Grange,  that  it  should  lie  also 
rqnally  inevitable,  that  even  that  abstracted 
individual  should  betray  amazement  and  doubt 
on  beholding  him ;  and  on  the  further  survey 
of   him,    should  resign   himself  to  incontinent 
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laughter  and  to  much  inward  mcriment.  till,  at 
hut,  lie  began  to  surmise  what  strange  union 
of  personage  was  here  met  together,  to  produce 
a  monster  of  such  entire  mirth. 

But  in  vuin  Morctun  called  after  him. 
chuckled  with  infinite  test,  and  called  again ; 
the  most  stentorian  lungs  had  been  here 
ineffectual,  and  no  louder  tlian  zephyr's  whisper, 
so  he  was  not  heard,  neither  was  he  seen,  or 
indeed,  once  remembered  by  the  romantic  ad- 
venturer. Onlv  intent  upon  himself,  he  strug- 
gled, ruthcr  indecorously,  over  every  impedi- 
ment ;  and,  at  length,  incapable  of  resisting  the 
quick  impute,  he  fairly  took  to  his  heels, 
urging  forward,  with  the  vers  impetus  of  speed, 
the  headlong  rapidity  of  infatuation  ;  and  now, 
hurling  himself  vigorously  over  a  five-barred 
gate  that  lay  in  his  progress,  he  finally,  with 
sundry  extraordinary  bounds  and  gambols  of 
delight,  stood  before  the  Grange  to  take  breath, 
and  then,  with  a  ridiculous  alertness  of  action, 
began  to  seek  for  the  next  means  to  make  him- 
self known  to  his  beloved.  But  bappity  for 
him,  the  memory  of  his   disguise   now  came 
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across  him.  and  ft  demure  awkwardness  was  im- 
mediately substituted  in  the  pluee  of  his  lute 
eccentric  advances. 

I       His  first  care  was  to  take  n  scrupulous  view 
of  the  outward  premise*,  that  DO  bidden  enemy 
might  be  nigh  at  hand,  or  any  unwelcome  intru- 
n  be  likely  to  thwart  the  success  of  that 
tender    interview  be   promised    liimself.       Hut 

idng  was  to  be  seen,  save  an  aged  owl  gi 
raering  half  asleep  in  the  ivy-tod  that  hung 
over  the  barn  in  whose  near  vicinity  lie  hud 
taken  up  his  position ;  and  Rangclcy.  rejoicing 
in  his  good  fortune,  strode  instantly  forward  in 
the  direction  of  the  dairy,  where  a  blithe  morn- 
ing song,  as  an  accompaniment  to  the  churn, 
gave  indication  of  inhabitants  within  at  their 
occupation.  He  struck,  therefore,  boldly 
ist  the  entrance.  Rut  here  he  was  defeated, 
wench  who  obeyed  his  summons,  at  the 

sight  of  his  gipsy  garments,  from  whose  pre- 
cincts peered  forth  his  eager  and  vivadous  phy- 
siognomy, garnished  with  beard  and  whiskers 
ippertaining,  suddenly  set  up  a  loud  shriek, 
and  banging  the  door  in  fearful  horror  upon 
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for  the  first  time  since  he  had  worn  the  rai- 
ment, in  some  degree  resembled  the  gipsy 
whom  he  represented. 

"  Is  it  you,  good  mother  ? "  said  she,  "  I 
thought  I  heard  Master  Ralph's  whistle,  for  he 
was  to  come  to  my  master  here  this  morning. 
Have  ye  seen  his  face  as  ye  passed  on  your 
road?  So,  good  morrow  to  him,  he's  up 
with  the  birds  of  the  forest,  or  it  isn  't  him 
indeed." 

*  Seen  him  ?  Aye,  that  have  I,  my  pretty 
maid,"  was  the  answer ;  and,  strange  that  Ralph 
Rangeley  should  have  the  faculty !  but  the  voice 
was  a  most  admirable  mimicry.  "  He  has  the 
handsomest  face  in  the  county,  and  he  strolled 
on  the  way  to  the  Grange ;  but  good  luck  t'  ye, 
Miss  Lucy,  your  fortune  is  a  fair  one  !  Now  let 
me  tell  it  ye,  my  maiden." 

"  Well,  I  do  think  there  is  something  in  it," 
said  the  girl,  relentingly,  "  for  all  o'  ye  say  the 
same  to  me ;  and  sometimes  I  think,  let  come 
of  it  what  may,  I  had  best  be  civil  to  him— 
only  he  has  such  a  tongue,  and  such  ways. 
Well,  to  be  sure,  come  up  the  back  stairs,  and, 
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mind  ye  don't  be   scon,  and    we'll   hear 
rights  of  it  betmtfO  us.  ourselves  and  all  alone. 
Yc  shall  tell  it  to  me  alone.  So  Master  Range- 
Icy  looked  bravely,  did  her" 

"  There  ye  now,'  said  Ralph,  "  I  knew  l»ow 
it  would  be;  he  crossed  mc  for  luck  in  tlie 
wood,  and  1  said  a  kind  word  for  ye,  and  fa 
your  fortunes.  I  know  them,  ye  guess,  and  yc 
shall  have  him;  but  I'll  be  with  you:"  and 
Lucy,  with  a  blithe  laugh,  closed  the  lattice, 
and  Rai  bote  round  to  the  back  of  ihe 

QfHiige,  found  the  door  open,  and  without  DM 
thought  further  leapt  up  the  stairs,  ami  |»u»*d 
to  gain  breath  before  he  entered  the  chamber 
of  fair  Lucy  Myke. 

On  opening  the  door  a  room  of  ample  ex- 
tent was  disclosed  to  the  view,  The  shade  of 
the  very  low  ceiling,  and  the  obscured  daylight 
that  was  admitted  through  tin  ruatifi  casements, 
gave  an  appearance  of  quiet  seclusion  to  it  that 
made  it  admirably  adapted  to  the  purpose  of 
repose  to  which  it  was  evidently  devoted. 
Around  was  the  simple  arrangement  of  requi- 
sites for  such  a  sleeping-chamber  a»  the  good 
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ausekeeper  of  the  Grange  might  be  supposed 
to  inhabit  ;  bat,  on  this  occasion,  in  tin-  middle 
tin'-  wide  apartment,  her  face  beaming  fresh 
the   morning  air,  stood  Lucy  herself.     Her 
ect  were  bare,  and  her  hair  dishevelled,  and 
dress  only  half  arranged  ;  so  great  was  her 
anxiety  to  hear  the  detail  of  that  good  or  ill 
fortune,  which   the   simple  girl   believed  must 
itably  come  to  pass  when  once  it  was  re- 
cited  to  her.     At  tin-  tom  of  the  adventure, 
Rangeley   almost  wished   that   he   had  never 
come  upon  M  wild  an  expedition.   His  delight, 
however,  at  the  sight  of  hi.N  mistress,  as  quickly 
dispelled  all  regret,  and  put  an  end  at  once  to 
all  further  idea  of  repentance. 

"There,  sit  ye  down,  gnod  woman!"  said 
she,  "  while  1  twine  up  my  hair,  for  the  master 
may  want  me ;  and  yes,  I  had  bettor  put  my 
stockings  on."  So  the  little  maid  sat  down  to 
array  herself  with  the  alacrity  most  natural  to 
her;  and  Rangeley.  caught  in  this  strange 
catastrophe,  between  laughter  and  distress, 
turned  away  to  the  lattice,  and  kicking  his 
Is  in  this  woful  plight  of  smothered  hut- 
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riment,  he  as  a  finishing  stroke  to  his  dilemma, 
began,  and  again  renewed  his  accustomed 
whistle. 

«  Well,  listen  !  "  exclaimed   Lucy,  •  I  never 
hcnnl  the  like  of  that  !     It's  as  like  him  as  Uir 

fee  of  two   linnets,   God  bless    him!     And 
then  what  a  gentleman   DC   i  -ingsand 

dances  with  the  hext  of  them.  Come,  tn 
again,  it  makes  my  heart  leap  to  hear  it :  eh  \  me, 
if  I  could  but  believe  him  '  Yes,  it  "s  himself 
sure  ennuijh : '"  and  as  the  girl  arranged  h« 
wild  curling  locks,  Rangclcy  ventured  glance 
after  glance,  until,  fairly  bewildered  in  the  ccs- 
tacy  of  his  love  for  her,  he  sunk  down  on  the 
window  seat  forgetful  of  aught  else  but  one 
fact,  that  he  was  in  the  presence  of  the  maiden. 
The  flashes  and  fitful  changes  of  this  excite- 
ment chased  one  another  over  and  over  hi* 
visage,  so  that,  had  not  his  person  shaded  the 
intruding  sunlight,  he  must  have  been,  by  the 
fiery  looks  emitted  through  his  gaze,  long  be- 
fore this,  recognised,  and,  perhaps,  driven  from 
this  hard-earned  happiness.  As  it  was.  I. 
on  whose  mind  the  silence  of  the  supposed 
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as  a  kind  of  aweful  prelude  to  fur- 
oos  communications,  began  really 
ier  audacity,  and  to  fear  the  discln- 
I  future  facta  that  she  had  nought, 
•ly,  to  have  revealed  to  her,  and 

now  undoubtedly  ui>out  to  be,  in 
irror,   developed.      She    began    to 

look  around  her  suspiciously,  to 
ir,  to  hesitate ;  and,  at  last,  in  ab- 
,  of  withdrawing  herself  from  tlir 

slip  buklly  advanced  towards  him. 
hand  into  his,  and  awaited  the 
rere  to  decide  her  fate.  Rangcley 
ith  energy,  and  sat  gazing  upon  it, 
por  of  joy,  when,  feeling  it  nece.i- 

something,  he  began  to  mumble, 
■  incoherence,  an  unheard  rhap- 
loving  of  his  lips,  and  this  wild 
trance,  adding  doubly  to  the  ter- 
rilderment  of  Lucy.  At  last,  be 
,  that  he  had  determined  never  to 
snge  until  he  bud  won  from  her 
.»ssion  of  her  love  for  liim,  and  to 
ioleful  cadence,  he  thua  began  : 
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-  Yon  ant  whispered  he ;  "  uit 

bta  have  told  it  to  tnc  ;  there   is  no  dei.trng 
it-     Yon  «*e  iu  love— eh,  Lu< •• 

~  Pvrhap*   I  am,"  amwered  I  BJAfi 

*-  and  wbnts  the  harm  of  it  ■   We  can  uiOy  Wn 
once,  food  mother,  and    once    in  m 
tWrr '»  ill  in  it,  it 's  more  than  1  la 

-  Ton  lore  a  man,"  mid  Ralph,  after  a  rot- 
lancbair  pause,  "  and  am:  .  wliu  low 

too;  d'ye  bear : — a  man  who  Ions  you." 

■  Ob,  does   he  ig  and 

braghing  io  a  breath ;  "  say  that  again,  good 
cauther'    And  bow  do  you  know 

~  He  Bother  eats,  sleep*,    drinks,   wake*. 
moves,  breathes,  or  exists,   like   any  one  cue, 
and  never  will,"  was  the  profound  answer. 
"  L«ird  lovr  him. "  cried   Lucy,   now  off 
guard.  ••  of  course  1  admire  d— if 

thought  he  loved  me,  and  meant  me  k 
wooid  not  mind  telling  biro—  hut  then, 'an 
makes  game  of  me !     It's  what  I  can't  do." 

•'  The   initials  of  his  nunic   arc   U.  It"  said 
Ralph,  glo-  and  n  is  revealed  that  you 


lore   him  desperately— madly ;    with  all 
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heart  and  soul ;  can't  live  without  him ;  think 
of  him  all  day ;  dream  and  weep  about  him  at 
night ;  that  you  are  oat  of  your  mind  wrth  the 
bMght  of  him." 

"-"Aftd  that's  true,"  cried  the  girl,'  "'every 
iron*  of  k.  I  lore  him  truly,  dearly  tore  him  : 
he'a  all  the  world  to  me;  but  he  is  rich,  and  I 
am  poor. 

a  Then  the  fates  have  told  me  right! "  mum- 
bled the  gipsy,  "  and  I  have  not  been  de- 
ceived.    You  do,  then — you  do  love  him  ? " 

"  With  all  my  heart  and  soul ! "  exclaimed 
the  girl,  clasping  her  hands  fervently,  and  the 
gipsy's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her.  Lucy  gazed 
wildly  on  the  face,  and  was  presently  folded 
with  well-known  energy  to  his  bosom.  Some- 
thing between  a  shriek  of  terror  and  the  laugh- 
ter of  mirth  broke  from  her,  and  pale  and 
cold  she  fell  down  upon  her  knees  before  him. 
"Oh,  dear  Ralph!"  she  faltered,  as  she  im- 
ploringly embraced  him,  "  indeed,  indeed,  I 
am  modest  and  good !  And  can  ye  be  so  cruel  ? 
'Why  should  you  seek  to  make  me  the  shame 
of  the  village,  and  break  my  heart—only  for 
f  2 
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fault  of  loving  you  1      But  *ay.  this  is  0 
h  gainc  now." 

"  Tin*-  devil's  in  it."  cried  Range  ley :  ■  wlmt 
have  I  il 0*90  J  1  mean  ye  no  injury;  God 
forbid,  my  dear  c^irl !"  But  at  this  word,  More- 
ton  Mrudc  into  the  apartment.  \\  ith  on* 
hand  he  threw  Rangclcy  away,  and  with  thr 
other  lie  supported  Lucy  Mykc.  lie  glance*) 
nild  reprehension  upon  them  both  ;  ain' 
mute  pause  that  ensued,  he  seemed  to  be 
judging  of  tin-  inKivivv,  that  hud  passed  be- 
tween them,  by  tin-  pt-rusul  of  their  separate 
department,    and   the  srj  mv   of  their 

looks.    The  agitation  of  Lucy,  md  the  distres* 

of  the  unfortunate  Kalpl,,    left    hiui,    how> 
in  as  great  doubt  ns  ever  as  to  the  design  of 
liangcley  in  coming  there. 

"  Take  care,  ruftian !  take  cure,''  h«  now  mut- 
tered in  fierce  composure,  "  or  by  yon  figM  m 
heaven,  I  shall  dip  my  linnds  in  your  blood.  Is 
each  event  of  our  little  life  but  to  show  the 
lishness  of  this  human  nature  ?  il  love  even 
not  to  be  exempt  from  infamy  ?  the  brightest 
virtue  not  without  its  blemish  :   Weak  human 


creatures !  cowards  that  we  arc !  since  even  our 
best  philosophy  may  mock  us,  and  cheat  us 
then  it  will.  But,  JfODOg  man,  I  thought  hotter 

of  tuu.     Is  innocence  worthy  only  this  base 

treatment  ?     Begone,  sir,  begun. 
*•  Wliy,  my  i.ld  )>«y,"  cried  Knrigeley.  in  Jiis 

turn,  "  what  would  you  have  ?     The  dear  girl 

acknowledge)!  she  lores  me:   and  now  I  want 

BO  marry  her.'' 

"  Let   inc   tell    you,    Master   Ralph."   said 

Lucy,  now  somewhat  re-assured,  "  let  me  say, 

I  sir,  that  1  never  will  have  you  after  all  j 
unkindness  to  me.  No,  no ;  the  man  I  marry 
shall,  at  least.  Wiped  BWj  which  is  more  than 
you  do  :"  and  breaking  into  a  natural  passion  of 
tears,  the  rustic  drew  aside  and  pave  vent  to 
her  grit-f. 
-  The   fori  is  an   honest  girl,"   interrupted 

IMoreton  ;  "  and  you,  Mr.  Kangeley,  have  learnt 
a  leaaon  from  your  folly.  When  you  have  more 
to  say,  remember,  that  I  am  the  only  person 
whom  you  can,  for  the  future,  address, 
way  ia  before  you.  And  the  same  spirit  >if 
guilt  and  sin,"  he  continued,  in  the  way  of  an 
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apostrophe  to  hinwrtf,  "  the  same  spirit  inha- 
as  ail  asr*  and  all  time ;  and  selfishness,  whe- 
ther it  be  in  the  garb  of  intellect  or  folly,  has 
Hill  no  other  name.  And  so  we  blight  the 
hopes  of  one  another,  or  east  away  our  own 
hears  &>  he  the  passing  prey  of  time,  then 
wvepi  and  blame,  and  falsify  great  nature.  But 
ao:  man  is  to  himself  his  greatest  enemy;  or 
if  thert  be  another,  it  is  man  to  man:  yet, 
peace — peace,  is  the  watchword  still  amongst 
there-  But.  Rangeley,  sir,  there  is  the  door! " 
Rancetey  made  an  effort  at  expostulation, 
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female  garments,  now  clinging  in  sympathy 
his  frame;  his  arms  folded  in  a  true  lover's 
knot,  looping  np  his  ragged  attire  beyond  his 
knees,  now  too  fully  displaying  the  incmcacy 
his  inventive    pOWWl  in  concealing  the  nether 
frame  i>f  man  with  which  nature  had  invested 
him ;  all  this  was  strong  demonstration  of  Inn 
woful  plight.       But  when  hi*  bonnet,  agitated 
by  the  wind,  was   blown    Iwiekward   from   hil 
!  visage;   when  he  began  to  wield  Win 
aloft,  in  flourishing  action,  expressive  nl 
his  impatience  of  fate;  the  ridiculous  contrast 
'•intnl  tigure  and  singular  raiment  be- 
c  irresistible,  ami  Moreton  afforded  him  a 
y  laugh,  as  he  watched  him  roam  away  in 
i<-  distance.     But  this  was  not  the  ending  of 
his  woes ;  a  period  of  time  was  now  doomed  to 
intervene  in  this  extraordinary  courtship,  which 
Quid  certainly  have  wearied  out  any  less  de- 
nted admirer  than  the  redoubted  Kangclcy. 
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CHAPTKU.  V. 

A  «lj  «nd  coosUwt  knave,  not  to  be  ibaJccd. 

On  his  return  to  Fairlawn,  after  his  interriew 
with  Mon-ton  of  the  Grange,  Horace  Freeing 
set  himself  strenuously  to  work  to  rind  out  the 
posxihle  causes  of  his  long  and  unhappy  attach- 
ment to  Mis*  Maravel.  With  no  promises, 
no  hopes,  no  prospect  or  possibility  of  hb 
wishes  being  successful,  he  still  loved  on,  with 
nil  the  glorious  daring,  and  rash  want  of  fore- 
sight, for  which  the  passion  is  remarkahlr. 
While  he  wondered  how  it  could  he.  he  felt  it 
was  so;  and  while  lie  reprehended  the  foil;, 
yielded  to  it.  It  was,  perhaps,  too  mur! 
expect  that,  though  he  denied  and  forswore 
idl  outward  demonstration  of  the  truth,  he 
should  also  give  up  the  secret  pleasure  of 
dreaming  of,   and    indulging  in    memories  of 
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her,  and  that  he  should  cast  out  for  ever  from 

hi*  thoughts  the  image  that  pleased  while 

tormented  turn.     From  this  he  recurred  to  Ifaj 

hint  thrown  out  by  Morcton  about  his  sister 

and    Huntley,   and   to    the    supposition   that 

II   b.h  lie  were  not   M  l)lind  It  they 

ht  please    to   appear.     But   vain  were  his 

desi  bring  tin'  thing  about,"  as  j>eople 

amy;  be  was  aware  that  women  are  best  suited 

for  such  things,  and  he  had  hitherto  wisely  left 

0  htm  Frwjling  to  accomplish.    For  two 

years  the  reserved  man  of  letters  had  paid  his 

court,  in  his  own  approved  style,  to  the 

of  Fairlawn  ;    but,   ineffectual  were  all 

attempts  to  extort  any  acknowledgment  in  full 

of  his  intentions  ;  on  this  point  the  tutor  was 

inexorable,      lie  knew  himself  to  be,  oft  times. 

and  at  no  stated  periods,  in  strange  bewildcr- 

t,  ami  singular  deficiency  of  the  reasoning 

faculty  ;  but,  beyond  this,  he    had    never   been 

to  come  to  the  true  facts  of  the  case ;  or, 

indeed,  to  draw  out  either  arguments  or  arrange 

premises  wherein  to  take  up  his  position,  and 

enter   into   a  love    controversy  for    his  own 

r  5 
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especial  benefit.  At  the  same  time,  his  cus- 
nry  abstractions  of  thought  were  often 
broken  in  upon,  not  only  by  the  real  substance 
in  tlu-  veritable  form  of  the  lady  herself,  but" 
in  her  absence,  a  visionary  likeness  as  often 
lilk'd  up  the  vacancy  uf  reverie  to  which  the 
studious  nian  was  a  too  willing  votary.  The 
frequent  absence   of   Freeling.    hi  his 

long  matin  pilgrimages,  were  all  found  unavail- 
ing, for  though   opportunities   of  cxplanr«' 
wen?  numerous,  they  were  all  nnd  repeatedly 
neglected.      The    pre  i    of    the    living 

before  mentioned  was  attributed  to  the  friend- 
ship of  Mr.  Horace,  and  a  continued  theme  of 
discourse  to  the  sister ;  but  beyond  it  the  tutor 
never  presumed. 

On  the  very  day  that  tin-  events  detailed  in 
the  last  chapter  took  place,  the  young  heiress 
ins  seated  on  the  terrace,  and  her  brother  and 
1 1  untlcy  strolling  up  and  down  with  a  favourite 
dog,  given  to  Frerling  by  Colonel  Muravel,  and 
an  ancient  pet  of  the  gentle  Constance. 

"It  appears   strange,  my  friend    Nun' 
said  the  patron  to  his  tutor  jocularly,  "that 
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with  all  your  erudition,  your  profound  know- 
ledge of  such  languages  as  breathe  of  love,  tliat 
you  should  be  so  little  u  woman**  man,  so 

I  sensible!  My  iev  feUoWj  I  <.in't  help  think- 
ing a  wife  would  make  you  happier— what  say 
"A  wife,  Mr.  Horace!"  exclaimed  the  tutor. 
"  a  thing  i  never  ilreamt  of:  for  one  who  is  rich 
it  is  a  pretty  bauble,  for  such  as  I,  out  of  (he 
question.  Doubtless  there  are  passages  that 
flight  be  applied,  and  not  inaptly— extracts  from 
modern  anil  nneient  works— in  the  favour  of 
woman ;  but  such  graces  of  learning,  Mr. 
Horace,  are  of  little  avail  to  one  like  myself." 

"Why,  man!"  returned  the  other,  "if  you 
never  court  you  can  nerer  expect  to  be  courted; 
but  a  man  of  your  invention,  surely  you  need 
not  want  word*  to  exj  V  affection." 

••  Supposing  I  had  any  to  express,"  retorted 
the  man  of  learning,  "  undoubtedly  terms  might 
be  found.     But  women,  very  pretty  and  child- 

Ilike  creatures,  are  caught  by  something  uiuir 
titan  that  rain  knowledge  of  which  they  know 
nothing." 
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♦*  Huntley,  you  may  *«•  •ine,"  said  Frcelinir, 
kindly.  "  but  you  know  nothing  of  such  things. 
Women  are  taught  by  nothing  in  particular; 
they  love  ivliui  tiny  love,  without  much  debate 
upon  it,  as  you  or  1  do.  So,  my  tutor,  if  a 
I  wing  could  bo  found  to  love  you.  what  would 
you  say 

"In  truth,  you  we  good,"  raid  the  tutor. 
"yiiu  arc  very  good;  but  Mr.  Horace,  you 
young  j;ullants  are  full  of  mirth,  ami  ninke  your 
merriment  from  old  i  may  be 

forgiven.  It  in  not  likely.  Here  are  coarse 
country  lasses  by  the  dozen,  and,  air,  your 
honourable  sister.  Nay,  you  may  have  your 
mirth,  you  arc  welcome  to  it." 

-  The  rectory  will  want  a  kousekeeper,"  said 
the  young  heir,  "and  eagle  eyes  and  raven  curb. 
— a  majestic  figure — might  not  ill  become 
hut  uf  my  sister,  do  you  hear,  Huntley'-     She 
baa  a  heart  like  others  of  her  M 

"  Your  nobh-  litter,  :.ir."  rried  the  astonished 
tutor,  ■  will  seek  that  rank,  distioetion,  wealth. 
which  best  liefit*  het  station.  My  humble 
admiration,  and  fervent  respect,  in  justice  to 
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yiiur  gmkllWMj  Mr.  Horace,  is  all  my  station 
authorises.  Yuuog  gentleman,  my  humility 
<ls  it — my  honour  als< 
"My  pood  Huntley."  said  the  young  lic-ir, 
,;  you  »ce  the  way  before  you.  There  is  my 
sister:  if  you  can  win  licr.  which. to  my  thoughts, 
is  not  quite  hopeli  1 1 uve  my  will."    With 

thin  lie  led  liim  towards  the  object  of  his  con- 
versation, whispering,  "  Learn  to  woo."  The 
tutor  muttered  his  thanks  in  strange  bewilder- 
ment, and  tumbled  onwards  towards  the  lieir- 
Fs.  TImv  were,  however,  interrupted  by  the 
llowing  words  : 
••  Ah,  lady,"  said  the  voice  of  our  old  fortune- 
t  filer,  as  she  approached,  "  you  may  well  be 
sitting  there,  and  here  comes  one  who  loves 
me  something  for  luck,  and  let  me 

■  tell  you  something  more.'* 
"Tell  ni!  tried  the  gay  young  heiress, 

smiling,  '•  who  is  to  Ixr  my  husband,  when  my 
marriage  is  to  be,  and  you  shall  have  what  it  is 
wor 

Your  husband  is  by  your  side,  madam," 
the  woman,  '*  you  may  have  him  when  he 


PIERCE  KM. i  ON 


asks  you :  the  time  shall  corae  for  it.   But  come 
down,  toy  sweet  lady,  and  let  me  whisper  yon." 
■•There,  Mr  Huntley,"  cried  she,  "do  you 
lieaf  wl  I  I — thai  y<>u  are  to  lie  my  hus- 

ImikI,    and    1    don't    know    what   else    besides? 
Shall  1  hear  the  rest,  or  trill  yon  U J 

MTlic  profane  and  cabalistic  seiemv  of  pro] 
cy,"  returned  tlie  tutor  in  some  confusion, 
tal8M  i  lie  oracles  of  the  ancients,  ban  been 
credited  from  time  immemorial,  and  in  all  ages 
the  enlightenment  of  reason  has  shewn  us 
the  falsehood  of  the  theory.  The  woman, 
madam,  perceives  my  very  profound  venera- 
tion of  you,  and  takes  advantage  of  your  siro- 
pli.-il;.. " 

••  Oh,  terrible,"  exclaimed  she,  laughingly,  "u 
think  that  some  can,  and  otlicrs  cannot,  take 
advantage  even  of  their  little  knowledge! "and 
inning  to  the  woman,  .she  heard  her  run  ovw 
her  other  predictions,  and  making  her  a  pre- 
sent, was  departing  when  her  brother  joined 
them.  The  woman,  who  waB  evidently  highly 
ried  with  the  generosity  of  the  lady,  and  as 
much   offended  with  the  jocular  deportment  of 
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Freeling  as  ho  again  held  out  his  hand  to  her. 
gased  deeply  upon  it. 

-  V.>u  smile,  sir,"  Mid  she;  "  a  month  or  two 
of  your  days  are  seen,  but  the  rest,  an  I  have 
told  you,  is  dark!''  and  passing  on  b  muttering 
anger,  the  woman  wandered  awny.  Miss  Free- 
ling, terrified,  hastily  returned  to  the  terrace, 
while  Horace,  an  he  In-held  the  tutor  about  to 
oommenoe  with  some  awkwardness  his  court- 
ship, called  his  dog,  and  bounding  over  the 
nearest  fence,  ml  gone  in  an  instant  from 
Fairlnwn,  leaving  Huntley  and  his  sister  »<> 
themselves. 

"In  reference,  Miss  Freeling," said  Huntley, 
at  length,  after  deep  consideration,  Mto  your 
allusions  this  morning  to  the  powers  of  the 
English  language,  it  may  be  said,  that  the  ver- 
nacular tongue  of  every  nation  will  be  seldom 
found  deficient  in  the  expression  of  sentiments 
that  are  native  to  us.  Habit.  and  association 
ghre  it  a  vigour  and  a  strength  beyond  all  ac- 
quired dialect,  for  what  the  heart  approves,  the 
mind  will  think  beautiful;  it  is  an  instinctive 
sympathy  between  the  two.     You  will  find  all 
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sweet  sounds  vary  in  their  effect,  according  to 
the  temperament  or  tuste  of  the  listener." 

This  vawtitfaqtaKJ  WporiHoa  was  delirered 
by  Huntley,  as  if  the  words  dropt  from  the  ur- 
i^ans  of  speech  without  the  least  connexion 
with  the  brain  from  which  they  emanated.  It 
was  in  truth,  so  many  inefficient  attempts  at 
delineation,  only  breathed  forth  as  nit  excuse 
for  making  the  lady  an  object  of  his  visual  con- 
templation. At  ii  |  omrlu-i  ii.  the  tutor  began 
to  suspect  thai  it  Bounded  very  much  like 
nonsense,  and  forthwith  turned  his  wandering 
regards  upon  the  lady's  work,  which  uncon- 
sciously he  held  in  his  hand.  Miss  Freeling 
continued  the  discourse. 

"It  is  doubtless  true,  what  you  say;  for  music 
that  touches  trie-  deeply,  seems  to  you  like  the 
voice  you  were  speaking  of  that  came  from 
Memnon's  statue — only  to  be  to  you  a  matter 
of  inquiry;  something  that  awakens  disi 
sion  rather  than  emotion ;  that  seems  to  be 
matter  of  contemplation  rather  than  food  for 
passion  and  delight.  ' 

"  Permit  me,  madam,"  said  Huntley,  *«to  sug- 
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jest  thmt  the  tones  that  break  from  an  instru- 
ment touched  by  you,  gifted  with  king 
akin  to  inspiration — Mich  sounds  »re  doubt  I 
a  matter  of  research ;  to  trace  the  origin,  whether 
proceeding  from  the  soul,  or  the  rare  sweetness 
of  themind  give  birth  to  them," — and  Huntley, 
wrapt  in  one  of  his  unaccountable  obscura- 
tions of  the  mental  faculty,  ceased  once  more 
to  speak. 

••  Upon  my  word."  cried  the  gay  young  lady, 
cry  pretty  and  strange  method  of  compli- 
it!    Why.  Mr.  Huntley,  **  shall  next  meta- 
morphose you  into  an  accomplished  suitor!" 

"  You  hit  the  expression  exactly,"  murmur- 
ed the  learned  man,  in  sad  confusion,  "it  is 
what  I  am  moat  anxious  to  become — your  ser- 
vant:—for,  indeed,  as  some  writer  suggests,  the 
that  hugs  his  chains  is,  madam,  as  you 
perceive,  happy  as  a  freeman!"  and  here,  the 
^rciit  reader  no  longer  speaking  upon  books,  or 
denied  the  use  of  them,  halted,  as  the  beggar 
Who  had  lost  his  only  crutch. 

••Hold  this  netting-needle,  if  you  please.  Mr. 
M.mtlcy."  Mid  the  young  ludy;  "the  purse  is  for 
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you,  and  my  labour  will  be  spoilt.    Why.  IjU-m 

you  have  ruined  my  work — tumbled  and 

cruui].:.  ,1    i!    in    pMMP — and    Heavens!    Mr. 

Huntley— why,  you  have  destroyed  the  purse!" 

••  A  thongnnd  pardons,"  cried  the  lost  I 
"hut  you  see,  madam, a  storm  is  approaching— 
a  dimness  of  the  air  affcct.s  me.     A    curious 
dissertation  on  the  atmosphere,  as  connected 
with  the  heart  and  the  senses,  might  he  written." 

••  A    dissertation  on  the    heart,"    said    the 
young  lady,  mischievously ;  "  it  would  In 
pretty  subject.   Kather  abstruse.!  hODgfa,  to  yon. 
Mr.  Huntley:  something  almost  tiuknov 

'•  Your  pardon.  |  gasj>ed  the  tutor, 

"my  ignorance  it  not  so  great.    The  sight  of 

you,  madam,  has  revealed  tin-  entire  KM 

The  heiress  smiled,  and  injustice  to  the  cha- 
racter of  Huntley  we  must  conceal  the  rest. 
As  he  followed  her  to  the  Iiousc,  a  mixture 
learned  jargon  and  native  affection,  confuHu'i 
an<]  pcrs|iirui"y,  tali-ut  anil  folly,  brightness  and 
obscurity,  gave  some  explanation  of  his  senti- 
mentaj  and  on  the  return  of  the  brother,  the) 
were  on  such  amicable  footing  with  each  other. 
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a  promd  the  young  heir's  words  had  been  of 

nme  benefit 

In  the  meantime,  we  DUIt  follow  our  friend 
Freeling  on  his  ramble.  With  his  dog  for  his 
only  company,  he  went  forward  at  a  pace  that 
sufficiently  shewed  that  the  amusement  of  his 
time  was  all  that  he  promised  himself  in  the 
stroll  that  he  was  about  to  take.  His  pensive 
mood  was  only  interrupted  by  the  low  whistle 
with  which  he,  every  now  and  then,  reprehend- 
ed the  wandering  propensities  and  dilatory 
habits  of  his  canine  friend,  who  at  such  intima- 
tions, would  bound  before  his  master,  or  fawn 
and  fondle  for  the  word  and  motion  of  encou- 
ragement, due  to  his  quick  return  and  dutiful 
submission.  It  is  not  our  intention  to  follow 
them  in  their  route,  or  to  explain  why  or  where- 
fore, or  by  vbat  chance  or  design  they  both 
wer  Oghj  that  the   young  heir 

was  found  wandering  an  hour  after,  in  the  out- 
skirts of  Nun's  Prion-,  and  indulging  himself 
a  memory  drawn  from  the  purest  of  all 
sources,  the  days  of  his  childhood.  The  rain 
falling  around  him,  warned  him  to  retire  to  the 
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nearest  shelter,  ami  broke  this  charming  illu- 
sion. He  looked  about  him  in  all  direction*, 
but  nothing  save  trees  and  ample  wrdure  met 
his  tight ;  and  he  was  about  to  put  up  with 
i Ik-  inconvenience,  and  submit  to  a  thorough 
drenching,  wlic-i.  m  the  distance,  the  ruined 
tower,  once  before  mentioned  In  this  history, 
promised  him  a  haven  of  security  against  the 
rain,  thunder,  and  lightning  that  threatened 
htm,  and  now  broke  their  way  in  B]M 

that  surrounded  him.  With  active  energy  he 
hastened  forward,  his  dog  serving  as  a  courier 
to  his  less  active  master;  but,  on  approaching 
the  edifice,  that  trusty  delegate  announced  by 
sundry  bark  .  and  other  evident  signs, 

that  all  was  not  as  it  should  he,  and  the  sud- 
den i jeetion  of  n  stone  from  some  unknown 
part  of  the  building,  sent  him  limping  and 
whining  back  to  the  feet  of  his  master. 
Horace,  who  had  scarce  noticed  his  emissary's 
reception,  still  pressed  forward,  in  defiance  of 
this  seeming  opposition  to  his  further  advance. 
On  arriving  nt  the  door,  no  bolt  or  bar  obstruct- 
ed him,  but  that  which  after  much  expendi- 
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ture  of  bodily  strength,  and  a  long  .struggle  for 
muscular  superiority,  proved  to  be  an  ami  no 
leas  powerful  than  his  own  to  contend  his  en- 
trance into  the  place.  He  looked  upwards,  aa 
if  to  inquire  the  meaning  of  such  unusual  ap- 
liearances,  but  no  object  was  seen,  or  sound 
heard  that  might  explain  the  mystery.  His 
first  idea  was,  that  some  inhabitant  of  the 
Prior)-  excluded  him  from  mere  wanton  and 
malicious  pleasure  at  his  discomfiture ;  but  the 
riolent  beating  of  the  nun,  with  other  symp- 
toms of  Uie  time,  quickly  obliterated  the 
:ght,  and  rendered  him  more  inquisitive 
than  ever  to  know  who  it  might  be  that  dared 
deny  him  so  common  a  hospitality:  and,  that 
there  was  some  secret  in  it,  and  that  he  would 
fathom  it,  was  the  determined  conclusion  that 
ended  all  his  doubts.  To  be  sure,  to  the  Priory 
he  might  go,  and  it  was  not  far  distant,  but 
there  he  would  encounter  what  was  to  him  far 
more  hurtful  than  the  storm,  or  any  thing  in 
the  world  beside,  and  this  was  the  sight  of  that 
amiable  being  whom  he  was  compelled  in  jus- 
tice to  himself  to  forget,  if  such  philosophy  might 
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now  avail  him.  Besides,  his  cariosity  was  excited 
to  know  the  person  who  thus  dared  to  I 
die  spot,  not  only  to  his  detriment,  but  in  defi- 
ance, as  it  would  appear,  both  of  his  strength 
and  courage ;  whatever  other  right  that, 
chums  of  intimacy  with  the  family,  he 
have  in  such  convenient  .shelter  as  it  would 
afford  him.  ile  wan  on  the  alert  to  make  thi* 
discovery,  and  being  now  more  than  half  wet 
through,  he  quickly  came  to  his  resolution 
upon  this  point.  Having  silenced  the  voci- 
ferous barking  of  his  companion,  who  now  be- 
gan in  his  very  loudest  key  a  fresh  assault 
upon  the  inmates  of  the  ruin,  and  having  mo- 
tioned him  to  take  up  his  temporary  sojourn 
beneath  an  overhanging  buttress  that  was  near, 
he  crept  silently  round  the  tower  to  find  some 
opening  bent  adapted  to  favour  his  design. 
The  ruin,  which  was  the  last  wreck 
building  both  strong  and  extensive  that  once 
stood  upon  the  site,  had  l>ecn  by  every  occu- 
pant of  the  Priory,  carefully  preserved  from 
the  further  dilapidation  of  time ;  not  only  be- 
cause it   formed   the  principal   beauty  of 
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scene  around  it,  and  from  its  romantic  situation 
and  time-worn  decay  contrasted  admirably 
with  the  more  ]■  I    poind  of  the  land- 

scape ;  hut  liecsiu.se  also,  it  in  reality  consisted 
of  some  two  or  three  apartments,  that  in  sum- 

Ewcre  tilted  for  the  occasional  Met  of  plea- 
,in  the  way  of  reading,  drawing,  and  other 
sements;  and  the  ground-floor,  moreover, 

being  totally  weatherproof,  consisted  of  a 
handsome  billiard-room,  where  the  Colonel, 
when  at  the  Prion-,  spent  the  better  half  of 
his  time. 

The  windows,  or  rather  loopholes,  of  this 
lower  room,  which  had  been  const nn-tcil  with 
the  intention  of  letting  in  the  light,  without 
detracting  from  the  picturesque  effect  of  the 
building  by  any  innovation  upon  its  original 
plan,  or  present  antique  appearance,  were  so 

■  irregularly  situated,  and  so  various  in  construc- 
tion as  to  forbid  all  hopes  of  entrance  through 
them.  The  ivy,  and  other  Cite  ping  plants, 
that  hung  in  tattered  and  clustering  verdure 
about  its  sides,  would  give  no  substantial  sup- 
port to  aid  the  limbs  that   might  attempt  to 
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■Kami  its  nnnans  height,  ar  caanb  its  moulder- 
iac  waBs.  TtoM  Rwfa|  kaww,  and  therefore 
began  his  operations  by  taking  aarcok  till  he 
caaae  to  a  mmnr  break  in  the  wall,  through 
which,  with  considerable  cbfiwdty,  aad  by  the 
exercise  of  some  ■— si  exertion,  be  was  ena> 
Med  to  force  a  passage.  Has  obstacle  once 
over,  be  entered  into  a  dose  inspection  of  the 
snail  space  he  now  occupied:  bat  as  far  as  the 
dun  hgbt  would  reral  to  aim.  no  great  encou- 
ragement was  held  obi  to  his  farther  progress. 
He  foand  himsHf  inclosed  between  two  walls, 
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voices  goaded  I  i  freah  activity.  :md  re- 

newed not  oiih  nagc  l»ut    his  curiositr. 

He  recalled,  with  the  quick  impulse  of  thought, 
the  localities  of  the  ground  lie  stood  upon,  and 
as  the  rain  had  been  one  of  the  huunta  of  his 
boyhood,  he,  in  a  ■>M'l,ftT  space  of  time  than  it 
take*  to  tell  it,  drew  out  a  plait  that  explained, 
to  his  infinite  satisfaction,  the  whole  peculiar- 
ities of  each  difficulty  he  mutt  encounter  be- 
fore he  might  come  to  his  journey's  end. 
When  til  was  arranged,  he  groped  his  way 
along  the  narrow  defile  l>etween  the  two  walls, 
till  he  came  to  a  winding  and  broken  staircase, 
that  cracked  and  trembled  at  the  quick  touch  of 
the  foot  dial  scaled  it ;  and  up  the  first  steps 
■lulled,  his  strength  and  agility  supplying 
auch  as  decay  and  the  certain 

ss  of  time  shall  never  fail  to  make.  The 
ighcr  he  mounted  the  more  unstable  was  his 
,  and  uncertain  his  safety,  for  be  was 
pellcd  to  cling  with  tenacity  to  the  crum- 
bling ruins  around  him,  and  exert  all  his  ener- 
gies and  push  forwards;  for  more  than  once 
the  tottering  fragment  on  which  be  rested,  agi- 
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istcd  aa  well  by  his  motion,  and  loosened  by 
rain  that  hud  full* ■  I  headlong  down, 

leaving  him  to  grasp  at  the  nearest  thing  for 
support  and  while  it  warned  him  of  his  recent 
danger,  it  forbade  all  hopes  of  his  descent  by  the 
wune  way  he  had  taken,  and  urged  him  pro- 
etii  dh  to  hasten  forward  without  delay. 
By  this  time  he  began  to  repent  his  attempt  at 
foolish;  and  yet,  at  a  glimpse  Of  (ha  In-aniing 
sun  which  shewed  him  as  near  his  destination, 
lie  again  laughed  at  the  ei  >  lie  had  un- 

dertaken ;  and  leaping  over  the  last  imp 
he  perceived  that  he  was  at  the  topmost  point 
of  the  t1ii;ht  of  stairs,  and  standing  iu  the  open 
;iir.  u  mass  of  mini  around  him,  where  the  ivy 
twined  fantastically  and  knotted,  and  almost 
seemed  to  hold  the  decaying  wrecks  togetlier: 
while  the  unclouded  sky  was  above  him,  and  all 
country  afar  glittering  with  new  fallen  rains 
and  bright  with  reviving  verdure.  He  was  for 
a  moment  lost  in  ddigulj  till  growing  fearful  of 
the  escape  of  those  he  sou-lit,  with  an  elastic 
spring  he  bounded  into  a  more  solid  and  mas- 
sive portion  of  the  building,  and  entering  by 
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the  nearest  aperture,  after  a  few  extraordinary 
attempts,  and  the  riddance  of  sundry  ruinous 
obstacles  to  lii*  ail  BBOBj  be  made  his  way  into 
a  dilapidated  chaml>er,  now  Qon verted  into  a 
d  of  tool-house;  and.  from  thence  descend- 
ing with  rapidity  and  silence,  ilie  mure  mo- 
dern and  inner  staircase  of  the  tmver,  he 
aearthed  every  nook  in  his  onward  progress, 
and  was  about  to  explore  almost  the  last  refuge 
left  to  the  hidden  inmates,  when  the  sound  of 
voices  in  OQe  of  the  upper  apartments  delayed 

»lns  further  approach,  and  induced  him  to  listen 
if  he  might  recognise  the  persons,  who,  it  ap- 
peared, were  involved  in  a  discourse  of  more 
ktha  M  interest.     It  must  he  remember- 

ed that  the  rooms,  such  as  they  were,  formed 
portions  of  an  irregular  edifice,  and  were  built 
with  some  ingenuity,  rather  to  sustain  the  out- 
ward building.  Hum  for  any  use  or  convenience 
to  which  they  might  lie  devoted.  Tl»ey  were 
picturesque  and  romantic  nooks,  hung  with  ivy 
and  other  creeping  plants ;  and  fit  enough  place* 
be  a  summer  lounge  for  weariness,  or  haunt 
meditation  or  amusement. 
o   2 


.11,  hut  my  lore, "  said  a  voice,  and  evi- 
dently that  of  u  mutt,  "  you   know  my  affection 

,.iU9cs  that  nf   a  Efcthfli    tn  .1   .  ln.,1.  or  of 

frir.  B  ■BOther.     Onght   you  nut,  then, 

if  all  you  liuvi-  *aid  be  true,  o  mi  not  t» 

sacrifice  father,  friends,  and  kindred  for  me- 

Bm  you  not  said  you  would 

••  I  hare  said  so,"  said  a  female  voice,  that 
•ilru.-k  v  >i|    ualiiy  Upon    the   senses  of 

KeftattBgi  ■  md  will  abide  by  it.  All  haw 
Keen  RN%Md  tor  you,  and  shall  be  »o;  and 
sure,  the  weeks  that  I  bsi  md  you  here, 

anth  the  risk  of  losing  friends,  and  name,  and 
kindred  for  you— ought  it  not    to  have  tf 
my  truth  and  love  fur   \ou!      What  would 
have  more?     Sjieak,  and  it  ■faaO  In-  done' 

"Fly  «t!li  me,  dearest  girl,"  said  the  other 
insidious  speaker.  '•  BwinmHMI  tbem  all,  and  let 
us  hence  together.  You  talk  of  my  escape,— toil 
me  the  way  is  clear — suspicion  and  danger 
both  removed :  but  •  tell  DM  this,  it  i* 

my    deathblow.     Danger     and      death     were 
braved  for  yon,  they  were  unheeded;  md  both 
of  Uicm  but  lie  in  your  neglect  or   absence, 
in  no  other  sha|>e  are  recognized." 
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"  Indeed,"  met!  the  other,  "  I  dare  not  do  it. 
Go— place  yourself  in  nitty  Confide  in  me  to 
seek  my  opportunity  and  Ji  iaa  yuu  ?" 

'•  Ai  ,1  j  :>■!  '.ui  hstfe  t Ik- coolness  to  tell  me 
this  ? "  said  the  mm,  with  a  sullen  accent,  that 
was  almost  familiar  to  the  memory  of  Freeling  s 
"  and  you  think  to  frustrate  me,  but  you  have 
gone  too  far  now  to  recede.  You  have  indeed 
sacrificed  me  and  yourself;  for,  if  one  fall,  the 
other  shall  sink  also.     But  I  will  have  my  rc- 

Ivengc,  though  it  should  be  in  ruin  ;  fur  you  arc 
mine  and  none  other  than  mine — bound  by  a 
chain  you  know  dare  not  be  broken — for  you 
are  in  my  power.  So !  I  have  been  your  sport : 
and  to  be  quitted  for  some  idle  DQUOUtb  ■  But 
no !  this  is  not,  and  never  can  be ;  nnd  you 
shall  find  it  so." 

"  You  cannot  hinder  it,'*  said  the  other, 
half  serious  and  half  playfully.  "  I  may  love. 
and  woo,  and  change,  and  have  my  caprice,  and 
hate,  and  change  again — and  may  turn  all 
tilings  to  my  temper.  You  shall  not  hinder  it — 
you  know  you  cannot." 
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The  man,  at  this  unexpected  answer,  begin 
to  shift  hi*  ground,  as  if  sensible  that  the  pon- 
tion  he  had  taken  was  no  longer  tenable,  and 
m  if  his  designs  were  rather  to  gain  by  any  in- 
direct means  his  desired  object,  than  incur  by 
any  imprudent  oversight  the  possibility  of  the 
escape  of  the  victim,  whose  (rack  he  had  with 
such  enduring  perseverance  followed,  and 
whom  he  had  hitherto  lured  so  successful  U. 

"  It  is  but  too  evident,"  lie  murmured,  with 
well-directed  artifice,  "and  too  fatal  in  the  truth 
that  you  no  longer  love  me  ;  the  life  you  hare 
saved  is  therefore  worthless.  Then  let  us  sepa- 
rate, tinidly  :uul  for  ever;  :tn<!  limy  you  leant 
some  day  the  value  of  the  truth  you  resign.  1 
will  away  and  deliver  up  myself  to  my  accusers; 
what  they  may  prove,  by  fraud  or  otherwise,  is 
welcome  to  me:  it  will  at  least  procure  for 
the  means  of  death.  Adieu!  may  you  In-  ban 
— be  all  that  your  beauty  merits!  In  the  hands 
of  justice  let  me  abide  my  fate,  meet  degrada- 
tion, infamy,  and  scom — and  die  at  last.  This 
v  wish." 

At  the  end  of  this,  he  strode  to  the  entrance; 
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while  bis  mistress,  whose  vanity  no  less  than 
her  romance,  wan  gratified  by  the  foregoing 
speech,  fallowed  him  with  endearing  terms  of 
entreaty,  half  hints  of  regret,  and  expressions 
indicative  of  concern. 

•How  cruel  you  arc!"  said  she;  "what  ran 
be  done  to  please  you  ?  You  sh;dl  be  supplied 
with  the  means  of  safety !  you  are  not  to  be  de- 
serted! never-never — will  you  thus  leave  me?  " 
And  as  they  advanced  nearer  the  projection 
behind  which  Preeling  lay  concealed,  he  recog- 
nised the  beautiful  Jessy,  and  with  still  greater 
horror,  discovered  her  companion  likewise.  His 
first  impulse  was  to  break  forth  and  seize  the 
ruffian;  only  a!  the  first  sound  of  his  words,  he 
for  awhile  restrained  himself,  and  shrunk  back 
into  the  favourable  position  he  had  chosen. 

"HeiC  M  ""'>'  "nc  ^7  to  please  me,"  said 
he,  with  unrepressed  sullcnness;  "and  that  is, 
to  quit  these  hoys  and  pedants,  trust  in  the  love 
of  one  who  honours  you  beyond  all  the  world  be- 
side, and  let  us  fly  together.  What  is  the  world 
to  us,  to  you,  to  me  i     Your  beauty  and  your 


■•«••>  impulse.  « 
very  night ;  im]v 
be  ready.  My  n, 
will  go." 

"May  I  believe : 
in  which  a  siniste 
blended  with  the  a 
or  do  I  dream?  1 
>t  be  this  night?" 

"Howshallitbe 

made  the  same  pro 

'  And  at  what  hooj 

the  storm  is  over  an 

"At  twelve  precis 

that  you  may  be  be 

not  come,  this  nig] 

hands  of  justice:  be 

"And  sure  that  I  „ 

twelve  precis*!*.  — 
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now  leave  you.  Wc  shall  be  traced 
here — adieu!" 

"And  I  must  to  the  gipsies,"  said  Falcon ; 
>u  will  meet  me  in  the  Glen,  she  shall  be 
with  you  m  rli<-  Priory  gates  at  twelve." 

Tins  then  was  the  scheme,  and  as  they  lin- 
gered and  sunk  their  voices  to  a  whisper,  the 
heart  of  Staling  btat  high  to  mIh  (he  villain, 
and  hold  him  as  a  prisoner.  To  consider  any 
longer  the  feelings  of  the  imprudent  girl  were 
now  unnecessary,  as  by  permitting  the  depar- 
ture of  Falcon  he  would  now  be  yielding  a  tacit 
consent  to  the  degradation  of  that  family, 
whose  honour  he  only  held  to  be  as  part  and 
portion  of  his  own.  He  therefore  knit  his  si- 
news and  resolution  to  the  struggle,  and  culled 
up  all  his  strength;  and  full  of  the  impetuosity 
of  youth,  just  as  Falcon  passed  the  place  where 
he  lay,  he  sprung  out  upon  him,  and  holding 
him  fiercely  in  his  grasp-. 

■  Yield,  Pierce  Falcon!"  he  exclaimed,  "and 
yield  my  prisoner,  for  sooner  or  later  you  will 
find  it  so." 

'And  pray,  sir,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  t " 
5     o 


m 


PlEKlF.  FALCON. 


inquired  Falcon,  with  impudent  composure. 
••  What  right,  what  authority,  Frccling,  hare 
jrou  for  this  •  Come,  come,  release  me,  if  you 
please!" 

"You  know  me  then,"  said  Frceling,  **  a»  1 
know  you.  What  right  I  have,  you  may  nlui 
remember:  hut  of  that  lady,  now,  let  u« 
speak." 

"The   lady,  Fred  ml    Pierce    Falcon, 

with    undaunted     insolence,   "  will    doubtless 
explain  the  event  herself;  upon  mjr  word,  the 

lady's   attraction Nay,  ask   no  further,  my 

dew  fellow!" 

"  Infamous  coward ! ''  cried  Freezing,  "how 
nave  you  the  impudence,  villain  and  knave  as 
you  are,  to  intrude  yourself  thus  basely." 

At  this  moment,  Jessy,  who  had  been  till 
now  struck  dumh  by  the  sudden  disclosure, 
threw  herself  in  a  passion  of  tears,  half  the 
effect  of  shame,  and  half  of  anger,  upon  the 
bosom  of  Btaeo  Falcon.  Freeling  involuntarily 
quitted  his  hold,  his  demeanour  betraying  all 
at  once  un  equal  embarrassment  ami  Nvmpa- 
thy  witb  tlic  feelings  he  witnessed.     To   the 
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murmured  and  imploring  intercession  of  the 
weakmincled  girl,  he  eould  return  no  answer, 
i  deep  amazement  at  the  scene. 

-  Do  you  know,"  said  he  at  length,  "do  you 
know  that  this  is  the  notorious  Pierce  Falcon- 
Consider,  for  Heaven's  sake,  your  future  peace!" 

"1  know  it  now,"  said  Jessy,  with  u  at- 
tempt at  prevarication,  "  now  you  IhVre  told  it 
me:  but  speak  no  more — spare  me,  spare  me. 
and  let  him  but  escape!"  'Hie  young  man  was 
lost  in  perplexity  and  sorrow,  but  in  an  instant 
hia  designs  were  changed ;  he  discerned  that  cer- 
tain signs  of  preference,  which  under  peevdiar  cir- 
cumstances, a  woman,  however  cold  or  frivolous, 
cannot  entirely  dissemble;  and  he,  who  had  in- 
truded himself  with  hostile  intentions,  was 
now  only  seeking  MRU  meant  of  pacification 
wln'rvin  .1.  mj  might  remain  free  and  unfet- 
tered, and  the  man  be  permitted  to  retire. 

Meanwhile  Falcon,  who  perceived  at  a 
glance  the  situation  in  which  he  stood,  deter- 
mined to  sell  at  as  dear  a  rate  as  might  be  his 
departure.  A  free  and  unreserved  deportment 
marked  his  intentions,  as  strolling  away  he  left 
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with  careless  indifference,  the  two  others 
range  it  a*  they  test  might. 

Whether  it  were  artifice,  or  coquetry,  or 
•home,  or  all  of  these,  we  know  not,  which  in- 
duced Jessy  Maravcl  to  act  as  she  did;  hut  she 
turned  round  upon  her  interrogator,  and  wiping 
the  tears  away,  confessed  with  the  most  win- 
ning air  the  folly  and  the  weakness  site  had 
committed,  express,  i  openly  a  desire  to  be  nd 
•f  Pierce  Falcun's  pursuit,  and  whispered  in 
her  sweetest  terms  the  obligations  she  would 
incur  by  his  interference.  Our  limits  will  not 
allow  us  in  detail  all  that  passed  between  then; 
it  need  only  be  known  that  FrccUng,  struck  with 
pleasure,  and  perhaps,  partly  misled  by  beauty 
that  was  most  fitted  to  subdue  others  to  her 
will,  yielded  without  delay  to  bar  w  ish,  and 
signed  nil  riiiht  to  detain  her  lover,  on  condition 
that  he  departed  that  night  from  the  ruined 
tower,  while  she  returned  witl 
Prion-.  To  these  conditions  all  parties  were 
brought  ultimately  to  consent :  and  the  arch- 
coquette  Jessy,  gratified  by  her  successful  dis- 
simulation, assumed  such  smiles  and  contcn 
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ment,  as  certainty  left  no  impression  with  Free- 
ling  but  such  as  she  wished  him  to  entertain. 
An  innocent  gaiety,  arising  from  recovered  liap- 

s»  and  *clf-c*tccm,  n  tender  reliance  in  the 
honour  and  kindness  of  Preeling,  marked  her 
every  action.  She  blamed  and  derided  l»er  own 
weakness  and  turned  confidently  towards  him  for 
some  extenuation;  urged  her  want  of  knowledge 

M  world's  experience;  and  as  she  hung  upon 
him,  the  blended  simplicity  of  it  child,  with  all 

more  studied  graces  of  a  maturer  age,  gave 
beauty  and  point  to  her  discourse;  and  while 
it  deprived  tier  of  an  apparent  design  in  any  of 
her  actions,  it  ingratiated  her  with,  and  even 
insensibly  won  hack  to  her,  the  kindness  of  him 
in  whom  she  apparently  placed  so  much  trust. 
Bounding,  as  with  the  unrepressed  joy  of  true 
ity  and  gratitude,  she  took  her  way  with 
.  ung  heir  to  the  Priory,  and  as  they  de- 
parted from  the  ruined  tower,  the  entrance  of 
the  tall  gipsy  explained  how  the  means  of  ex- 
istence Were  procured,  by  which  Fierce  Falcon 
had  hitherto  been  supported;  the  jewels  and 
the  imprudent  Jessy  had,  it  must  he 
,  done  their  part  towards  it. 
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Why  would  jtoo  (ott*  me  tot  wretched  ri 

Yow  h*re  btcn  hitherto  <t  |*r»nt  to  me  ; 

How  ui  I  i;riiwn  n  liurtlviuonir  •  rluirfa. 

That  you  would  caat  bib  from  yon?         Old  Plat 


Wr.  must  now  return  to  other  personage* 
connected  with  this  history.  Such  secret 
peace  as  inhabits  |fe|  heart  of  one  who  lores, 
and  is  beloved  with  equal  fervour  in  return, 
resided,  but  too  short  a  period,  in  the  bosom  of 
('.instance  Maravel.  Indeed,  open  the  imme- 
diate absence  of  Basil  Fordc,  after  the  ha] 
evening  of  his  confession  of  attachment  to  her, 
slie  had  discovered  how  very  nearly  our  happi- 
ness is  to  our  misery  too  often  allied ;  for  die 
scarcely  recognized  the  bliss  of  that  avowal  be- 
fore she  also  saw  the  woe  attendant  ujxm  it. 
It  was  a  momentary  delight,  that  was  swallowed 
up  by  the  bitlimess  of  succeeding  i  for, 

if  it  were  true  that  she  loved  him,  it  was 
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more  so,  that  she  never  might  see  herself 
united  to  him.  Then  wherefore  hud  she  not  told 
this  fact  to  him  '•  why  had  her  tenderness  in- 
tervened to  conceal  from  liim  so  fatal  a  reality  t 
The  inward  and  aching  memory  of  her  mind 
answered  this  question  with  emphatic  silence. 
ad  for  ever,  as  his  dear  society  re- 
turned to  her,  and  always  again  as  he  depart- 
ed from  her,  this  one  undeniable  trutlt  was  felt 
m  its  full  force.  The  anguish  and  dread,  there- 
fore, with  which  she  now  In-held  Lord  Lesley, 
were  redoubled  in  proportion  as  her  affection 
for  Basil  r'ordt-  increased;  and  as  the  knowledge 
of  his  attachment  to  her,  was  in  itself  an  ample 
apology  for  the  soft  indulgence  of  her  love,  it 
may  not  be  objected  if  she  yielded  to  a  feeling 

»R  kind  as  it  was  pure,  and  generous  as  it 
was  sincere. 
Her  father,  meantime,  in  the  trial  of  one 
night's  fortune  at  the  gaming-table  with  his 
lordship,  had  derided  that  summary  mea- 
sures must  be  taken  to  bring  about  this  mar- 
riage of  expediency.  On  his  return  home, 
therefore,  the  Colonel  hinted  his  commands  to 
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-  daughter,  and  hi*  expectations  of  obedience 

to  them,  tior  was  Lord  Lesley  backward  in  pcr- 

s    part:    while    Constance    herself, 

denied  nil  power  or  will  of  her  own,  became  an 

inactive  agent  in  the  scheme,  or   sunk  into  ■ 

tacit  spectator  of  scene*  from  which  sl»e  could 

not  witlwlraw   her  ..:    which    she   could 

neither  prevent. 

As  for  thai  explanation  from  the  mysterious 

.  Morcton,  which    Basil   had    bopi  it  be 

mainly  instrumental  in  breaking  off  any  further 

connection  with  his  lordship,  it  now  proved  to 

he  a  mere  shadow  with  which  he  had  beguiled 

himself;  for  though  Morcton  of  the  Grange  bad 

solicited  an  interview  with  Colonel    Maravei, 

and  they  had  been  during  some  hours  in  deep 

conversation   together,  yet    Forde  might  very 

reasonably  conclude   that    the  communicari 

bad  been  rather  of  jocular  than  .serious 

since  the  two  gentlemen  had  parted  from  one 

another  in  merriment  and  in  right  goodwill; 

tlie  Culonel,  as  if  the  discourse  had  tended  to 

increase  rather  than  diminish  his  opinion  of  his 

lordship's    excellencies    and    high     character 
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and  Moreton,  as  though  he  liad  performed  a  ne- 
cessary duty,  and  satirized  the.  bare  idea  of  look- 
ing upon  it  in  any  other  point  of  view.  In 
rain  even  did  Basil  broach  the  subject  of  Miss 
Maravcl's  unhappy  situation,  the  master  of  the 
Grange  brooded  in  quiet  apathy,  looked  an  in 
tent  but  hidden  meaning,  and  remained  hope* 

Ilessly  ami  inexorably  silent. 
Bui  the  crisis  was  rapidly  arriving  when 
Constance  Maravel  must  decide  her  destiny,  or 
a  course  of  events  bring  this  perplexed  state  of 
things  to  a  natural  and  final  termination.  The 
fact  in,  that  Iiirt  lordship's  attentions  to  her  ware 
intermitted  by  divers  and  frequent  games  of 
billiards  with   the  gay  Colonel   in    the  ruined 

tower;  and  Constance,  with  ■  certain  foresight 

into  her  own  fate,  was  accustomed  to  listen  to 
the  sounds  of  boisterous  mirth,  or  forced  hilar- 
f  broke  at  intervals  of  longer  or 
shorter  repetition  on  her  ear;  and  from  thence 
she  learnt  to  reckon  the  probable  period  of  Lord 
Lesley's  visit,  with  all  its  consequences  and 
ruin,  together  with  the  length  of  her  own  proba- 
,   and   the    unavoidable  misery  that    must 
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to  call  in  to  Ua  aid.     Tbe  diaogbtt  that  be  bad 
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imbibed,  however,  were  noted  down  in  the  red 
shadows  across  his  countenance,  and  in  tiie  deep 

K toning  of  his  glance  as  he  rolled  it  around. 
••  Well,  Constance,  my  girl!"  said  he,  with 
pxrant  carelessness,  as  she  entered  the  room, 
"we  must  have  another  word  or  two  together. 
id.  Lord  Lesley,  is  anxious,  which   is 
natural  as  you  know;  and  I, — my  affairs  are 
more  involved  than  ever, —  the  thing  was  to  be 
tspected.     Projects  such  as  these  are  only  t<> 
be  effected   by  a  decisive  stroke,   dealt  MMi 
twice,  and  thrice ;  and  this  is  the  conclusion. 
Lord  Lesley  intends  to  speak  to  you  himself, 
the  few   thousands   lost   to    him    have    fairly 
snared  him :  lie  is  your  humble  servant.     Now 
Constance,  you  cannot  refuse  him  ;  nay,  nay  ! 
you  must,  will,  shall  accept  of  him;  it   is  m\ 
only  and  last  command;    you   know  it;    that 
good  is  my  only  aim." 
•  My  dear  father,"  expostulated  Miss  Maravcl, 
id  listened  in  some  agitation  to  these  pe- 
remptory  words,   "sure,    this    \*    premature! 
My  slight  knowledge  of  the  gentleman  cannot 
excuse  this  so  hasty  acceptance  of  his  suit,  even 
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if  I  saw  reason  to  approve  him.  or  were  con- 
red  of  the  propriety  of  Hip.  measure;  or 
deed,  if  it  were  essentia]  to  my  happiness  to 
return  his  preference.  The  time  has  not  been 
sufficiently  long  to  prove  this ;  a  little  longer 
indulgence,  and — 

iihtance,  Constance  \"  cried  the  Colonel, 
in  some  irritation.  ■  these  are  the  follies  of  wo- 
man, and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  them.  Here 
is  an  earldom;  a  connexion  which  any  other 
than  yourself  would  gNSp  at,  indifferent  to  all 
consequences,  since  all  that  can  ensue  upon  it, 
are  hut  the  necessary  blessings  attendant  upon 
rank,  fortune,  and  ]>ersonal  dignity.  You 
would  not,  you  cannot,  have  the  madness  to 
throw  so  fine  a  chance  away — the  height  of  all 
womanly  ambition.  Argue  no  more;  but  go,  ac- 
cept of  him,  or  live  and  repent  of  it.  for  M  you 

will,  depend  on  it." 

'•  You  do  not  know  what   you  ask,"  faltered 

Constance,  "(f  you  would  never  require  it  of 

Neither  rank  nor  honour  are  dear  to  me,  if 

from  him  1  must  receive  them.     I  have  so  great 

a  horror  of  him,  so  strange  a  disgust,  never  to 
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be  expressed  !— his  idea,  his  very  presence  is  a 
misery  to  me.  Oil '.  dear  father,  you  can  never 
conceive  the  wretchedness  of  such  a  prospect,  so 
terrible  as  it  is  to  me." 

"  Mighty  horrible,  terrible,  disgustful, 
wretclved,"  repeated  Colonel  Maravel,  taun- 
tingly; "  infinitely  so !  to  be  a  countess,  wife  to 
one  of  'he  first  men  in  the  state,  mistress  of 
others  and  of  yourself,  to  be  admired,  solicited, 
■ought,  the  admiration  of  the  court,  the  favour- 
ite of  fashion: — upon  my  word!  the  thought  is 
too  ridiculous,  and  not  to  be  believed :  nor  does 
it,  shall  it  meet  with  one  moment's  indulgence 
from  mc.  Say  rather,  Constance,  that  you  arc 
a  true  woman,  always  averse  to  that  you  can 
possess,  always  aiming  at  that  beyond  your 
reach;    that  is  it,  Constance." 

'•  I  am  sorry  you  think  so,  sir,"  answered  his 
daughter,  in  a  tone  of  ileep  distress;  "but  if 
you  will  point  out  any  .it  her  mj  1  > y  which  1 
may  evince  my  duty  to  you,  my  love,  my  re- 
spect, ynu  know — yea,  dear  sir !  you  know,  how 
happy  it  will  make  me." 

"This  is  all   nonsense;  mere  words,  Miss 
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Moravel,  mere  words !  '*  reiterated  the  Colonel, 
impatiently,  though  a  secret  whisper  told  him 
that  she  had  proved  too  often  the  truth  of  her 
expressions :  "  but,  mark  mc,  Constance  !  upon 
the  issue  of  this  event,  we  arc  friends  or  ene- 
mies for  life ;  nay,  let  mc  aay.  for  ever.  Tlw 
want  of  duty  is  not  to  be  forgiven,  never  to  be 
forgotten,  wliieh,  in  such  circumstances  as  these, 
shall  fail  to  appear :  and  allow  me  to  Bl  I 

did  anticipate  both  from  your  reason  and  judg- 
ment, some  more  conclusive  argument  of  objec- 
tion, than  one  founded  UfMH  pOTOWd  prejudice, 
a  whim,  :i  folly  of  the  moment.  You  have  for- 
gotten yourself,  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  retrieve 
it — and  speak  !  " 

"  Yes,  let  me  say,"  cried  she,,  with  sad  deci- 
sion, "that  it  is  imiKMxihle  tl  :ai  my  opinion  can 
ever  change.  It  were  beti.r  to  die  at  his  feet 
rather  than  become  his  wife.  So  cold,  calcula- 
ting, selfish,  and  haughty.  Oh  yes,  I  know  my 
weakness,  and  it  is  this." 

"  Mere  imagination,"  said  her  father,  more 
coolly,  "a  natural  diffidence,  that  you  mistake  ' 
for    disgust.      He   is  a   fiat    man,    his    a^e   is 
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nothing,  an  accomplished  gentleman,  and  he 
will  marry  you  indifferent  to  fortune— to  all  else 
hut  you."' 

••  1  ;  in  ui>litrcd  to  him  for  so  disk  I  a 

regard,"  replied  she,  "but — " 

■  Soft !  "  cried  her  father,  «  I  think  I  hear  his 
footsteps — receive  him  the  same  as  ever:"  hut 
stance,  whose  agitation  had  fully  expressed 
that  her  word*  mif*ht  fail  to  con- 
now  hastily  rose  up,  and  under  il  •  ■  , \eite- 
ment  of  that  prevailing  abhorrence  v.  Im-li  she 
really  experienced.  tied    to  her  father,   looked 
in  timid  anxiety  alx>ut    her,  ami,  ;it   last,  fell 
upon   his  boCOBI  i"  a    passionate  Hood  of   fears. 
■Oil!    my    dear   father,"    she    murmured, 
•'*'  save,  save  me  from  that  man.  and  every  other 
fate  is  happy  to  me !     You  cannot  Ijc  so  cruel. 
Consider,  if  ray  dear  mother  had  been  refused 
to  you  ;  the  misery  and  shame  of  tiring  with  a 
bttac  whom  you  despise;  you  do  not  mean  it. 
suriimi  wish  it:  then  say  so.  and  grant  me 
tins  last  entreaty!" 

Kisses  and  tears,  those  best  defences  of  wo- 
man's weakness,  may  letter   far  avail  against 
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all  wrong,  or  misery,  or  woe,  than  angry  words, 
or  taunt*  of  deep  reproacht  he,  who 

now  u»r<l  these  instruments  of  tenderness,  did 
not  discover  that  they  wore  ineffectual.  The 
Colonel,  taken  by  surprise,  particularly  as  his 
sensibilities  were  somewhat  acces-iMc  in  this 
way,  was  tint  of  all  fain  to  .sooth  Iter,  and  then 
fearing  the  tender  influence  of  hucIi  appeals,  he 
unclasped  her  arms  from  about  him,  mti 
her  back  to  her  s> 

'•This  is  nothing  more,"  said  lie,  though  uitd 
ne  show  of  enibarra.sMiii  nt.  -than  a  woman- 
ly weakness,  which  I  had  thought  you  were 
above.  But  Constance,  when  \m>  nIijUI  hear 
that  nothing  less  than  necessity  compels  me 
to  expect  this  of  you ;  when  you  shall  see 
that  Hi)  situation  demands  it;  you  will  thfiO 
■vow  that  there  is  cause  for  your  npnusll. 
and  possibly,  llllilsHi  your  father  for  his  share 
in  a  transaction  s<>  entirely  insritlbll  as  this 
need  I  say  mure  than  that  it  must  he  done: 
My  name,  my  reputation,  my  honour  i*  > 
cemed  in  it.'* 

"And  what  would  my  dear  father  say,"  said 
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Constance,  while  a  bright  blush  suffused  her 
as  she  spoke;  "and  would  you  then  forgive  mc, 
if  tny  affections  were  not  my  own  to  resign;  il 
another  and  a  happier  hope  had  intervened  In 
render  the  prospect  of  this  oaStnraiOB  forever 
nnpleasing  to  me?  Spare  ine  all  furtlier  con- 
fession; indeed,  my  dear  father,  this  can  m 
be — never — and  let  us  forget  it!" 

other  affection,"  soliloquized  the  Colo- 
" and  that's  the  objection  at  last!  You 
have,  without  douht,  i soundend  your  dignity  in 
the  choice.  Yes,  I  remember  one,  Horace  Free- 
ling,  the  heir  of  Fairlnun ;  why,  Constance,  you 
blush  like  a  nutiol  'Hie  match  has  its  attrac- 
tions, and  might  be  made  advantageous  to  us. 
I.<t  us  see,  two  strings  to  our  bow  an  not  amiss; 
the  estate  is  a  noble  one,  the  property  excel- 
lent, I  knew  this  to  be  the  case  in  the  old 
man's  time;  young  Horace  is  a  generous  fellow. 
Come,  this  gives  a  new  turn  to  the  affair:"  and 
he  resigned  himself  to  momentary  reverie. 
For  Constance  Maravel,  she  gaxed  in  fa 
OB  and  confusion  ut  the  mistake  that  was 
made,  and  once  or  twice  the  name  of  Basil  Forde 
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had  nearly  passed  her  lip*;  but  bashfulneu  and 
maiden   reserve,  and  the   desire   of   escaping 

I  dreaded  union  by  any  means  that  were 
not    quite    in  !e,  prevailed   over   every 

other  i-oiiMdemtion,  and  the  much-loved  name 
died  away  in  a  sigh,  shedding  a  sweet  joy  upon 
the  bosom  to  which  ii  stealthily  returned.  She 
was  now,  therefore,  lost  betwi  urc  and 

puin,  the  wish  to  remain  silent,  and  the  fear  of 
this  almost  innocent  deception. 

But  die  Colonel,  wlto  was  a  man  to  whom 
all  coercive  measures  were  in  themselves 
too  troublesome  to  be  long  persisted  in, 
and  who  was  himself  too  willing  to  defer  the 
evil  day.  and  procrastinate  en  fl  of  life 

that  did  ROf  exactly  suit  his  present  hnmnur. 
now  very  willingly  caught  at  any  excuse  or 
arrangement  that  might  enable  liim  to  con- 
tinue his  thoughtless  expenditure,  and  put  off 
unplcnsing  thought*  of  the  future. 

M  An  earldom  and  B  title  to  be  exchanged  for 
the  pastures  of  Fairlav. n."  Ik-  reasoned  aloud; 
"it  is  what  the  world  would  call  inadneaa! 
However,  we  shall  sec.     Hold  on  the  earl  a  bt- 
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tie  longer  and  we  shall  see  what  Freeling  in- 
tends; in  the  meanwhile.  Constance,  my  rhild. 
these  new  debts  to  his  lordship  must  he  liqui- 
dated, you  must  furnish  me  with  the  means. 
That  estate  of  mine  winch  has  been  so  long  on 
sale — once  get  rid  of  it,  and  my  accounts  with 
you  will  again  be  even  ;  and,  my  dear,  shall 
this  be  the  arrangement  ? " 

'I  will  do  any  tiling  or  every  thing  which  my 
dear  father  wishi  iuld  to  me  in  this  one 

event  of  my  life,"  said  Constance,  delighted  at 
any  reprieve  for  tl»c  present;  though  she  knew 
that  tWa  same  estate  had  been  pledged  and  re- 
pledged  over  and  over  again  to  her,  for  twice 
the  sum  of  its  original  value. 

••  Will  then,  my  dear,"  said  the  Colonel,  with 
•  relenting  smile,  "  amuse  his  lordship  with  a 
iliort  delay ;  and  as  you  hear,  my  love — *'  and 
forthwith,  the  means  and  measures  to  be  re- 
sorted to  for  his  immediate  relief,  were  whis- 
pered over  to  his  daughter;  the  Colonel  con- 
cealing  from  himself  the  shame  of  this  expo- 
under a  plausible  hope  of  retrieving  his 
embarrassments;  and  thus  he  detailed  them  to 
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Miss   Maravel,  with  an   off-hand  dcsperatioa 
and  well-feigned  gaiety,  in  part  attributable  to 
the  wine   lie  had  drunk,  and  otherwise  caused 
•  real  excitement  of  mind,  incident  to  out 
involved  ilirnugb  his  own  weakness  in  almost 
tricable  difficulty. 
-  Ali'   i'l.riNtaine.  n,y  uirl,"'  said  he,  at  the 
rJo*e  of  the  business,  "  you  were  bom  to  save 
extrcmest  need;  to  preserve  mc  even 
when  all  sccius  h»*t  ;  and  if  my   words  have 
com  you  erne  moment's  pain,  remember  that 
your  father  has  his  share  of  it — and  so  for- 
get it." 

•'  You  have  never  given  pain  to  me,"  said 
stance,  remembering  BOl  than  the 

word*  lie  had  ipoken,  "and  if  there  be  a  wish 
thai  I  must  still  refuse,  it  is,  dear  .sir!  that  like 
«ost  ladies,  I  cannot  please  myself  by  granting 
it:"  and  she  again  smiled  and  hung  again  round 
in  grateful  caress,  ffhik  he,  in  another 
:  of  wine,  wiped  away  every  unpleasant  re- 
collection of  the  discourse. 

Meantime.  Constance,  though  well  pleased  at 
her  happy  escape  for  the  present,  yet  saw  as 
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distinctly  as  ever,  the  distant  shoal  on  which 
her  little  bark  of  hope  would  at  last  be  strand- 
ed; for  even-  wind  of  fortune,  wafted  it  srill 
nearer  and  nearer  to  |ta  doonK  Mer  father's 
affairs  were  hastening  to  untimely  niin,  her 
own  property  gradually  decreasing,  but  Lord 
Lesley  was  ever  constant  in  his  approaches  to, 
her.  Tormented  with  this  idea,  it  was  natural 
that  she  should  make  the  thought  of  Basil 
fade,  anil  the  memory  of  his  attachment  to 
her,  the  only  safe  haven  where,  in  her  distress, 
mighl  await  the  coaxing  of  the  future. 
She  did  so,  and  therefore  always  met  him  with 
the  sweet  welcome  of  affection;  did  not  attempt 
to  conceal  her  esteem  or  tender  confidence;  and 
by  this  irresistible  appeal  to  him,  forced  him 
at  once  to  the  confirmation  of  the  love  and 
admiration  he  Felt  for  her.  Thus,  as  his  lord- 
ship advanced,  she  timidly  sought  the  advice 
and  seeming  protection  irf  our  hero,  and  in  fact 
met  him  half  way  in  smiling  reliance,  and 
parted  from  him  ever  in  sighing  disquietude. 
The  day  after  this  interview  with  her  father,  she 
was  alone,  recalling  in  despondent  thought  the 


rases  r\Lco*. 

■■  of  her  situation,  when  Basil  enter- 
ed; before  her  lay  a  letter  that  was  unseen,  and 
a  casket  which  was  also  unnoticed.  She  re- 
turned the  pressure  of  his  embrace,  with  ■ 
trembling  fervour  void  of  all  disguise. 

"Ah!  Basil."  she  cried,  "and  you  have  con* 
at  last!  I  moat  not  say  how  long  my  thoughts 
have  been  with  you,  lest  you  become  pre- 
sumptuous." 

"Some  very  dear  thought  must  indeed  liavo 
employed  you."  said  he,  smiling,  ••  lor  lure  is 
a  fetter,  the  desideratum  to  a  lady*s  happiness, 
that  is  unread — and  here  a  casket  of  gems,  one 
of  the  accessories  to  a  woman's  vanity,  and 
that  is  unopened." 

"  I  have  indeed  betrayed  myself,"  said  she, 
with  renewed  seriousness,  and  glancing  over  the 
letter  as  sin-  spoke;  "and  you  must  forgive  me 
even  if  I  liave  deceived  you.  'lids  is  from 
Lord  Lesley ;  my  father  expects  mc  to  accept 
him,  will  hear  of  nothing  else — oh  Basil!  teD 
me  that  you  hate  me,  and  teach  mc  to  decide." 

*  Constance,"  said  he,  in  sad  seriouanes 
dare  no  longer  utter  all  my  feelings.     It  is  the 
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cone  of  humble  fortune*  to  have  to  deny  itself 
to  all  things,  even  to  its  dearest  hopes.  This  les- 
•on  1  am  learning  fast,  nor  can  I  interpose  imr 
word  to  sway  your  choice— believe  me,  I  shall 
not  reproach  you  with  it." 

"  It  will  I)-.1  tin-  ruin  of  my  father  or  myself," 
she  sighed  nut  mournfully,  "  his  happiness  or 
aiine  must  be  the  sacrifice.  We  know  what 
il  most  generous,  but  we  feel  also  that  our 
heart  forbids  it." 

"The.  dignity,  the  elevation,  and  all  the 
worldly  advanfciges,  you  must  not  conceal  them 
from  yourself,"  replied  Fonle,  in  sorrowful  re- 
luctance, "for  they  are  open  to  the  comprehen- 
sion of  all.  How  remote  from  such  distinc- 
tion must  ever  be  my  fortunr.  c\cii  in  its 
liighcst  prosperity,  is  another  sad  truth  tliat  I 
would    l>i'l  yon  remcmlier." 

"  Why  do  you  not  hid  me  forget  at  once," 
she  asked,  \>iili  a.  pensive  smile,  "forget  all 
that  you  have  ever  said  to  me?  The  wisdom 
of  indifference  is  taught  by  long  example,  and 
if  you  gave  the  lesson,  it  might  not  be  so  dim- 
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I;  as  you  guess  it;  hut  we  mast  look  upon 
the  I  <'!»  as  it  is. 

••  It  is  my  unhappy  doom  to  he  the  WlW 
am,"  cried  Basil.  Intti  have  neither  pre- 

tension, home,  firi 

l.it.tl  truth  i>f  11  iy  utTerlMh 
for  yon,  to  offer  in  excuse  of  all  this  riegrnda- 
I'liis  BoUbBUII  solicits  you;  vex,  1— 
debased  to  misery — am  unworthy  you  \  only 
more  infamous  to  have  intruded  myself  bc- 
twn  :  il  your  fortun. 

'♦There  TOO  mistake  it,"  she  cried,  win 
somed  gaiety;  "the  kingoahis  thrum-,  the  pet* 
sant  by  the  hill-side,  each  has  his  own  idea  Bf 
happiness —and  why  not  1  :     And  if  a  humble 
life  he  [<>  some  one's  taste,  who  shall  obj 

"  Let    none   deny."  mutely    cried. 

■  thai  yon  IK  the  dearest  gift  that  beaten  B 
Id  to  man — dear  Miss  Maravel—  ('uiistan. 
— but    bet  ringers  were  smilingly  placed  <•.-, 
Ins  tips,  and  Basil  contented  himself  with  lean- 
ing back  in  his  chair;  and  as  she  stood  before 
him,  he   gazed    with  earnest    pleasure    in  her 
.  until  he  saw  himself  reflected  there, 
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'•  I  have  decided,"  said  she  at  last,  "and  if  you 
will  keep  away  for  some  days,  just  that  I 
may  gain  courage,  during  that  time  his  lord- 
ship and  myself  will  understand  one  another 
— and  you — you  must  not  douht  my  inten- 
tions'" 

••  I  will  obey  you."  answered  Forde,  and  he 
iii-it %!•<!  s<>  profound  a  sigh  of  gratitude  and  me- 
ly,  that  Constance  felt  she  could  not 
part  from  him  without  tome  further  tender- 
ness of  adieu.  And  now  approaching  I 
were  heard:  she  smiled,  and  Mashed,  ami 
stooped  forward  in  •  modes!  attitude  of  loving 
farewell;  and  sure  he  (bought  thai  bear  soft 
ts  swept  against  his  brow,  or  he  would 
have  had  it  so.  and  she  blushed  again;  when 
atlast,  blowing  a  kiss  playfully  from  hex  lips, 
she  disengaged  herself  from  his  effort*  to  return 
it  more  kindly,  end  only  just  ;i*  Lord  Lesley 
and  Jessy  entered  the  room. 

His  lordship  i  " . ; ,  1 1  a  mute  HfOnder  of  the 
young  man's  presence,  and  as  he  had  partly 
caught  a  glimpse  of  this  expressive  action  l>e- 
twecit  them,  he  deigned  a  cold  Apology,  and 
II  5 
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jks,  for  you  arc  forgiven."  So  she  eon- 
er  chat  in  a  contidential  whisper,  in 
r  mimicry  of  some  imperious  fair  one 
;  the  humble  courtship  of  her  admirer; 
she  awarded  him  a  caress,  and  now 
:k  to  him  in  scorn  his  proffered  kind- 
t  length,  when  he  would  have  departed, 
5  upon  him  as  willing  to  lure  him  to 
viting  him  by  winning  condescension, 
g  him  by  half  reproachful  pride,  till, 
im  resolved,  she  made  him  fairly  the 
to  her  will,  and  inviting  herself  to  at- 
i  upon  the  way,  she  quitted  her  sister 
:  triumph  of  conquest. 
re  never  were,"  she  exclaimed,  in  an 
n  of  distress,  as  they  strolled  along 


B."  «dBts.l,.niI« 
pot  of  her  speech  which  hud  w* 
n»;  "and    wuelr   voo   are   raMWfll 
M«»  Manrd-dMiM 
Ward  ti 
indeed."  said  she,  triu*ja- 

so  this  long;  <rlu 
naming,  and  made  his  pf*- 
had    an  a   witi 

:  and — and.  of  went 
hr  •waits  hrr  will 
the  lord  or  him  ;  ami  roc 
a  is  a  difficult    i 
:  bat  the  roang  1m  I  think 

him;"  aad  her  invention  tin* 
a  h*w  ebb,  she  paused  and  hesitatrJ. 
he.  hwftw.  to  gain  breath,      li 
ok  deeply  mto  the  mind  of  her 
"»d  he  aow  imagined  that  there 
design  in  the  eondu 
Maravrl:  mme  intention,  only  coaceaU 
fn-tn  him    that  she    migitt    sport   with   his 
for  her.  and  muck  him  e\  en  \rith  dis- 
sembled  kindness  at  the  same  time    that  sh« 
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Domed  him ;  and  yet,  all  he  htui  ever  known 
her  denied  tin  possibility  of  this,  and 
her  mild  humility,  -the  seemed  to  entreat 
Mother  and  more  lenient  judgment:  but  lie 
indulged  in  an  incipient  jealousy  of  his 
d  Horace  Frccling — and  even,  il  may  lx» 
idded,  of  her, — for  when  he  recalled  his  own 
of  poverty  and  utter  destitution,  it  did 
ippear  hut  too  probable  that  he  might  be  tin 
kery  and  derision ;  and  as  he  parted  from 
y,  he  felt  himvlf  to  he  nne  of  the  must 
ruble  of  men.  She  howvtw  rctuiuad,  with 
heart  and  a  mind  amused  by  her  own 
ivolous  schemes,  to  the  presence  of  her  sister. 
-What  a  pity  it  is,  dear  Constance,'    said 

.at  you  will  allow  yf.ur  own  anlem 
taper  to  betray  yon;  it  makes  the  men  solia- 

■  to  mistake  you.    There,  there  is  thai  Basil 

ng  at  some  extra  foiidn  irs, 

natural  and  kind  intention  on  your  part  with- 

doubt;  but  lie,  he  calls  it  forward  intrusion 

—over  enthusiasm,  and  boasts  of  your  forcing 

vourseif  into  his  Dotice.    These  things  arc  so.n 

y  misunderstood :  indeed,  few  can  comprehend 


of  woman's  feelings:  andui 
men,  tlicy — you  don't  know  whatl" 
Br  such  inucndo,  and  by  the  like  uupruaw 
hints,  she  managed  to  make  herself  understusi 
and  to  inntil  at  the  same  instant,  a  fcehng  si 
distf  up  mind  uf  the  s> 

Constance;  for  this  *H  the  Irndenrr 
of  her  unmeaning  words,  unci  they  had  their  fui 
effect  upon  her  to  whom  they  were  address- 
ed. "Strange,'"  thought  Constance,  ■  Uiat  tk 
actions  of  modest  affection  should  Ik-  xi  aah 
oODTerted  into  something  more  base;"  bathes 
she  dwelt,  in  Iter  timidity,  upon  the  freedom  of 
seas  notions.  She  was  not  likely  to  doubt  the 
eajwiwinm  of  others,  though  she  might  be 
prosae  to  hesitate  upon  the  point  of  heron 
bMcinai  .•  jrf  her  lore,  and  the 

claims  that  entitled  her  to  another's  prefer™** 
gj  >-.)..  in:  so  she  listened,  and  was  the  mura 
easily  1 1  As  it  was,  she  wept  is  *«xrt 

over  tii  !i;ii   Jeagj  had  spoken,  believ- 

ed that  ii  mighl  |>c  possible  that  Basil  had  aus- 
conccivecl  h?r  simplicity,  and  became  more  cold 
and  reserved  in  her  future  deportment  to  biro- 
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But  still,  even  this  instance  of  his  unkindness, 
and  of  his  wilful  misinteqjrctation  of  her  con- 
duct,  called  forth  no  other  feeling  than  regret, 
and  did  not  one*  deter  her  from  the  resolution 
she  had  formed  to  take  the  earliest  opportunity 
of  an  interview  with  Lord  Lesley. 


CHAPTER  MI. 


Leptiw*''- '   *  I""  »ord — Irgitimitf  I 

luunui 


nunc 

am 

mSm 


From  the  lime  of  the  receipt  of  thatt  ltttn, 
which  our  readers  will  recognise  as  the  name 
that  engaged  the  thoughts  ami  contcmpl; 
of  Morcton,  during  the  visit  of  young  Fretting 
to  him,  the  master  of  the  (J  range  was  an 
altered  liirui.  He  had  lost  even  n  portion  ^f 
that  mental  content,  which,  with 
se\-erancc,  and  for  the  last  tan  irs,  be 

had  industriously  studied  to  acquire:  and  he 
hid  U\U-.\  tram  that  just  equilibrium 
the  apathetic  and  im >r.>si'.  which  hit! 
with  some  smri  v.,  be  had  wrought  upoo 
self  to  assume.    The  late  events,   like  some 
long   forgotten   and    mclanchol  ..    had 

conjured  up  and  brought  back  into  the  world 
of  existence,  the  whole  host   of  bygone   mi- 


:  and  he 

between 

rrto,  and 

joo  him- 
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«ry,  and  all  the  shadows  of  griefs  that  he  had 

forsworn.  It  was,  however,  theopi 
of  the  erudite  Mrs.  Myke,  (we  hope  all  the 
world  remembers  that  she  was  hi*  house- 
keeper,) it  was  her  idea,  we  repeat,  "  that  her 
master  was  stark-staring  mad,  only  that  he 
talked  to  Mr.  Hasil  as  usual/'  and  had,  ve- 
ritably, that  morning,  with  some  jocularity, 
guessed  a  shrewd  guess  at  the  number  oi 
good  lady's  youthful  admirers,  which]  .is  it  far 
exceeded  her  own  calculation,  left  no  doubt  as 
to  his  being  at  that  time,  and  to  her  mind,  in 
possession  of  his  live  souses.  Yet,  as  she 
herself  expressed  it,  "  her  good  master  was 
out  of  sorts,"  and  the  good  woman  was  ne- 
cessarily and  infallibly  out  of  temper;  and 
this  all  the  village  knew  much  better  than  her- 
self, for  she  was  the  last  to  suspect  it.  "There 
were  the  same  goings  on,"  she  averred,  "  as 
when  the  sweet  lady  died ;  and  she  should  not 
wonder  if  it  told  of  their  master's  departure 
era  :  then  God  help  the  poor!  " 
It  is  true  that  Iforoton  strolled  the  woods, 
or  traversed  the  country,  as  if  bent  on  some 
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desperate  enterprise,  and  again  pored  over  his 
books,  and  believed  himself  ut  peace,  but  in 
vain;  neither  hi.%  heart  might  be  at  rest,  or 
mind  tranquil ;  for  the  time  had  come 
which  he  bad  prophecied,  and  his  last  scheme 
of  mortal  happiness  ntighl  DOB  be  overthrown. 
Then  there  were  other  signs — he  wandered  in 
the  fields  at  night,  or  counted  the  hours  while 
pacing  his  chamber  of  repose,  and  at 
deepest  times  of  rest  his  wandering  footsteps 
roused  the  slumbers  of  his  servants,  or  sound- 
lo  their  dead  ear*  of  sleep,  recalled  into 
faint  visum  the  likeness  of  him  to  their  still 
dreaming  thoughts.  Besides  this,  he  was 
more  rough  than  ever,  and  cold  than  ever; 
more  ruthless  in  tire  violence  of  his  strength, 
and  more  anxious,  were  the  secret  known, 
distract  his  own  thought*,  and  to  tear  himself 
from  his  own  hopes  away. 

The  secret  is,  that  the  mysterious  epistle  had 
never  yet  hecn  read,  but  was  carried  about 
with  him,  as  though  he  would  accustom  himself 
to  the  misfortune  he  was  convinced  it  brought 
with  it,  or  deprive  it  of  its  power  to  curse  him, 
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through  growing  familiar  with  the  ills  with 
which  it  threatened  iiim.  With  more  than  a 
father's  fondness,  he  gazed  the  long  day  ti|x>n 
Basil  Forde :  a  thick  melancholy  gathering 
■boot  his  heart,  ret  only  overclouilmi;  It,  to  he 
dispersed  by  that  species  of  philosophy  that 
be  had  ever  found  most  effectual  in  chasing 
away  such  vain  regret  At  length,  having 
hardened  his  senses,  for  a  period,  into  a  re- 
Dawed  indifference  ;  having  taught  himself  to 
spurn  as  weak  that  which  he  lind  almost  found 
too  powerful  to  Ik-  overcome  ;  with  a  derisive 
smile,  a  sneer,  a  cynic  hint  at  human  folly  and 
mortal  passion,  lie  made  his  decision,  and  after 
a  bard  canter  with  IVasil,  where  hill  and  dale, 
in  the  rapidity  of  their  course,  passed  tike  a 
picture  before  them,  he  strode  into  the  most 
■nfrcquented  and  least  familiar  room  in  the 
Grange,  which  was  what  was  called  the  draw- 
ing-room, ami  throwing  Imnscif  viiti  >0  bb 

force   upon  the  sofa,  lie,  in   his  usual  and 
gular  way.  thus  addressed  his  companion  : 

•*  Man,  sir,    weak,    frail,  and   brittle    sub- 
stance,  between    the    Scylla    iuid    Charybdis 
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»  one  side  and  woe  on  the  ol 
•hull  not  escape  them  ;  swallowed  up. 
tj  the  gulpb,  <>r  broken  to  splinters  against 
nick,  he  ahall  he  destroyed  and  lost' 
an-  the  taxes,  sir,  imposed  upon  our 
<oatenee  :  and  what  is  the  brave  arrogance  of 
teat  one  ammipt  us,   that   shall   |  :\au 

■a  an  even  tide,  from  the  gate  of  life  to  tin 
ill  neither  .heck  nor  hindrance  i    I 
•xpects  it,  sir,   and  grows  weak  np- 

pointment,  mid  sinks  upon  its  destined  course: 
but  \\isih>rii  atill  goes  on,  «:iry  of  danger,  and 
united   still.      Do   you    hear,    sir?    this   is 
man — an  imp  age  of  Inn 

"  I  do  think  it  an  imperfect  (j 
Forde.  "  for  sometimi  9  be  has  been  thought 
gifted  with  spirit  and  might.  BOt  only  to  con 
lend  his  destiny,  but  to  make  it.  At  least,  if 
the  Three  Sisters  weave  the  web  of  life,  it  is  in 
the  power  of  man  to  work  the  pattern  on  it  at 
felt  will,  and  have  it  wrought  with  flowers, 
otherwise,  as  he  shall  plea* 

-  The  web  !    A  good  word  for  it,"  retorted 
Breton.     "  Life  is  a  web,  sir,  in  v. 
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flic»,  we  are  caught  at  last.  Putting  fools  out 
of  the  question  (and  the  world  may  boast  no 
small  number),  the  lion  caught  in  the  toils  is 
a  tit  emblem  of  the  soul  struggling  with  inef- 
fectual hope,  in  the  bondage  of  this  surround- 
ing life.  Go,  air,  the  world  will  teach  you 
what  it  is  !  " 

"  Let  us  hope,  sir,"  said  Basil,  "  it  will 
teach  me  the  value  of  it,  what  happiness  or 
fortune  may  be  won  from  it." 

"  Value'"  cried  Moreton,  "  value  life  as 
nothing,  sir.  It  is  lighter  than  a  grain  of  sand 
upon  the  beach,  that  every  tide  may  wipe 
away  ;  not  worth  a  sigh  or  a  thought.  Life, 
The  young  hold  it  to  their  bosom,  like  a 
painted  and  beautiful  serpent,  until  they  find 
it  sting — sting  to  the  heart ;  then  comes  a  time 
when  we  would  throw  it  from  us.  Life  !  it  is 
a  bauble — detestable!"  and  he  tossed  from 
side  to  side  upon  the  sofa,  as  though  anxious 
be  rid  of  it. 

'  You  are  on  no  terms  with  it,   Mr.  More- 
said    Forde,    smiling ;  f  but   life  is  like 
»uty,  we  must  be  accustomed  to  it  before 
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we  tire  of  it.  We  drink  of  the  cup  of  *x- 
as  of  a  dtaOghl  of  wine  where  we 
believe  a  pearl  is  to  l>e  found  at  the  Inittotn, 
and  we  must  conic  there  l>cforc  we  see  there  i* 
none." 

"  Poison,  poison,  vir,"  muttered  Moreton, 
f  and  bitter  drink  too;  and  d<  nd  of 

it.     Your  talk  is  green,  boy,  and  simple  a*  I 
shepherd." 

"  Nay,  but  my  dear  sir,"  said  Forde,  who 
was  toed  i.i  UttM  kind  of  contests,  •  what  b 
the  world  bat  B  place  to  lip  enjoyed  '  And  we 
must  lose  the  sense  of  all  beauty,  teal  or  ideal, 
before  we  tire  of  it." 

"It  is  a  dark  passage."  interrupted  More- 
ton,  "  where  we  must  grope  our  way ;  and  if 
a  star  illumine  the  dead  night  around  as,  let 
us,  sir.  rejoice — and  so  have  done  with  it." 

'*  For  my  pari,"  cried  Pordc  again,  sm 
'•  tlie  world  seems  the  best  place  imaginable, 
where  brave  and  noble  creatures  speed  on  to 
fortune.  There  is  a  sun  above  us,  reflected  in 
every  honest  heart,  and  all  around  is  made  to 
make   us    prosper.     I  am    in   love   with   ths 


PlRWCf.  FAI/TOV. 


m 


wvrlil,  sir,  and  every  thing  in  it.  The  world 
is  a  very  good  fellow,  a  little  rough  or  so,  or 
hamoarsome  and  humourous,  but  like  yourself, 
»ir ;  very  much  like  yourself." 

"  Tush,  tush,"  grumbled  Moreton,  but  with 
one  of  his  strange  smiles ;  "  the  fellow  'a  a 
knave,  pickpocket,  swindler,  thief,  and  1  know 
not  what  beside.  Very  well,  sir,  if  you  can 
riral  him  in  cunning ;  but  to  he  jostled  by  a 
scoundrel,  sir,  and  when  you  know  him  to 
be  to !— there  is  degradation  in  it.  Take  hold 
of  his  arm,  and  walk  and  talk  with  him,  and  he 
will  teach  you  unknown  things,  and  you  will 
h  your  way ;  but  hang  behind,  and  you 
scouted  by  him ;  or  get  before  the  rascal, 
yon  arc  his  dupe;  he  cheats  even  while  lie 
fools  you  ;  a  sad  rogue,  sir;"  and  a  satisfied 
chuckle  broke  from  Moreton,  ending  in  one  of 
tbOM  fits  of  abstraction  to  common  to  him, 

liile  Basil,  expecting  some  new  ebullition  of 
singularity,  remained  for  some  minutes  in  wil- 
ling silence.  At  length  tlic  words  began  to 
drop  from  the  Master  of  the  Grange,  one  by 
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up  the  following  sen- 
ile spoke  ms  if  in  deep  rev. 
■  Life,  at  oar  first  entrance."  said   he,  with 
a    sigh,    ■  appears   a    palace   of    enchsi 
beauty,  built  up  for    tu   alone;    the    might y 
dome  supported  by  a  thousand   pillars  of  im- 
perishable  structure ;   hut,  as  we  go  on,  we 
discover  that  other  steps  have  been  before  us, 
and  left  their  track,  and  Uiat  it  is  no  more 
than  the  ruined  dwelling  of  a  hopeless  race, 
hang  with  the  cobwebs  of  a  bye-gone  time, 
cankered  and  care  warn  in   the  lapse  of  ages, 
and  damaged  and   destroyed   by  man's   rude 
ways  :  a  crumbling  mockery,  and  a  fast -falling 
glory  :  this  is  the  heritage.     Well,  well !  » 
sion   built   by  fancy,  and  blasted    by  realr 
And  here  he  ceased,  his  voice  dying  away  in 
an  inaudible  murmur;    but   Basil   Forde  still 
listened,   charmed    by  the   harm.my.    the    pe- 
r  sweetness  that  ever  and  anon   breathed 
through  the  discourse  of  the  BOMBtrio  bol  un- 
happy Moreton.     But  now,    fe«ring    his  con- 
templations were   not   pleasing   to   him,    our 
hero  gave  a  turn  to  the  conversation. 
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"  Your  ideas,  without  doubt,"  said  Basil, 
"  are  just ;  and  will  be  felt  to  be  so,  before  I 
am  turned  forty.  In  the  mean  time,  sir,  let 
mc  ask  your  advice:  the  hundred  pounds  you 
have  given  me  from  Colonel  Maravcl,— what 
can  be  done  with  it  ?  Excuse  mc ;  you  see 
you  have  taught  me  to  treat  you  as  if  you  were 
my  father,  and  I  your  son." 

4  Your  father!"  cried  Morcton,  put  off  bj| 
guard  by  tbc  expression,  and  with  a  natural 
anguish  of  voice  that  struck  to  the  soul  of  the 
ng  man;  "  father,  did  you  say  ?  It  might 
have  been — but  no,  boy,  no — it  is  a  dream — 
weakness — weakness — desperation.  I  am  the 
but Of  my  race.  My  sun  !  It  has  been  denied 
me — a  blessing  lost — the  curse  must  be  SO 
dured  of  knowing  it.  No,  sir,  the  thing  | 
long  gone  by ;  name  not  the  words."  And  again 
Moreton  was  silent,  these  broken  sentences 
bursting  uncontrolled  from  bis  lips,  and  appeal- 
ing, with  all  the  force  of  a  new  impression, 
to  the  heart  and  the  mind  of  Basil  Forde.  The 
world  gave  Moreton  credit  for  benevolence, 
hut  that  he  had  affections  was  unknown,  and 
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these  expressions  explained  to  him  who  heard 
them,  the  secret  and  the  mystery  of  Ins  life  and 
of  his  character.  Our  hero,  struck  with  a  kind 
of  awful  veneration  of  him,  apologized,  and 
was  about  to  continue,  when  Moreton,  with  an 
impatient  movement,  interrupted  his  further 
progress.     "  Silence,  boy,"  said  li  one 

roughness,  as  willing  to  make  up  for  his  me- 
nu ntnry  weakness,  "  Silence,  and  listen  to  me  ; 
it  is  tunc  you  were  made  acquainted  with  cer- 
tain facts.     I^ook  mi  BM  as  your  friend,  and 
read   that  letter."     And   he    presented   it   to 
1    irdc,  with  the  look  of  one  who  defied  hin 
truce  the  faintest  vestige,  of  agitation  in  I 
or,  if  so,  to  divine  the  muse.    He  pressed  with 
i  vouj  vigour  his  hand,  nnd  obtHtiug  a  sur- 
prise not  unniingled  with  dehgfat  in  Basil's  de- 
portment, "H  "ill  not  give  you  pleasure, 
added   bluffly !  "wait  till   you    know   its  con- 
rent*:"  and  he  threw  himself  buck  with  s  I 
tion  that  made  the  sofa  rock  again. 

The  letter  was  oj>encd  and  read  and  re-read 
h>-  "ur  hero,  at  first  in  violent  kj  fed 

i»ely  with  curbed  and  restrain,-,!  u 
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tion,  in  amazement,  in  doubt,  and  in  distrac- 
tion; the  flashing  of  his  gaze,  and  the  light 
and  shadow  of  his  countenance,  portraying 
the  mixture  und  rariety  of  his  sensations.  But 
for  Moreton,  he  lounged  for  the  first  few  mi- 
nutes in  suppressed  though  intense  interest, 
his  whole  person  ■■Mlrfttng  tlu-  forced  com- 
posure and  stern  fortitude  of  one  who  is  alxuii 
to  undergo,  or  is  already  suffering  under, 
some  dangerous  and  mortal  operation.  As  he 
watched  the  effects  of  the  epistle  on  him  to 
whom  it  was  addressed,  lie  once  or  twice 
flinched,  and  tossed  to  anil  fro  in  restless  •&■ 
durance;  and,  at  last,  he  fairly  made  up  his 
mind  in  desperation,  and  whether  to  occupy 
his  anxiety,  to  conceal  his  feelings,  or  to  prove 
his  indifference,  he  broke  forth  into  a  low  and 
melodious  hum,  something  between  singing 
and  speaking, — a  breathing  from  the  heart. 
It  was  after  several  perusals  that  Basil  N 
turned  tlie  lc  ' 

u  A  most  singular  thing!"  said  he;  "and 
from  one  whom  1  have  only  accidentally  met ! 
"for  can  I  imagine 
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is  from  Lord  Lesley.  He  talks  vastly  about 
a  reputation  for  learning,  and  offers  me  his 
influence  in  procuring  mc  some  appointment. 
Vim,  sir,  can  perhaps  inform  me  further:  ffbal 
is  ray  best  plan  of  action  ?  A  strange  occur- 
rence this,  when  I  was  most  hopeless  of  every 
thing !     What  can  be  his  inducement  • " 

During  this,  Moreton,  in  immovable  rigid 
idity,  sat  reading  the  epistle,  and  without  one 
remark  on  the  polite  and  dignified  ityk  of  pa- 
tronage in  which  it  was  couched,  turned 
over  again,  and  re-perused  it  as  before.  This 
time,  he  deigned  a  half  smile  of  contempt,  and 
n  more  than  half  imprecation  of  satire  mut- 
tered between  his  teeth ;  but  beyond  this  his 
stone-like  apathy  would  not  go-  It  was  at  the 
termination  of  a  profound  reverie,  and  after 
having  again  examined  the  paper,  that  a  dis 
dainful  chuckle,  the  medium  between  a  sne 
and  a  laugh,  was  yielded  to  its  contents;  ami 
with  a  motion  almost  indicative  of  triumph,  he 
threw  it  on  the  table,  and  resumed  his  medita- 
tions. 

"  I  can  conceive,'"  he  at  last   muttered   la 
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himself,  with  ironical  gravity,  "and  just  so, 
the  generosity  and  liberality,  and — and  senti- 
ment necessary  to  the  writing  of  such  a  scrawl 
as  this.  Lesley,  I  was  not  mistaken  in  you, 
nor  in  your  paltry  baseness ; — the  rest,  as  far 
as  suits  mc,  shall  be  revealed.  We  will  abide 
the  trial." 

These  words  were  imperfectly  heard  or  un- 
derstood by  Basil  Forde,  who  had   now  seen 
enough  to  suspect  that  not  only  More- 
ton  had  the  clue  to  his  fortunes,  but  that  he 

in  some  distant  degree,  a  party  in  tin 
and  more  than  this  Morcton's  behaviour  had 
nui  led  him  tO  surmise. 

u  And  who  is  this  man,  and  what  power  has 
he?"  inquired  Basil;  "what  motive  guides  him 
to  act  thus  >  He  talks  of  talents  on  my  part — 
scarcely  a  sufficient  excuse  for  the  assumption 
of  so  much  condescending  patronage.  He  can- 
not know  my  circumstances,  or  guess  my  con- 
dition, surely  :  " 

"  Listen,  sir,"  said  Morcton  quietly;  *  he 
knows  you,  and  suspects  your  wants.  As  a 
public  character  he  is  what  the  world  admires 
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*u  far  you  may  respect  him  -,  beside*,  he  may 
hare  other  claims  upon  you,  whirl),  not  eves 
your  best  friend  must  wean  from  him,  not  if 
you  once  acknowledge  them.  But  let  me  tell 
you  further  —  ' 

"  Mr.  Morcton,"  cried  Basil,  in  agitation, 
"  excuse  me  ;  I  can  resist  no  longer.  Is  he  re- 
lated to  me,  can  he  know  my  connexions? " 

■  He  is  your  father,  sir,"  answered 
coldly,  "  and  honour  him  if  you  may  do  so ;  ht 
is  the  m:ti i." 

"  And  how,"  cried  the  oilier,  "  am  I  de- 
tained from  him,  denied  by  him,  left  unpro- 
tected !  Yet,  not  so,  he  has  not  deserted  me ' 
Though  unrecognised,  lie  has  educated  and  sup- 
plied me  lilicmlly.  Oh  !  tell  me  further,  thai 
1  may  hasten  to  him  r" 

"  You  are  his  son,"  answered  Moreton,  wit 
out  any  visible  sign  of  emotion;  '•  but  he  has  mo/ 
educated  you,  not  provided  for  you.  You  owe 
this  to  a  friend;  enough,  that  you  have  been 
protected.  Your  reputation  as  a  scholar  first 
taught  him  that  you  lived.  He  will  now 
friend  you,  and  you  are  open  to  accept  hi* 
bounty." 
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"  Who  is  thin  friend,"  cried  Forde,  "  vrith 

all  his  native  ardour,  "  that  with  the  duty  of  a 

I  may  repay  his  goodness .'     What  were 

my  claims  upon  him?     What  reason   for   his 

friendship  ?    How  am  I  thus  deserted  ?  " 

"  This  friend  I "  retorted  Morcton,  with 
some  roughness ;  "  Why,  sir,  it  was  hie 
pleasure  to  do  so.  Your  thanks  I  Your  thanks 
would  pain  him,  sir;  therefore  forget  them, 
and  go  on  your  way.  This  nobleman — you 
owe  him  dun  :  |hi  other  waives  his  right  hi 
you;  but  if  the  first  should  be  opposed  to 
your  hopes,  to  your  ambition  ;  should  he  not 
amply  provide  for  you,  you  can  refuse  his  ser- 
vices ;  for  the  other  man — call  him  your  friend 
at  least — l»c  has  power,  and  wealth,  and  will ; 
he  then  will  recognise  yuu,  and  hold  you  to  his 
his  son." 

In  spite  of  his  philosophy,  the  last  w  ntence 
fell  trembling  :nul  imperfect  on  the  ear  of 
our  hero,  who  now  sprung  up  to  delay  More- 
ton's  intended  departure  from  the  room,  his 
strides  having  well  nigh  outstripped  his 
best  precaution  and  speed. 
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"  Dear   Mr.  Moreton,"   expostulated    Basil, 
"  Uut  a  few  more  words!  Wliat  are  my  fat i 
mi. 'Hi .una;    how   is   it    I   am   thus   situated; 
why  should  tltis  friend  remain  conceah 

"Dear  Mr.  Moreton!"  exclaimed  In-  <r 
trie  companion,  with  h  rougher  accent  than 
ever,  anil  struggling  to  depart;  "tush,  ti- 
man,  why  one  would  believe  you  were  court- 
ing gentle  Constance  Maravel;  a  sweet  girl 
that,  sir !  But  look  you,  man ;  you  sec  Lord 
Lesley,  and  you  know  Ids  projects.  If  he  will 
not  protect  you,  return  to  me  to  mediate  with 
your  friend ;  and  then,  if  Constance  will  not 
have  his  lordship,  then,  sir,  you  may  court,  or 
play  the  fool,  or  what  you  will." 

•'  How  is  this?"   exclaimed  Basil,   in  agi- 
tated dejection;  "  and  what  cause  for  By  dis- 
pleasing my  father,  or,  what  seems  more, 
benefactor?     If  I  be  his  son  and  cable 

offspring,  what  necessity  to  cast  me  down 
beneath  his  rank  and  fortune,  that  1  should  be 
unknown,  and  thus  disinherited  ?  But  no!  the 
truth  is  seen.     If,  Mr.  Moreton,  you  can  gue 
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my  feelings,  tell  me ;  let  mc  entreat  it ;  how 
I  was  bom  his  son  ? " 

"  Born  illegitimately;  his  illegitimate  son," 
murmured  Moreton,  and  broke  forcibly  from 
his  grasp;  bat  rushing  into  the  passage,  he 
returned,  and  while  apparently  mending  the 
whip  he  had  caught  up,  yet  with  his  hack  to- 
wards Basil,  he  grumbled,  "  Men  are  but  men. 
sprung  from  the  race  of  heaven;  come,  sir, 
from  an  immortal  source,  though  humbled  by 
the  sins  and  shame  of  the  world.  It  cuts  one 
from  one's  heritage,  this  flaw  in  the  leasehold 
of  existence ;  hut  otherwise  the  stream  of  life 
runs  pure,  though  from  a  troubled  Jouree. 
These,  sir,  arc  the  world's  prejudices,  follies, 
deceits,  wherewith  it  cheats  itself.  Let  us 
mock  its  deceptions,  man  !  Constance  sees  no 
fault  in  you ;  what  would  you  more  '■  Well, 
to  he  sure,  we  all  have  our  foibles,  and  a  wo- 
man— a  pretty  one  thougli — is  yonr's."  And 
so,  till  his  voice  was  drowned  in  those  of  his 
friends  in  the  farm-yard,  Moreton  strode 
quickly  away. 

The  proud  blush  burnt  to  the  temples  of 
i  5 
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Fonlc,  as  the  truth  was  made  known  to  him. 
Ho  was  not  only  of  degraded  birth,  but  | 
some  cause  or  other  the  object  of  a  stranger'* 
sympathy,  and  by  him  had  been  protected. 
Then  there  waa  little  left  for  him  to  hope,  but 
tliat  tin-  father  who  hnd  deserted  him  in  Sm 
first,  would  scarce  dotltOTC  than  provide  fur 
him  in  the  last,  and  this  was  all  his  reason 
might  expect  from  him.  But  then  the  ■ 
perings  of  vanity,  that  even  his  character,  hfc 
talents,  might  compel  from  this  proud  man  • 
perfect,  though  a  tardy  respect  and  ad- 
miration; and  possibly  he  might  design  to 
protect  him,  and  he  would  the*  himadf 
worthy  of  his  confidence  and  friendship;  but 
if  not,  if  with  cool  distance  he  .should  welcome 
him,  why  then  all  dreams  must  Ik-  Ml 
that  pictured  to  his  mind  «rtt  bom  to 

claim  the  social  ties  of  other  men,  to  feci,  to 
act,  to  be  the  same  as  they.  lie  then  would 
stand  alone,  apart  from  others;  and  yet  this 
friend,  this  benefactor,  this  second  father,  the 
would  welcome  him,  and  he  yearned  to  know 
the  man,  and  yield  him  back  in  gratitude  the 
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ed  liim.  Could  it  be  Moretun ? 
Be  had  some  cause  to  hope  it,  and  the 
thought  was  rich  with  happiness.  From  these 
various  doubts  and  distractions,  which 
cupicd  him  from  hour  to  hour,  he  would 
incessantly  turn  away,  and  repose  himself 
upon  the  memory  of  Om.stance  Maruwl. 
And  even  with  this  idea,  as  many  torturing 
inquietudes  would  intervene,  of  whether  he 
might  still  presume  to  love  her,  or  were  too 
humble  and  debased  to  venture  further;  or 
whether  she  were  generous  enough,  or  fond 
enough,  to  forgive  him  tins  error  of  his  des- 
tiny, in  consideration  of  the  faith  he  held  in 
her.  In  this  chaos  of  opposing  hopes  and 
despairs,  no  one  sentiment  pa-dominated  over 
the  other,  or  might  lie  separated  one  from  the 
other;  but  all  together  they  formed  an  indis- 
tinguishahlc  confusion  of  ideas,  above  v 
his  love  alone,  which  was  the  mental  world 
wherein  he  now  existed,  shone  with  unclouded 
and  with  perfect  beauty;  and  upon  this 
thought  his  mind  still  lingered  and  still  dwell 
in  peace  and  rapture. 
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CBAPTBB  vill. 

Yob  luvr  (ikac'd  o»e. 
TWm  fonnrt  1  thall  only  ebrr  ho  « 
That  jromwerr  ln>  dmae,  or  I  mora  worthy. 

Oto 

To  the  amazement  of  Lord  Lesley,  and  t.i 
the  infinite  chagrin  of  Colonel  Mar;i 
casket  of  jewels  destined  as  an  introductory 
present  to  his  lordship's  intended  bride,  re- 
mained upon  the  table  of  the  room  where  it 
was,  in  the  first  instance,  deposited  ;  nor  could 
any  suggestions  or  angry  remon  stance  of  her 
father,  nor  the  open  encouragement  or  raillery 
of  Jessy,  induce  Miss  Manivel  to  the.  accept- 
anec  of  it.  His  lordship,  meantime,  began  to 
suspect  the  truth,  and  as  his  own  preference 
was  really  no  more  than  an  adulation  >>f  tin- 
young  lady's  charms,  or  just  lOch  a  natural 
admiration  as  may  animate  the  connoisseur  on 
beholding  the  choice  production  of  an  artist, 
<>r  inspire  the  sculptor  while  he  gazes  upon 
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exquisite  model  of  statuary,  no  wonder 
his  lordship  soon  argued  himself  out  of  all 
unnecessary  diffidence,  and  became  anxious  to 
ascertain  if  he  were  the  lucky  aspirant  likely  to 
possess  so  desirable  IB  acquisition  to  his  pre- 
sent establishment,  ami  so  pfrming  u  addition 
to  his  domestic  felicity.  With  this  view,  there- 
fore, Lord  Lesley  dob  mimed  on  n  further  ex- 
planation with  thelady  Iutm  If,  though  doomed 
to  be  often  prevented  in  the  attempt, and  more 
than  once  intercepted  by  the  industrious  co- 
quetry of  the  beautiful  Je> 

Hour  after  hour  she  kept  him  in  unwearied 
dalliance;  from  the  highest  night  of  gaiety  down 
to  the  lowest  depth  of  sentiment  she  descended, 
or  she  mounted,  in  order  to  wage  still  this 
unequal  war  of  vanity ;  but  all  her  most  skilful 
efforts  the  wary  politician  very  sturdily  withstood. 
He  remained  firm,  indeed,  in  the  duties  of  his 
office  M  lover  to  her  sister  Constance ;  made  a 
last  effort  to  extort  some  undisguised  favour. 
or  sign  of  friendship  from  her;  and  having 
proved  that  it  was  hopeless,  he,  at  length,  with 
the  politeness  due  to  the  occasion,  presented 
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with  his  own  hands  the  casket  which  had  lain 

The  blush  and  tremor  of  Miss  M.ir.nel  seem 
to  have  given  his  lordship  some  faint  idea  or 
hope  of  success  with  her,  for  he  took  her  fingers 
tenderly  in  his,  bowed  till  his  lips  touched 
them,  and  with  other  kindly  symptoms  of  a 
heart  pierced  through  by  an  arrow  of  the  !■■ 
god,  he  awaited  in  the  strict  propriety  of 
downcast  looks  and  sighs,  the  answer  to  hi* 
advances. 

"  1   have   still  presumed,"   he   urged,  witli 
courtly  discretion,  "beyond  tliis  uial; 

have  still  ventured  to  plead,  my  dear  Miss 
Maravcl,  my  own  cause;  rather  than  allow  it 
to  be  nupeeted  that  my  overtures  had 
been  truly  tendered,  rather  th:in  permit  any 
other  voice  than  your*  to  express  this  momen- 
tous decision,  l.il  r lint  no  unne- 
cessary deHmej  may  intrude  to  the  destrmt 
of  my  hopes  ?  " 

owe  your  lordship."  said  Constance. 
••  many  apologies  for  my  conduct  to  you.  con- 
duct so  much  at  variance  with  my  own  wishes; 
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but  it  has  been  dictated  entirely  by  the  desire 
of  conceding  to  the  views  of  other*,  and  by  n.« 
frivolous  intention  of  trifling  with  ana  ".li"  has 
been    pleased   to    honour    DM   with   his   Rood 

.'Ml." 

"It  is  impossible,"  returned  his  lordship, 
'•  that  Miss  Maravcl  can  be  suspected  of  wrong ; 
she  is  ever  conducted  by  the  propriety  most 
becoming  to  her  own  dignity,  by  a  kindness 
most  considerate  to  others.  Mny  I  not  hope 
her  acceptance,  of  a  trifle  expressive  of  my 
Admiration  of  her,  of  the  deep  interest  that  I 
must  ever  feel  for  one  so  charming  ?  " 

'•  You  do  me  too  much  honour,  sir,"  she 
replied,  with  native  modesty ;  "  and  I  liad  ho]>cd 
tliat  the  pain  of  this  interview  might  have  b 
snared  to  us  both.  I  fear,  I  dare  not  promise 
that  my  gratitude  may  ever  Ik-  adequate  to  the 
kindness  that — that  you  intend  rue." 

-•  Gratitude,  in  so  dear  a  sense  of  the  word,' 
rejoined   the    lord,   with   a  deferential   smile, 
"  gratitude,  my  dear  young  lady !  is  the  reward 
of  long  and  persevering  attention,  or  of  ED 
tender  assiduity.     If  Miss  Maravcl  would  con- 
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descend  to  wear  these  baubles  as  a  memento  of 
my  friendship  for  her,  she  would  discover  All 
I  were  not  so  presumptuous  as  to  hope 
early  recompencc." 

••  My  dear  sir,"  said  she,  attempting  a  faint 
•.inn  of  retreat,  "my  present  thanks  are  all 
that  my  ungrateful  heart  can  offer  you.  and  sure 
I  am  undeserving  all  further  kindness,  better 
than  friendship,  that  your  lordship  u< 
bestow  upon  me.  Believe  me.  sir,  that  I  must 
ever  respect  and  thank  you  fur  the  intention." 

'•  What  can  be  more  natural,"  persist 
detaining  her  persuasively,  "  than  for  benir 
triumph   in  her  conquest*,  than   for  virtu 
doubt  her  power!     And  he  this  your  wcaknesj- 
You  doubt,  in  amiable  timiilii;.  m  good- 

ness—your  own  power  of  recmnpenee;  you 
would  still  shew  the  world  who  i»  i 
to  wear  the  chain  you  throw  around  him ;  I 
in  the  native  pride  of  loveliness,  you  still 
Nor  will  I  be  backward,  but  glory  to  be  held  in 
such  sweet  bondage :    indeed,  I  have  not  so 
lit  your  good  opinion  as  to  consider  myself 
entitled  yet  to  a  still  dearer  claim  upon  ymi: 
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but  my  solicitations  may  deserve  better  of  yon, 
and  lime  may  effect  my  wishes." 

"  I  fear  not,"  said  Constance;  "  never '  There 
arc  many  and  adequate  reasons  to  imply  that 
it  can  never  be.  Your  lordship  solicits  that 
which  cannot  lie  granted,  un  isteCBD  which  i* 
no  lunger  mine  to  confer:  let  me,  therefore, 
entreat  from  your  generosity,  that  forbearance 
which  every  other  feeling  may  deny  me,  but 
which  you  may  thus  allow ;  for  indeed,  I  can 
command  it  in  no  other  way,  except,  my  lord, 
I  bespeak  it  from  your  nuny.  My  reliance  is 
placed  in  you." 

••  You  must  not,  shall  not  be  mistaken  in 
me,''  was  the  polite  and  smiling  answer,  for  his 
lordship  began  !<>  suspect  that  the  motion  must 
be  withdrawn,  and  consequently,  desired  that 
it  should  be  done  with  the  very  best  imagina- 
ble grace  and  regard  to  courtesy.  '•'  Sure  it 
were  something  new,"  he  continued  playfully. 
••  if  one  of  tin-  name  of  Lesley  were  the  perse- 
cutor of  the  fair;  they,  the  knights  uf  the  field, 
ho  have  been  beheld  in  other  days  with  such 
as  love  may  look  on  honour !     No,  my 


I8A 


PIERCE  FAL« 


dear  Miss  Maravel,  you  have  appealed  once, 
and  not  in  vain;  there/ore,  behold  me  as  your 
fric 

a  I  am  yon  a  greater  <lt-l>t   of  obligation," 

swid  Constance,  brightening   up,  °  than  ever  1 

■  ugbt  would  fall  to  your  share,  my  lord ;  and 

truly  tliii»  consideration  has  not  been  deserved 

'■(  it   fail  to  awaken  the  deep  sense  ui 

i   Brimderrip  with  ■  h  me. 

Sir.  I  thtak  you  gratefully." 

"  Will  Miss  Maravel  consider  me  In 
the  tight  uf  a  friend?"  inquired  his  lordship. 
who  made  it  a  rule  never  to  leave  a  disagreeable 
impression  behind  him  ;  "  and  will  she  bel 
Uiat  nothing  but  irity  of  my  wishes  for 

her  future  welfare  could  dictate  the  question : 
I  would  promote  her  happiness,  though  1  may 
not  piirtici|Hitc  in  it.  The  Colonel,  your  father, 
has  hinted  a  predilection,  an  attachment  sub- 
early  youth,  between  the  hen 

Fairiawn but  wherefore  this  trepidation— 

you  permit  me  the  liberty  of  friendship,  and  if 
Hence  Frreling  be  the  choice,  my  inducii' 
great : "   and  Lord  Lesley  considerately  dropt 
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his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper,  unci  then  ceased 
speaking ;  but  Constance  Maravel,  un  whom  a 
new  light  nil  at  mice,  dawned,  the  hope  that  if 
might  benefit  her  lover,  made  an  effort  to 
speak,  essayed  to  explain,  stammered  and 
coloured,  ami  blushed  a  rosy  red,  and  hinted 
at  last,  with  some  hesitation,  that  his  lordship 
was  mistaken.  But  Lord  Lesley  still  remained 
silent,  criticising  that  beautiful  confusion  which 
in  itself  was  something  new  to  him,  and  exhi- 
•  an  aspect  of  tender  sympathy. 

"  My  father  is  deceived,"  Constance  faltered 
nut,  at  length  ;  "  the  gentleman  who  lias  ho- 
noured me  so  far,  who  favours  me  with  his 
esteem,  who — who  obliges  me  by  his  preference 
— is — your  lordship  knows  him  ;  is — you  have 
sometimes  seen  him  with  us ;  is — Mr.  Basil 
Fordc.  He  is  unfortunate ;  but — "  and  in  a 
suffusion  of  blushes,  and  trembling  with  em- 
barrassment, she  awaited  his  lordship's  answer : 
but  none  was  heard.  Minute  after  minute  now 
passed  away,  till  she  ventured  a  glance  of  per- 
turbed inquiry,  hut  as  quickly  withdrew  it. 

The  dignified  self-fmssession,  the  cold  and 
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.fgdmion.  that    his    lordship    usuafit 
ns  now  utterly  destroyed ;  and  he, 
as   much   partook  of  the  young 
gf%  confusion,  as  if  he   had   been   himself 
mJnA  in  the  delicacy  of  her  confession.     He 
jdjrir-1  in  strange  sympathy  with  her  feel- 
g^v  made  nn  attempt  to  recover  himself.  ami 
%g  hack  into  worse  dereliction  of  nil  outward 
j— UTrmrr    betraying  that   total    loss  of   his 
arrsmce  of  mind,  which  only  a  violent  shock 
d  conflicting  emotions  may  ever  create.    Hi* 
prevailing  idea  was,  however,  that  the  facts  of 
the  case  had  transpired,  and  by  some  untoward 
acciilrnl     arm    miivi-r-.iilly    known  ;     thus    that 
his  present  situation  might  even  appear  more 
ridiculous,  if  possible,  to  others,  than  it  did  to 
himself.     Besides,  the  shame  of  exposure  to 
Miss  Murnvcl,  might  wound  his  vanity  as  ef- 
fectually as  any  public  knowledge  of  the  cir- 
cumstances would  have  galled  his   prirle.     He, 
however,  quickly  perceived  that  tin's  was  mere 
surmise,  recalled  his  senses  to  their  duty,  and 
feigned  an  indifference  if  he  did   not  feel  it. 
So  consummate,  indeed,  was  his  address,  that 
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when  his  customary  manner  revived,  when  lie 
Iwcanic  reinstated  in  his  habitual  composure, 
then  Constance  too  easily  fancied  that  all  which 
she  had  really  and  truly  beheld,  might  be  do 
more  than  the  effect  of  her  own  weak  imagina 
tion. 

Tl»e  young  nun  is  highly  honoured,"  said 
In-,  lordship,  coolly;  "  but  the  reports  which  are 
circulated  with  respect  to  him,  are  not  the  best 
adapted  to  favour  his  pretensions,  which  we 
may  style  presumptuous ;  let  us  hope  that  a 
certain  degradation  may  not  disqualify  him  for 
all  honourable  connexion." 

"'  It  is  reported,"  said  Constance,  in  deep 
distress  at  the  allusion,  "  that  he  is  of  noble 

roily.  It  is  a  pity  that  those  who  consider 
their  birth  the  highest,  qualification,  should 
have  »o  little  feeling  fur  others,  that  they  can- 
not forgive  the  want  of  it;  even  though  virtue 
and  honour  have  both  failed  in  this  one  requi- 
site, to  say  nothing  of  either  talent  or  genius." 

"  I  perceive,"  replied  his  lordship,  with  all 
his  native  tact,  "  or  rather,  I  fear — that  this  ro- 
mantic project  of  youth  is,  or  appears  to  be. 
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impossible  of  completion.  However,  my  dor 
Miss  Mnravel,  if  it  be  proved  otherwise,  re- 
member my  power  to  oblige  you,  the  interest 
that  for  your  sweet  sake  I  must  ever  have  in 
your  prospects  and  welfare." 

■  1  am  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  said  Constance; 
u  and  will  you  favour  me  by  considering  s» 
secret  the  reason  that  has  been  stated  to  ex- 
cuse me  from  your  wishes?  In  this,  you  will 
mirier  me  always  grateful." 

M  A  lady's  word  is  my  HUnanM*/*  ***  *'* 
polite  answer;  "  anil    yours  .-dmve  all  others. 
Permit  me  to  wish   you  every  happiness  that 
beauty  and  virtue  such  as  yours  DMT 
Ah1  Miss  Maruvel!" — and  with    this   civil 
pNMion  of  regret,  a  gentle  and  respectful  prts- 
sure  of  the  hand,  a  profound  bow  of  adieu,  s 
last  look  of  admiring  kindness,    Lord   Lesley 
withdrew,  in  dignified  serenity,  from   her  pre- 
sence.   The  secrecy  re<juired  of  him,  he.  !■ 
his   own    peculiar    reasons,  very   hoi 
kept;  besides,  as  he  conceived  that  the  Baton 
■  if  the  young  lady  with  Basil  Forde  would,  in 
the  end,  be   discovered   to   be   anything   but 
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agreeable  to  Colonel  Maravcl,  and  as  he  fur- 
ther judged  tliat  it  could  never  be  rendered  so 
to  him,  lie  left  them  to  take  their  own  course. 
Bat,  let  us  see : — for  it  is  well  known  (hut  Fate 
weaves  one  half  of  life  and  man  the  other. 

A  day  or  two  lunger  hi*  lordship  lingered  in 
residence  at  the  Priory,  nor  did  he  remit  any 
.if  his  accustomed  attentions  to  Constance  Ma- 
ravel;  whether  to  conceal  the  part  that  she 
had  played,  or  to  cover  his  own  retreat,  is  not 
precisely  ascertained :  but,  possibly,  he  desired 
that  it  should  never  be  suspected  that  he  had 
sought  a  nearer  alliance  with  the  family,  than 
that  very  familiar  intimacy  which  he  seemingly 
enjoyed.  But  this  idea  was  lmjjeless,  while 
Jessy  had  voice  and  breath  enough  to  detail 
her  own  especial  conquests,  the  slaves  that  had 
bowed  before  her  beauty;  and  among  them  to 
utter,  with  a  sigh,  the  name  of  this  unfortunate 
nobleman,  and  to  note  him  down  as  one  among 
discarded  of  her  admirers. 

»••  Indeed,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  she,  assuming 
the  exterior  of  a  graceful  despondency,  "  what 
will  now  become  of  me  ?     No  chaperon  in  the 
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.   no  companion  at  billiard*! — unci, 
what  will  the  world  aajr,  hut  that  I  haTf 
failed  to  amuse,  or  that  your  lordship 
soon  tired  of  your  retreat  t     Alas !  you  must 
delay, — and  must  not  quit  us!  " 

Tints,  while  her  miniature   |>erson  cl: 
his  majr  re,  in  an  attitude   of 

entreaty,  the  eunning  creature  thou 
self  that  there  was  some  iu.tii  even  in  dis- 
covering the  beauty  of  contrast,  and  how  rcry 
pretty  a  pair  they  would  make  together 
world  of  fashion.     But,  spite  of  her  « I 
detain  this  recreant  suitor,  the    hour  H 
minute  arrived  for  his  departure. 

The  Colonel,  meanwhile,  as  hi  urare 

of  the  fact,  apjiealed  to  his  daughter  wil 
last  entreaty  of  despair,  with  the  emphasis  of 
one  whose  fortune  was  involved  in  her  decision, 
to  retract  the  Nfattl  Ail  nIic  had  given;  and, 
at  length,  finding  that  she  onrj   arts* 
with  tears,  or  pleadings  of  distressed  affr 
l»c  left   her  in  anger  of    her   wilful   refusal, 
vented  his  nervous  irritability  on  the.  domestic* 
who  attended  upon  him ;  an<l,after  manysadclong 
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allusions  to  the  disappointment  incident  to  the 
man  who  hoped  any  thing  like  duty  from  his 
children,  or  conformity  to  the  prudent  mea- 
sures that  were  thought  necessary  to  their 
comfort,  he  finally  resolved  to  accompany  the 
earl  to  town,  and  lose,  in  the  excitement  or  the 
excesses  of  dissipation,  the  remembrance  of  a 
circumstance  so  fraught  with  regret  and  de- 
spondence. 

The  carriage  arrived  at  the  gates,  and  Lord 
Lesley  made  his  jwrting  how  of  farewell.  To 
Constance,  his  manner  depicted  the  soft  regret 
of  one  who  would  fain  have  stood  well  in  her 
opinion,  but  to  whom  the  hope  was  henceforth 
denied;  though,  otherwise,  the  same  resei 
distance  of  pride  was  distinguishable  as  on  his 
first  appearance  before  them.  He  left  behind 
him,  in  the  spirit  of  cxpensiTe  magnificence  for 
which  he  was  well  noted,  a  short  epistle,  ele- 
gantly expressive  of  the  hope  that  Miss  Mara- 
rel  would  retain  die  casket  which  he  had  pre- 
sented to  her,  as  a  mark  of  the  kind  regard 
with  which  he  parted  from  the  daughter  of  an 
old  and  respected  friend :  and  Constance  ac- 
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copied  tin-  gift,  in  the  earnest  hope  that  »nte 
Mtlur  l»d\.  It  no  distant  period,  would  content 
to  *  ■■-;  and  so,  in  hearty  good  will, 

and  with  a  light  heart,  she  watched  him  depart 
from  Nun's  Priory. 

But   jihort-livcd    is  I  don  of  peace, 

u-as  now  saved  the  importunity  »f  hiskwd- 
but   other  distresses  as  quickly  filled  op 
the  void  of  her  delight.     The  heir  of  Fairlawu 
came  to  and  fro  to  the  Priory,  too  evidently 
labouring  under  the  burthen  of  some  intelli- 
gence, wliirli  be  ever  failed  to  communicate, 
but   still  he  did   not   desist   from    Ins  rijfea. 
Tliat    it   was   something  of    a  painful  nature 
foresaw,  and  the  conduct  of  Jessy  led  her 
to   infer   that   she  had   been  guilty   of    son* 
new  imprudence   or  further    indiscretion, 
though  her  light-hearted  frivolity  was  a«  ap- 
parent as  ever,  yet  there  was  an   indication  of 
mystery,  of  assumed  artlcssness,  of  wayward- 
ness, that  Miss  Mnravcl   too   sur.  d. 
and  comprehended  too  welL     Then  Basil  re- 
mained absent,  a  proof  of  itself  that  he  had 
not  returned  the  confidence  that  she  had  placed 
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tit  liirn.  Ban  he  could  desert  that  affection  whirh 
be  had  solicited,  and  neglect  the  very  tender- 
ness that  he  had  once  so  earnestly  sought ;  and 
here,  she  let  drop  n  sigh,  the  breathing  conse- 
cra'  he  thought.     Meantime,  as  in  some 

sultry  day  of  summer,  when  every  flower  (al 
garden  opens  its  fragrant  bosom  to  the  sun,  we 
have  seen  a  painted  butterfly,  fretted  with  even- 
colour  of  the  rainbow,  dally  and  sport  upon  its 
fragile  wings,  and  loiter  in  sunshine  and  in 
shade,  and  sip  of  every  bud  ia  which  it  couchw, 
till,  caught  by  some  new  and  bright  enamelled 
blossom,  it  wafts  itself  away,  and  so  beguiles 
the  time ;  like  this,  did  Jessy  wanton  still,  and 
ramble  in  pursuit  of  each  new  folly. 

"  Nay,  now,  my  (baft  Forde,"  cried  she, "  pri- 
thee come  to  the  Priory,  even  for  pity  of  me ! 
There  are  the  two  lovers:  not  a  word  from  Fril- 
ling, but  the  sweet  interchange  of  vows  be- 
tween them  ;  nay,  it  is  most  cruel  to  me,  and 
most  absurd."  Forde  listened  to  her  frivolity, 
answered  with  some  airy  nothing,  became  in- 
tensely miserable,  and  shunned  the  sight  of 
Constance. 
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Jessy  again  U> 

of  pleasure, 

t  away,  passing 

'    That  band- 

Want,  to  importunate,  to 

stnrnt  whatever:   indeed, 

too  tenons  for  him,  too 

beR.    However,  I 

the  ap  my  BMttd  and  hare  him,  1  do 

at  lost."    Then  ahc  huyuabed  a>  in 

per  of  his  compkinta,  wort  berring- 

I  rtraght  fit  to  aasosac  ade- 

tt  Conataace  heard  the  ac- 

sad  amazement,  wondered  much  how 

Fcrdt- mold  be  to  ungenerous  and  un- 

BKt  him  with  same  mint  shew  of 

i  and  natural  iuuiv. 

who  in  die  aoGcitudc  of  hi* 

>  for  her,  had  been  accustomed  to  trace 

;  that  swayed  her,  was  not  long  in 

ifiagachlad 

Ikhmii  her  and  his  friend  Forde.  However, 
it  so  happened,  by  chance  or  design,  on  the  part 
of  one  or  both  of  them,  that  they  encountered 
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another  at  the  gates  of  the  Priory.  The 
meeting  was  tainted  with  sonn-thing  of  the 
coolness  that  too  often  characterises  the  acci- 
dental greetings  of  early  friends  in  after  life, 
when  circumstances  may  have  changed  Uie 
prospect  of  fortune  before  them,  darkened  it 
with  a  deeper  shade,  or  added  another  star  to 
the  host  that  already  shone  there. 

"  Well,  my  dear  Fordc,"  cried  FrccUng,  "  we 
meet  seldom  and  more  seldom,  until,  unlike 
strangers,  we  shall  not  even  have  our  ignorance 
of  one  another  as  an  excuse  for  our  pasting 
coldness.     What !   has  it  come  to  this  I  " 

"  It  is  as  you  see,  Horace  Frccling,"  said 
Forde,  "  you  are  too  happy  to  know  me,  and  I 
too  miserable  to  seek  you  ;  or  change  the  idea 
the  other  way,  and  it  will  equally  suit  either  of 
us.     It  is  ns  you  see." 

"  Not  quite  as  you  see,"  cried  Freeling,  in  re- 
turn ;  "  how  can  you  he  so  blind  as  never  to 
take  the  pathway  to  the  Priory'-  There  is 
temptation,  man ! " 

•*  So  it  appears,"  returned  Fordc,  indiffe- 
rently,  "  for   you  are   often  there.     It  is  an 
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agreeable  change  for  Miss  Maravel,  and  I  wish 
you  joy*' 

Frecling  considered  during  the  space  of  one 
ant,  and  contcmplaliil  tin  pruud  but  me- 
lancholy deportment  of  his  early  friend,  and  he 
recalled  the  days  of  youthful  pleasure  that  they 
had  passed  together;  tln;n  to  his  fancy  the 
amiable  Constance  appean-i I.  ami  all  the  jkti- 
itre  depression  of  her  manner  Wl  ■  ■'.  u. 

his  mind,  and  he  suddenly  placed   his   arm 
that  of  Basil  Kordc. 

"  Why  not  hare  confidence,"  said  he,  as  if 
casually,  *  in  yourself  and  your  own  merii ! 
Why,  Forde,  you  arc  a  changed  man,  the  fire 
of  ambition  is  quite  gone  out ;  hut  we — we  ex- 
pected other  thii  arc  an.\! 
about  you,  would  be  happy  to  oblige  you,  and 
shew  us  the  way,  my  brother,  we  will  piOTi 
Fur  instance,  then  la  CoMtttM  Maravrl.  why 
man  !  if  you  had  heard  the  voice  with  which  she 
inquired  whether  I  had  seen  you,  in  truth, 
Basil,  you  would  never  despond  again ;  what 
would  you  ? " 

"  To   tell    you   the  truth,"  said  Basil,  with  a 
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deprecating  smile,  "  I  have  even  thought  that 
you,  yourself,  were  seeking  her — had,  indeed, 
heard  so  ;  but,  in  fact  you  know  my  feelings, 
and  you  may  guess  my  meaning."  He  ceased, 
and  turning  hastily  round,  beheld  his  friend  in 
lingular  but  evident  confusion. 

hi   were,  then,  offended — jealous  ?  "   re 
plied  the  Other,  with  an  effort  to  recover  him- 
self.    "  It  was  natural,  perhaps ;  but  you  arc 
mistaken ;  you    may    believe   that — that    it     b 
imaginary — the  effect  of  fain 

••  What  a  consummate  fool  I  must  appear '  " 
exclaimed  Forde,  his  suspicions  now  departing 
as  quickly  as   I  MJ  "'ridiculous,  incon- 

stant, and  ungrateful!  And  she  asked  after 
me,  did  she?  Abominable  idiot  that  I  am' 
Free  ling,  you  are  an  excellent  fellow!  My 
dear  friend,  I  owe  you  many  thanks !  " 

"  Don't  tell  her,  pray,  that  I  sent  you— told 
you  ibis'."  cried  the  young  heir,  attempting  a 
passing  smile  as  he  wrung  h.  s  hand  at 

parting ;  ,;  for  these  women  are  nothing  if  not 
fastidious,  delicate— call  it  what  you  will.  Bo, 
fare  yc  well,  and  prosper." 
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Thn»  they  went  their  se]>arntc  way;  th< 
heir  of  Fairlawn  making  an  attempt  to  believe 
himself  comfortable,  and  in  all  respects  happy, 
and  Basil  content  in  the  hope  of  being  so. 

At  the  very  swiftest  pace  of  a  lover's  speed, 
whose  ordinary  motion  seems,  or  ought  to  he 
equal  with  that  of  the  pcratnbulatory  postman, 
who  in  these  degenerate  days  is  the  surest 
love-messenger  of  men— at  this  liasty  pace, 
Basil,  well  pleased,  betook  himself  to  the  gates 
of  the  Prior)-,  mid  shortly  became  aware,  by  a 
certain  fluttering  pulsation  at  the  heart,  that 
he  was  once  again  in  the  presence  of  Constance 
Maravel.  His  first  look  was  enough  to  shew 
that  it  was  an  errand  of  pardon  that  he  had 
come  upon;  and  so  the  indulgent  girl  ear* 
ccived  it.  The  |wde  sorrow  of  her  looks,  and 
the  faded  lustre  of  her  beauty,  were  felt  as 
reproach  by  him ;  but  she,  in  the  weak  tend 
ness  of  her  womanly  nature,  liad  at  hi 
coming  forgotten  the  past,  and  was  M 
with  yielding  him  a  passing  smile  of  regret. 
In  truth,  while  Basil  poured  forth  the  energy 
of  his  remorse,  pleaded  his  extenuation,  or  re- 
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»d  anew  the  tows  that  he  had  made  to  her, 
she  was  not  nWN  to  listen,  or  to  believe  him 
when  she  had  heard. 

u  I  have  kept  mjr  word  to  you,"  said  she. 
playfully ;  '*  and  his  lordship — Lord  Lesley — 
departed  the  other  day,  and,  wc  must  hope,  for 
ever;  but, indeed, he  talks  love  so  prettily,  that 
if — "  and  she  glanced  at  Forde,  and  fell  into  a 
toft  laugh,  "  that  really  I  was  nigh  tempted 
to  accept  him.  So  agreeable  and  so  winning  ! 
Pity  but  I  were  a  countess !  And  you  so  very 
indifferent ! — but  I  must  not  reproach." 

"  Oh !  heaven  forbid  that  you  were  his  \ " 
cried  Forde,  turning  pale ;  "  the  man— but  let 
me  be  silent ;  he  has  claims  upon  my  forbear- 
ance; and,  Constance,  I  have  deserved,  in  my 
folly  and  madness,  that  you  should  tire  of  me, 
spurn  me.  Yet  never  again  mention  him, 
this  lord,  as  the  being  who  hat  sought  you, 
whom  you  might  have  accepted ! — or,  if  you 
will  recal  it,  let  it  be  when  I  am  grown  indif- 
ferent to  you!" 

■  My  words  were  not  meant  to  pain  you," 
said  Constance,  gently  placing  her  bund  upon 
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his  shoulder :  *«  but  wliat  will  you  say  ?  fur  ke 
know*  thai  you  arc  the  rival,  and  thinks  ine 
foolish— politely  hinted  this  to  me  '.—and  so 
be  went  his  way.  But  why  this  agitation,  dear 
Mr.  Forde !  sure  1  have  not  offended 
Half  leaning  in  eu  treaty  upon  him,  she  further 
expostulated  with  him,  in  i  deep  sigh;  but 
In-holding  the  paleness  of  hi*  brow,  and  the 
uiHtthcred  emotion  tliat  precludod  speech,  she 
gazed  in  embarrassed  terror  upon  I, 
band  stole  to  his  forehead  and  parted  a 
his  hair,  ami  a  pause  took  place  between  them  ; 
but,  as  tlic  hasty  tide  of  returning  nffecti 
rushed  in  living  hues  back  upon  his  face, 
lighted  in  his  looks,  she  softly  drew  herself 
Mid*)  < -uinfused  at  the  gudty  kindness  of  her 
action. 

"  Dear  Constance !"  he  exclaimed,  at  1< 
"  forgive  me  all  my  weakness  I     Thai 
Lord  Lesley— the  fact  may  well  amaze  y< 
knew  lie  hud  departed,  but,  in  distraction, 
not  approach  you  !     That  man,  Constance,  he 
— he  is  my  father !  " 

"  Oh  !  cruel  and  heartless  man  I "  cr 
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cod  struck  with  fear  of  what  might  have  en- 
sued, she  shrunk  toward*  Basil,  and  hid  her 
troubling  agitation  in  lib  arms.  "  Praise  be 
tit  Heaven  that  he  is  gone!"  she  at  length 
ejaculated;  "and  let  mc  rejoice  that  n<>  in- 
ducement led  me  to  listen  to  him :  the  thought 
is  terrible !  And  then  his  cruelty  to  you,  dear 
Basil!"  but  the  embrace  of  Basil  interrupted 
her,  tlxe  tears  that  started  in  her  eyes  spoke 
the  rest,  and  Forde,  in  respectful  considera- 
tion, released  her,  and  resigned  his  int< 
fondness.  The  pause  that  ensued  was  rilled 
up  by  her  with  pity  of  his  misfortunes :  tad 
by  him,  with  the  meditation  that  if  she  loved 
he  was  not  only  not  miserable,  but  one 
of  the  happiest  of  men :  and  lively  Jessy  now 
appeared. 

"  Oh  !  you  recreant ! "  cried  she ;  "  so  you 
have  returned  to  your  duty ;  tired  of  desertion, 
and  find — yes,  Uiat  you  cannot  live  without 
me ;  but  take  care  that  you  do  not  break  all 
my  laws,  Uiat  you  be  not  utterly  abandoned. 
You  deserve— but  I  can  be  merciful  1" 
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Time  words  were  but  the  prelude  to  the 
am  of  all  her  graceful  tyranny.  She  nag 
and  played  with  him,  kept  him  in  incemat 
ud  unremitting  attention  to  her;  with  the 
blandishments  of  coquetry  seducing  him  to 
admire,  and  with  the  refined  arts  of  vanity  be- 
traying others  to  believe  so.  But  Constance, 
in  calm  content,  afforded  her  a  passing  smile, 
granted  her  that  little  superiority  that  was  t 
part  of  her  essential  happiness,  and  was  too 
proud  of  her  beauty  not  to  forget  and  forgive 
her  folly.  Indeed,  she  was  delighted  at  Basil's 
return,  and  therefore  in  amity  with  all  around 
her;  for,  from  the  sorrow  of  the  past,  tlie  re- 
flected joy  of  the  present  seemed  more  bright, 
and  both  she  and  our  hero  experienced  the 
pleasing  sensation,  that  from  this  short  unkind- 
ness,  this  little  diversion  of  anger,  their  friend- 
ship had  become  more  strong  and  their  affection 
more  fervent ;  that,  in  fact,  they  were  more  en- 
deared to  one  another  than  ever  by  this  short 
intrusion  of  distrust  upon  their  better  and  more 
ardent  feelings.     Alas !  the  fact  is,  love,  which 
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u  the  natural  growth  of  the  heart,  is  like  fruit 
which  ifl  the  native  produce  of  the  tree;  the 
beating  of  rough  winds,  the  straggle  of  the 
tempest,  either  brings  it  to  maturity,  or  casts 
it  a  windfall  upon  the  desert  of  time. 
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to  his  power,  or  necessarily  involved  with  him 
in  the  furtherencc  of  his  projects.  He  was 
ahno-st  driven  to  UK  fhrffllrllj  of  night;  con- 
tinued outrage,  therefore,  coukl  not  force  him 
to  greater  exigency  of  circumstances,  though  it 
might  serve  to  increase  his  means  to  hind  in 
the  indissoluble  fellowship  of  sin,  whoever 
would  aid  linn  hi  this  venture;  ami  _ht 

ensure  to  him  a  partner  for  the  future,  whe- 
ther in  escape,  ruin,  or  success ;  and  all  ways  he 
must  be  benefited  hy  the  attempt.  It  was 
with  such  thoughts  and  short-sighted  schemes 
as  these,  that  lie  amused  himself  in  the  late 
hours  of  summer  evening,  the  heat  of  the  air 
only  more  cool  than  the  burning  fever  of  anger 
and  malice,  and  the  desire  of  ill  that  j>reyed 
within  him.  His  anger  was  against  mankind, 
his  malice  against  those  whose  intervention 
Itad  defeated  him ;  hut  his  internal  desire, 
birtt  of  gain  and  profligacy,  was  to  win 
Jessy  Maravel,  to  possess  himself  of  her  sup- 
posed fortune,  and  to  triumph  over  those  who 
had  circumvented  him.  His  further  designs 
were  as  yet  concealed  from  others,  and  lay  in 
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tW  shade  of  bis  own  mind,  as  matter  of  deep 
cootcmplatiri 

As  he  leant,  however,  in  a  receu  of  the 
looking    upwards    in    the    clouds,  where    the 
tutMT*C    lightning    was    playing    to   and  fro 
amid  the  darkness,  a  stealthy  footstep  sounded 
to  his  attention;    ho   list<  senses  aD 

alive  to  the  sound,  and  presently  Mark  Myre, 
the  gipsy,  entered.  He  turned  inward  the 
shade  of  the  dark  lantern  which  he  carried,  and 
die  falling  gicara  of  light  revealed  the  swarthy 
gipsy  as  be  stood,  as  well  as  his  companion ; 
and,  though  unseen  by  them,  a  third  person, 
who  was  in  their  close  vicinity,  was  also  be- 
held. This  personage,  however,  after  a  wary 
glance  of  ptcoMw  caution,  stole  softly  away, 
and  enshrined  himself  forthwith  in  one  of  the 
many  nooks  or  small  niches  which  was  nearest 
at  hand,  and  which  we  have  described  as  con- 
stituting the  main  feature  of  the  ruin  $  there, 
though  too  remote  to  hear  distinctly  the  dis- 
course that  was  about  to  ensue,  this  intruder 
very  quietly  seated  himself;  and  as  he  looked 
forth  from  an  aperture  in  the  wall,  gazing  with 
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Eiae  expression  of  one  listening  for 
ant  sound,  from  the  immoveable  sto- 
bdrty  of  hi*  ruage,  he  might  very  well  have 
been  mistaken  for  a  portrait  pertaining  to  the 
building,  whereof  he  seemed  to  form  an  orna- 
mental portion  or  fixture.  The  nature  of  his 
position  was  such,  that  the  countenances  of  the 
other  two  worthies  were  turned  from  him,  and 
their  persons  only  partially  visible,  or  displayed 
in  darkened  shadow  by  the  faint  gleam  of  the 
half-shaded  lamp  before  them  ;  while  the  ray 
of  light  falling  in  the  full  direction  of  where 
this  intruder  was  stationed,  had  their  suspi- 
cions l>mi  at  all  roused,  might  have  discovered 
liim  instantly  to  the  other  two  occupants  of  the 
chamber.  But  of  this  the  unconscious  Mr. 
Rangcley  was  unaware,  or — what  was  far  more 
likely,—  hia  fiery  courage  was  indifferent  to  the 
consequences  resulting  from  it. 

In  the  interim,  Mark  Myre,  without  moving 
from  the  spot  where  he  stood,  but  lifting  up  his 
lantern,  had  first  reconnoitred  his  companion's 
situation,  then  surveyed  his  countenance,  and 
after  a  bold  und  somewhat  familiar  scrutiny, 
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picturesque  attire  wrapt  him  in  romantic  mvs- 
tery,  Mid  gave  colour  to  his  pretensions  as  one 
whose  rights  were  not  those  of  other  men, 
whose  nature  was  not  subservient  to  t!nr 
laws.  After  a  long-continued  pause,  and  when 
he  had  honoured  his  associate  with  this  un- 
wearied look  of  quiet  Mutiny,  m  ajr  u  if  lie 
defied  all  effort  at  deception,  he  seemed  to  de- 
cide on  speech,  and  sinking  his  voice  to  a  MM 
scarcely  above  a  whisper,  as  a  means  of  oj>cn- 
mg  the  discourse,  lie  thus  begun : 

•'  It  N  a  soft  night,  and  a  dear  un,"  said  he ; 
"  the.  birds  are  chirping  in  the  brake,  there  's 
nothing  on  the  stir;  and  yet  belike  there's 
many  a  mad  prank  our  people  are  at,  quiet 
xs  it  seems.  Ilei^h — it's  a  peaceful  night, 
please  y. 

id   be  hanged !  "   cried   Pierce   Falcon : 
"  this  in  i  Is  diversion  to  hear  a  man 

talk  about    tin-  night,  like  a  love-sick  w 
tMt,  Mark,  turn  away  yonr  lamp,  man!  it  will 
tell  tales  yonder  nt  the  Priory :  and  what  are 

•  grunting  at  now?  " 


Ill 
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■  I  'm  thinking,"  said  Mark  Mrrr,  with  » 
hoarse  laugh,  ■  that  it  *s  a  true  mar,  *  tint  ao 
man  knows  his  neighbour's  face  in  the  dark  ■ 
his  own  in  the  day ;'  belike,  if  he  could,  he'd 
think  it  tit  for  the  imp  himself,  and  not  scoff  it 
hi»  betters." 

'•  Well,  in  the  name  of  WU,  go  your  war." 
muttered  the  other,  sullenly  ;  ••  hut  if  we  an 
nabbed — if  the  plot  don't  do — if  it  don't  go  off. 
but  flashes  in  the  pan,  it's  no  fault  of  nunc 
Bat,  you  see,  we  tire  of  one  another :  so  there* 
an  end  of  it.  You  had  better  be  off;  blah  all 
you  know ;  and,  damn  it,  pocket  your  beggarly 
earnings." 

"  Tire !  tire ! "  whined  the  gipsy,  "  why  y»u 
haven't  skulked  and  tramped  up  and  down  the 
country  for  nothing  1  trow;  but  yc  ha' had  a 
ragging  job  of  it.  Now,  Master  Falcon,  at  to 
my  going  off— I  can  go  it,  if  it  please  you ;  but 
there's  honour  among  the  gipsies,  d'  ye  see,  ami 
Mark  Myre's  a  true  'un ;  so  what 's  in  my 
strong  box  don't  come  out  again.  Only,  if 
y'  are  afcard ;  if  yc  want  a  new  collar  and  * 
rope 'ull  suit   you,  why,  MaMer    Falcon,  well 
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do  the  beat  to  oblige  ye.  1  can  give  the  go  to 
my  tongue  to  serve  yc  It's  hard  if  mi  old 
chum  can't  suit  yc,  mighty  hard !  and  d'  yc  see, 
I'll  be  the  fellow  to  do  your  errand."  An 
interrogatory  grin  of  impudence  closed  this 
speech. 

'  Murk,  you  are  an  infernal,  you  are  a 
beast,"  suid  the  correct  Falcon;  and  added, 
with  bitter  emphasis,  "  and  you  and  I  would 
close  our  bargain,  Myre ;  but,"  and  here  he 
resumed  a  tone  of  wary  mildness,  "  but  yet, 
hang  it,  man  !  you  arc  a  good  kind  of  scamp, 
too:  and,  come,  let's  say  no  more,  but  give 
us  your  fist.  I  have  another  plot  hatching  for 
— for  both  our  benefits." 

"  And  yc  're  the  man  for  a  scheme,"  an- 
swered the  gipsy,  with  a  quick  voice  of  tri- 
umph ;  "  and  so,  d'  yc  mark,  there 's  no  harm 
a'tween  us ;  only,  I  'in  one,  I  like  to  let  the 
Hevil  dance  to  what  tunc  he  pleases,  d'ye  sec." 
"  Right,  right !  "  cried  Falcon,  u  you  arc  of 
the  rigbt  sort.  The  night  is  a  fine  one,  just  the 
time  for  rare  doings — if  a  roan  had  the  heart." 
"  I  "m  thinking  belike,"  interrupted  Myre, 
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«  if  ye're  P"«ng  to  your  schemes,  we  had  bettw 
turn  in  the  light.  No  need  to  see  the  if  at* 
aaaknar;  faces  at  us,  heigh,  Master  Falcon'" 
And  accordingly,  with  another  grin  uf  quirt 
meaning,  he  turned  round  the  lantern  that  ht 
held-  The  flashing  uf  the  flame,  as  it  crowed 
over  his  dark  features  anil  wild  appearance,  be- 
trayed him  at  once  to  the  knowledge  of  Ralph 
ry.  .  "  here  is  this  gipsy 

with  some  servant  belonging  to  tbr 
fanre  Colonel,  to  rob  his  orchard  ;  what  ng* 
re !  "  but  nevertheless,  he  did  not 
>*-»■»**  in  it,  for,  strange  to  say,  his 
was  so  engrossed  with  the  thought  of 
Lacy  Myke,  and  the  prospect  of  an  interview 
with  her,  even  at  that  instant,  that  there  was 
mm  room  left  for  any  other  consideration*. 
Be  odes,  it  was  somewhat  remarkable,  tiuwgh 
to  be  accounted  for  by  the  different  situations 
of  the  two  parties  conversing,  that,  during 
the  forthcoming  discourse.  Falcon  never  raised 
kit  tone  above  a  whisper,  while  Mark  Mfte 
gave  ample  intonation  to  the  rough  and  deep 
accents  of  his 
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*'  I  think  you  arc  a  bold  fellow,  Mark,"  be- 
gan Pierce  Falcon,  in  a  whisper  of  calculating 
softncM ;  "  and  when  the  gain  in  great,  the 
venture  must  be  hazardous.  Well  "  and  now 
he  again  changed  his  tone  to  one  of  greater 
confidence,  "  we  hare  known  each  other,  Mark, 
in  many  a  strange  job,  and,  deuce  is  in  it  '  I 
respect  you,  and  would  share  my  gains  to  the 
last  with  a  stanch  one  like  yuursclf.  Now  it  'a 
thorough  good  game  this  of  mine,  and  will  you 
oblige  rue  ? " 

'  Cut  out  my  tongue,"  said  the  gipsy,  coolly, 
"and  I  can't  answer  yc;  but  gi'  me  the  wink, 
and  1  '11  say  something." 

'•  Well,  well  !'*  replied  the  other,  in  his 
voice,  "  and  this  job  is  of  the  right  sort.  Fair- 
lawn,  the  house  with  the  rookery.  You  strag- 
glers—you, you  never  sec  the  way,  or  there 's 
some  picking  there,  if  a  man  would  look  about 
him.  What  say  you,  Mark?  Why  don't  ye 
speak,  My  re  ?    What,  are  ye  dumb,  man  ? " 

•■  It  s  a  house  where  there 's  never  a  fowl  to 
l>e  seen,"  expostulated  Mark,  with  a  knu< 
wink  that  was  unhappily  lost  in  the  darkness; 
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!  get  near.   The  cawing  of 

t  there  in  the  high  tree*, 

ah  more  on  toot  bone*.    There* 

hf  rooder;    nothing  to  be  got 

■y  eotey,  the  Grange !  fat  fowl 

;  there,  heigt. 

pered  Falcon !  "  "  will  jt 
A  cone  upon  such  paltry 
There's  sdrer,  plate,  gold,  man!- 
*  will  fetch  money ;  aye,  man,  money; 
aiaybmr  spark!  d'ye  heed  it,  it's  to  be 
If  yxm  are  a  coward,  afraid,  the  deuce  U 
a-,  that's  another  thing!*' 
-  I'm  n<x  aseard,"  said  the  gipsy,  eagerly,  "not 
1  of  the  deed  and  all  his  tribe ;  but  when, 
how.  when  is  k  to  be  nabbed.      If  ye  knew » 

qweer  "an  that  will  help  us,  why,  belike 

■  I  know  a  man's  hands  are  his  best  help  in 
the  boor  of  need,"  cried  Falcon,  with  aD  the 
emphasis  of  a  braggart ;  •  and  who  would  yon 
have  in  such  doings  but  me— me,  my  chum  ?  In 
at  the  back  door,  up  the  stairs,  so  to  the  plate- 
chest,  if  we  can't  find  enough  within  reach. 
We  know  the  places  ;  the  old  hag  that  went  to 
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ae  fete  can  tell  us;    the  old  woman  of  the 
Gli  I  your  crew.     What  wy  you  ;  " 

■-  It 's  a  good  'un,"  muttered  the  gipsy,  with 
a  low  sneer,  "  an  a  fine  frolic  belike ;  hut  thru. 
Master  Falcon,  yc  hang  on  hand ;  always  in  the 
back,  out  a'  the  way  :  yc  must  give  me,  my 
br.  something  for    it.     Don't  like  the 

job— not  tl»e    regular   tort   o'    thing)    there** 
some  hard  work,  and,  may  be,  a  halter  afon- 

"  You  shall  have  fair  halves,"'  whispered 
Pierce,  anxious  to  close  the  bargain;  B  half  of 
the  work,  baU  the  gain;  but  if  yc  dure  not. 
hang  it !  the  infernal  affair  inu  I  undone. 

Why,  man,  1  thought  you  had  more  mettle!  " 

••  I  dare  do  what  ye  dare  do,*'  said   Myre, 
quietly,  "  an  wc  '11  go  it ;  half  nnd  luilf,  ■ 
say ;  brave  work  it  'ull  be,  if  we  get  our  way. 
Fairlawn,  heigh?   there   must  be  gain  there; 

r,  my  master,  it's  a  bargain." 
"  You  are  a  brare  blade,  every  inch  of  you," 
whispered  the  other,  well  pleased.     "  They  talk 
deputation  going  to  the  young  heir:    thej 
•  before i 


busy 


'it, 


•  now,  hark  ye  !  but  I  think  you  may  ol>! 


vol.  n. 


PIERCE  FA1/ 


roc  another  w»y ;"  and  betrayed  out  of  his  pre- 
vious caution  by  this  unforeseen  prospect  o( 
•access  held  out  to  him,  ho  broke  through  all 
restraint,  and  raised  his  voice  as  in  ordinary 
conversation,  *  Mark,  haw  ye  noticed— yo  list? 
an  eye  for  such  tilings— there's  a  pretty  maid 
come  to  the  Priory ;  she  was  here  with  one  of 
the  ladies  a  day  ago;   a  likely  9  iie— 

her  name — I  think  they  call  her  Lucy  Mj  :■ 

But  here  he  was  interrupted  by  a  low  whistle, 
that  increased  in  strength  until  it  pierced  ererj 
cranny  of  the  ruin,  and  then  as  gradually  died 
away  and  was  lost  in  silence.  The  two  ruffians 
cast  a  slow  and  cautious  glance  around  them, 
Pierce  Falcon  fumbling  in  his  breast  for  some 
instrument  of  defence  concealed  there,  and 
Mark  Myre,  after  a  pause,  turning  slowly  but 
deliberately  the  light  of  his  lantern  upon  the 
apartment.  The  gloom  around  them,  thas 
suddenly  illumined,  bewildered  them  with  a 
natural  dizziness  of  sight,  and  in  that  instant, 
tin  imprudent  Kajigeley,  by  whom  these  sounds 
had  been  ejected,  sank  down  in  a  state  of  per- 
fect quiescence  behind  a  projecting  fragment  of 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


•.'19 


4a 


building,  and  behind  this  he  esconccd 
The  soundless  silence  that  ensued 
quieted  the  alarm,  the  lamp  was  replaced,  they 
returned  to  their  position,  ami  Rangeley  in- 
stantly rose  up  again,  the  eagerness  of  hi* 
curiosity  breaking  through  all  bounds  of  dis- 
cretion, and,  with  a  visage  half  rage  and  half- 
delight,  he  once  more  peered  through  the  ob- 
scurity, as  if  his  glance  might  pierce  the  very 
darkness ;  and  now  he  grasped  his  stick,  and 

Id  it  ready  for  action. 

'•It  is  nothing,"  said  Falcon,  withdrawing 
his  hand,  ashamed  of  this  hasty  motion  of 
alarm ;  "  some  damned  imagination  !  But  never 
;nin<! ;  as  I  was  saying,  the  girl  is  a  blithe  one. 
Suppose  you  could  get  her  to  come  down  here 
— ■  mere  innocent  word — and — " 

■  And  to  be  sure,  Nf  aster  Falcon,"  returned 
the  gipsy,  resuming  his  usual  hypocritical  snarl, 
"  ye  were  always  mighty  innocent ;  it 's  not  me 
to  say  I  know  you,  trust  'un,  ye  're  a  fox  in  your 
way.  The  child ;  she  's  the  same  yon  down  at 
'  I  range." 

"  The  same,"  said  Pierce  Falcon,  anxiously, 
v2 
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•'  b  rosy  smiling  girl  A  few  »ords  with  hcr.i 
t  ivil  ipeecb. ;  come,  you  are  the  man.  and  I  arml! 
rcmemher  it." 

"  U  'ye  remember,"  said  Mark  Myrc,  slowly, 
for  the  recurrence  of  many  a  past  feeling  ww 
creeping  fast  upon  him,  "  or  d  'ye  forge; 

■  -own  lass,  the  pride  <>f  the  nyj>sics,  poor 
MiTKim  MjTC  :       IKijIi,  Master  F:.'. 

in    ilic    woodland  wi'  her,   and  she  Ion 
fairly,  but  prince  of  a  man,  as  she  ralleo 
said  your  soft  words  to  her,  yc  left  her  for  rlic 
city;  why,  ami  no,   Master    Falcon,    she  died. 
In   the  wild  woods  she  was  the  best  U 
kindest  and  truest,  the  best  creature  tlist  ever 
breathed   the  breath  o'  life.     Slie  said  ye  were 

■  ■  i  :    hut    howsoever,  ye  left    her.    M 
Falcon ;  ye  left  her,  and  she  stared  « 
more." 

The  gipsy  uttered  these  words  with  a  wild 
mournfulncss  of  cadence,  strangely  opposed  to 
the  vulgar   cunning  and  servility    most  corn- 
nionly  displayed  by  him  ;  and  at  the  r'. 
sunk  into  gloomy  silence,  his  dark  eye 
and  lowering   beneath   the    ri  lerne** 


•ii 


PIERCE  V\ 


13) 


swelled  in   his  buwm.     His  OOmpuIoa 

1  f.ir  ,i  time.  .  settled  on  the  best 

phrase   to   be  spoken,  and  the  manner  of  the 

■peak. 

'•  Why,  Mark,"   said    he,   in   an   accent    .>f 

:ig  consolation, "  it 's  little  use  dwelling  on 

these  old  grievances ;  and  why '  poor  girl,  1  shall 

Wget  lii-r,  and  ye  know  there  was  honour 

there:  1  was  true  to  you." 

•'  An'  yc  were  so  belike,"  said  the  other,  v,  it  K 
•  auspicious  glance  of  sullen  coolnens ;  "  an  if 
yr  w  t-re  not,  if  I  thought  so,  d  'ye  see,  why, 
Master  Falcon,  heigh,  cronies  as  wc  arc,  I  'd 
have  your  life,  man,  your  life  \  She  was  the 
blithest  among  us !  We  ha'  paddled  in  the  same 
stream,  ha'  sat  in  the  dingles  to  twine  the  wild 
I  in  a  garland,  lier  sparkling  eyes  ha'  won 
the  gentry's  notice.  We  ha'  cotted  together, 
ha,'  fed  together^  laughed  an'  tumbled  together, 
young  una  upon  the  green  sward;  her  voice  was 
like  the  bird  in  the  brake  to  me  ;  we  ha'  loved 

e  another,  my  own  flesh  and  blood,  my  sister, 
Master  Falcon  !  and  Miriam,  she  is  gone,  sir, 
■he  is  gone  !  "     The  gipsy  again  ceased, 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


and  over  his  mind  there  passed  the  only  sor- 
row nnd  bitterness  that  ever  his  rough  nature 
had  known.  The  dun n  of  his  childhood,  the 
form  of  her,  the  partner  of  his  boyish  ho 
pride  of  his  manhood,  came  back  to  him  i 
dream  j  mul  hi'  brooded  in  wild  despondence, 
in  the  deepness  of  his  sadness,  till  he  had  lost 
himself  in  the  recollection  of  the  past.  The 
memory  was  strong  within  him,  and  the  echo 
of  his  own  sigh  at  last  aroused  In 
slurry  scorn  of  himself,  he  returned  to  the  oun- 
ninj;  and  base  habits  of  his  calling,  and  ss  he 
became  sensible  that  this  burst  of  native  feel- 
ing had  offended  his  employer,  he  very  quietly 
reassumiil  the  acquired  duplicity  wliich,  during 
the  last  few  moments,  lie  had  lost. 

!  She  ha'  bided  at  the  Grange,  she  will  an- 
to  the  name  of  Squire  Rangcley,"  he 
whined  out,  in  seeming  willingness  to  conciliate 
his  patron;  and  tlten  added  slowly,  ••  and  a 
pretty  maiden  too,  Master  Falcon  !  But  d  *ye 
sec,  this  game '»  against  the  grain  o'roe ;  a  kind 
bodysJwj,  wonlil'nt  speak  ill  to  a  beast!  She* 
given  me  many  a  mouthful,  and  |   think 
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i't,  mind  ye,  ye  must  get  her  your  own  gait; 

;  '•  against  the  soul  o'  me." 
1  You  be  hanged,"  cried  Falcon,  doggedly, 
"  you  have  had  a  hand  in  these  things  before, 
and  serve  me  now  or  never,  so  you  know  your 


Ye  're  a  stout  'un  at  your  word,"  said  Mark 

Myrc,  with  cautious  dissimulation,  "  and  who 

know  it  >    So  it  '*  not  my  game  if  ye  don't 

see  the  girl  in  right  good  time.   Tell  her  Squire 

Rangeley  wants  to  sec  her,  an'  in  his  place 

heigh,  heigh !  y'ere  a  wild  wag,  Master 

Falom,"  and  he  laughed  a  demoniac  sound  be- 
tween a  sneer  and  a  growl;  which  was,  however, 
cut  short  in  its  course  by  the  blow  of  a  strong 
stick,  which,  being  swung  both  ways,  as  it 
were  to  and  fro  between  them,  laid  him  and 
his  infamous  companion  at  their  length  on  the 
ground,  with  such  hearty  good  will  did  the 
incensed  Rangelcy  fly  in  between  them.  Ami 
now,  with  the  active  power  of  a  steam-engine 
thrashing-machine,  be  laid  about  him  on  all 
sides  ;  hi.N  imprecations,  and  the  echoes  of  bit 


-I    his  pace  through  the  grounds  of  Nun's 

Priory. 

4>  1    know   that    devil,"    gasped   he,  as   he 

for  breath,  "and  it's  none  hut  the  little 

fellow  we  ha'   struggled    wi'   nfore.      Heigh, 

[aster  Falcon,  re  may  get  Uie  girl,  but  none 

i  iy  work  a-helping  ye  !  "  and  the  echo  of  his 

p  was  now  lost,  and   heard  no  more  in 

w  ■fence  of  night. 

Owning  with  fun-  and  breatlilcss  with  cx- 
Hon,  Utile  Mr.  Rengefey  stood  before    toe 
ruined  tower,  and  cast  his  appealing  eyeball 
upwards  to  the  sky,  but  not  another  sound  waa 

t;ird,  and  the  stars  twinkled  i"  derision  upon 
hot,  surely  the  Batter  of  a  petticoat  caught 
his  distracted  gaze!  he  whisked  after  it,  breathed 
a  winning  word  of  amorous  import,  and  caught 
the  person  in  his  embrace.  It  was  Jessy  Ma- 
ra ft  I. 

"  Sweet  Lucy  Myke,"  bewailed  the  lover, — 

"  I  know  now  that  you  have  a  kind  heart,  and, 

my  dear  girl !  would'nt  vex  you  for  the  world. 

Meant  no  harm  in  life  to  you,  never  thought  of 

so  now  you  must  be  forgiving." 
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.  :id  so  I  will,"  whispered  the  adroit  Jessy, 
with  a  readiness  that  mightily  as!  lam, 

|  i»u  have  nigh  broken  my  heart  ;  but.  mind 
me1 '  don't  disobey  me  now.  There  is  danger  in 
ig  here,  and,  dear  Ralph — " 
"  There  it  danger  to  you,  my  dearest  life  ' 
tried  the  enthusiastic  Ralph,  "  danger  from 
which,  please-  Heaven  ■  I  will  defend  you.  Anil 
never  come  to  this  abominable  ruin  again' 
Ah,  lord  I  people  don't  know  the  scamps  they 
have  near  them !  But  take  yc  care,  don't 
come  near  the  ruin;  and — eh,  Lacy!  mast 
have  a  kiss.     And  where  shall  we  met: 

"  La'  a  mercy   on   mc  I "   exclaimed  Jessy, 
accepting   his  proffered  I  "you  are  a 

strange  man,  to  be  sure  !  But  I  never  will 
come  here  again ;  we  shall  be  found  out ;  and 
so,  Master  Ralph,  we  will  meet  behind  tie 
Priory,  in  the  orchard." 

■  Kind  and  innocent  girl ! "  whispered  he : 
'•  and,  hang  it !  I  lore  you  most  honourably  j ' 
and  impressing  this  truth  upon  her  with  an- 
other fond  salute,  ere  he  could  recover  his  sur- 
prise the  lady  was  gone.     "  it  was,  it  must  be 
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Lucy  Myke !— and  yet  it  was  not  her! — find 
yet  it  might  be  her!"  And  he  beheld  the  pet- 
ticoat enter  the  l'riory ;  and,  «  of  course,  it  wu 
herself.  .Singular,  that  one  so  coy  should  be 
so  kind !  one  so  modest  should  he  so  free ' 
But  women  were  marvellous  in  their  way  ! " 
And  satisfied  of  this,  he  returned  to  his  home. 
The  morning  light  had  dawned  when  Pierce 
Falcon  again  broke  from  bis  concealment ;  and 
as  the  rays  of  the  sun  pierced  into  the  farthest 
recesses  of  the  ruin,  he  discovered  that  they 
were  tcnantlcss,  that  none  other  but  himself 
inhabited  its  lonely  retreat.  Accordingly,  lie 
became  again  confident  in  his  safety,  and  in- 
dulged anew  in  triumph  of  his  well-invented 
projects,  resigning  himself  to  the  belief  of  his 
uturc  security  and  ultimate  success.  Sleep 
and  rest  he  no  longer  sought,  delighted  in  the 
idea,  that  whatever  were  his  prospects,  wliich- 
ever  way  fate  might  decide  it,  he  at  least  could 
be  no  loser  by  it.  If  Jessy  should  elope  with 
him,  if  he  should  sell  at  his  own  price  his 
departure  from  the  neighbourhood,  then,  either 
way,  bis  portion  of  the  booty,  his  share  in  the 
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plunder  of  Fairlawn,  would  be  another 
of  good  fortune  in  his  favour.  Again,  if 
first  bojM  should  prove  without  foundation,  if 
his  plans  were  altogether  frustrated,  then,  aivd 
then,  the  price  of  bis  booty  would  aid  hia 
scape  ;  and  if  his  but  design  were  annihi- 
lated, if  lu-,  himself,  should  be  taken,  why,  be 
was  prepared  for  that,  and  could  buy  his  own 
safety  at  the  rate  of  giving  up  the  I  his 

companion  in  crime  ;  and,  for  the  paltry  MM 
deration  of  a  vile  gipsy's  life,  us  well  ended 
the  gallows  as  elsewhere,  he  might  be  saved  the 
last  punishment  of  guilt,  might  be  free,  and  the 
world  would  be  once  more  before  him.  In  such 
infamous  (peculations  as  these  be  passed  away 
the  hour. 

In  the  interim,  Jessy  Maravel,  who  thought 
two  kisses  very  well  expended  in  so  excellent  » 
joke  with  Ralph  Ilangeley,  had  tied  back  to 
Priory,  in  fear  of  pursuing  her  intention  of  an 
interview  with  Falcon ;  but  at  the  first  break  of 
morning  she  renewed  her  attempt,  and  was 
fortunate,  at  least  in  the  tame  degree  as  these 
everyday  visits  had  usually  been.    But  also  the 
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wakeful  Rangclcy  was  at  the  ruin  Iwforchand  : 
unseen  by  her,  In  gne,  for  more  than 

an  hour,  hod  been  darte<l  forth  from  one  of 
the  ivy-hung  casements  in  the  upper  part  of 
the  tower,  which  he  had  selected  as  being  im- 
mediately in  the  view  of  the  sleeping-chamber 
»f  I /.icy.  He  had  already  Marched  Story 
cranny  >if  the  ruin,  but  the  secret  of  the  parti- 
tion was  unknown)  to  him,  and  nothing  of  the 
previous  IDghtft  \»'"rk  was  to  be  traced.  The 
appearance  of  Jc-sy  Manuel  new  hound  him 
doae  prisoner  till  after  her  departure ;  and  the 

I  hour  of  breakfast  passed  away,  but  he  was  still 
there,  where  he  Ml  D  length  beheld  by  Lucy  i 
she  perhaps  expected  or  dreamed  that  he 
would  l>e  there. 

••  W.-ll.  to  be  sure,  there '«  poor  Mr.  Range- 
ley  again  !  "  said  the  kind-hearted  girl.  "  To 
Me  «rluu  he  don  sutler  for  dm  I  And  Mire  be 
can't  think  me  wrong?  1  11  just  creep  down, 
some  evening,  to  the  old  ruin  :  it  will  look  like 
chance:  I  must  seem  to  be  astonished  to  timl 
him  there.  And  yes,  we  will  be  friends  :  lie 
never  meant  me  harm,  poor  fellow !  " 


no 
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Tlits  was  hrr  sample  hut  hazardous  plan,  rt 
the  same  moment  that  Falcon  was  employed 
in  hu  hasc  design  «i'li  Mark  Mykc  to  get  her 
into  hit  power;  and,  shameless  as  he  was,  cor- 
rupted in  his  nature,  the  self-sacrifice  and  aD 
the  long  devotedncss  of  Jessy,  never  ODM 
traded  upon  his  thoughts ;  indeed,  if  tins  had 
been  the  case,  it  would  have  offered  neither 
hindrance  nor  objection  to  the  vicious  propen- 
sities of  his  debased  mind.  Yet,  though  he 
were  led  into  falsehood  of  his  professed  passion 
for  this  rash  and  inconsiderate  giii  !J  it 

was  necessary  to  his  views,  was,  in  fact, 
of  his  detestable  plans,  to  let  no  evidence 
his  treachery  towards  her  betray  his  t'    >   u 
depravity,  or  tOM  him  this  one  chance  of 
establishing  himself  in  the  world,  and  of  re- 
commencing the  profligate  course  from  \< 
his  circumstances  had  lately  expelled  li 
which  was  still  most  consonant  to  his  vicioB 
and  heartless  character. 

Rsngeler,  however,  who  had  an 
conception  tliat  the  companion  of  Mark  Mykc 
in  the  conversation  tlint  he  had  overheard  ui 
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the  ruined  tower,  could  be  none  other  but  some 
one  employed  or  resident  at  the  Priory,  was 
now  resolved,  with  his  usual  obstinacy,  to  pluck 
out,  as  be  called  it,  tl»c  lieart  of  the  mystery. 
Therefore,  having,  as  lie  conceived,  warned  his 
dear  Lucy  of  her  danger,  and  besides,  as  lie 
had  some  confidence  in  the  answer  that  the 
supposed  Lucy  had  given  him,  he  forthwith 
determined  that  it  was  quite  requisite  to  be  on 
the  look  out,  to  be  incessant  in  his  efforts  at 
discovery,  to  haunt  the  Priory  day  and  night, 
twilight  and  midnight,  in  pursuit  of  some  lucky 
accident  through  which  it  might  be  known 
who  was  whom;  but  the  hupe  and  intention 
failed,  and  nothing  was  beheld  but  himself  to 
afford  him  matter  of  mystery,  or  subject  of 
conjecture,  as  to  why  they  were  there,  and  to 
what  purpose  ?  He  only  caused  infinite  annoy- 
ance to  Jessy,  and  much  secret  joy  to  his 
humble  mistress.  But  whether  his  presence 
did  or  did  not  at  last  prove  of  some  service,  is 
left  to  other  forthcoming  pages  to  reveal. 
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CHAPTER  \ 

TV*  bw.  »bm  kr  bath  that  hi*  «tin{  into  year  baa4. 
,.U;  wilfc  jriwr  ryrtU. 

Vanuti  OntiiM  01  Maui. 

We  have  all  of  us  acen  a  dear  and  tranquil 
river,  bright  as  n  mirror,  wherein  all  nature  may 
look  and  see  herself,  and  more  dazzling  bright 
from  the  face  of  the  sun  reflected  in  its  waters 
its  stream  is  motionless,  when  suddenly 
living  creature  moves  in  its  under  cur. 
floating  upward  ripples  the  silver  surface  as  i 
goes,  and  darkens  all  the  light  v 
In  much  such  n  manner  did  Jessy  Maravel 
begin  to  influence  Che  pore  thoughts  of 

sister,  and   d  ioiu  of 

Fordc.     Those  who  are  thoroughly  in  love 
most  easily   betmynl.   and   the    idle    • 
Jessy,  her  attin.is  and  inuendos,  ha 
effect  upon  those  to  whom  they  were  ad 
ed;  but  only  in  such  a  degree  as  to  disturb 
peace    without    destroying   the  mutual  con/i- 


I'll  IK.  !■:    >  \l.l  ON 


388 


dence  of  cither  of  them.  This  species  of  ma- 
lice might  be  induced  by  her  vexation  at  ti: 
ing  hrr  own  unwomanly  secret  discovered  by 
Horace  Rneling,  by  suspicion!  that  Constance 
was  now  informed  of  it,  and  by  wounded  va- 
nity or  distress  at  her  defeated  schemes  of  self- 
amusement;  but  certainly  she  managed  to  af- 
flict Constance,  she  could  not  tell  whft  and  to 
annoy  Basil,  and  he  could  not  tell  wherefore; 
yet  both  of  them  were  at  times  suspicious,  and 
restrained  and  disquieted,  but  luckily  fur  her, 
though  unhappily  for  themselves,  they  were 
silent. 

With  Basil,  however,  the  passion  had  just 
e  tu  that  state,  where  constant  pursuit  is 
the  only  consolation  to  it,  and  accordingly, 
with  the  obstinate  endurance  of  all  ntfih  in  the 
hke  case,  when  he  was  not  with  her,  or  could 
not  intrude  himself,  he  was  haunting  the  spot 
where  she  dwelt ;  watching  for  a  glimpse  of  her 
at  hours  when  it  was  sure  she  could  not  be 
seen;  and  in  default  of  this,  he  roamed  in  the 
vicinity  of  her  residence,  or  dreamed  of  her 
in  some  spot  where  they  had   l>een  together. 
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Oa  4  to  mart  approved  jwstimes  m  to 
m^tAtht  mntin  ton,  and  after  hastening 
m»»wmtBoi  life  and  death  to  the  spot.br 
gMiJ  |>  dawn  under  a  chosen  and  favoured  tiw 
^m»BO«  shady  nook  immediately  opposite 
mi  **  the  gates  of  Nun's  Priory.     With  hi* 
let,  at  tracing  his  strange  fancies  upon  the  tab- 
to«W>*ere  given  him  by  Constance,  he  pass- 
4mn  an  boor;  and  thought  bnM  If  amply 
,'i  one  glimpse  of  her  form  b 
iit,ar  sound  of  her  voice  tlirou»h  the  win- 
t,  a  «rre  of  the  hand,  n  nod,  or  a  lixA, 
r  tarfaly  permitted  him.    Nor  was  he  often 
jyialrd  for  there  is  a  fatality  by  v.  | 
i  pople  ««  conducted,  or  rather  he  wm 
m  mme,  and  she  surmised  it  might  be  so; 
I  pr  ar  coarse  of  these  strange  cxpeeta- 
k  ^r  mw,  or  were  seen  by  each  other. 
.  10a  M  Basil  imagine  that  the  very  in- 
aeploycd  to  solicit  nnd  prupitiate 
|  mM  m  torod,  was  tending  in  the  end 
rfnun  her  confidence  in  him,  and 
hopes  in  which  he  most 
sow  that  he  was  there, 
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and  in  her  timidity  ventured  to  search  no 
turiiuT,  and  oftentimes  he  strolled  up  and 
down,  wa9  now  and  then  beheld  by  her,  and 
w  again  lost  to  her  view,  and  this  she  knew 
to  be  the  case ;  but  regularly  and  always  at  the 
sound  of  the  bell,  which  swinging  to  and  fro 
from  the  ancient  belfry  of  the  edifice,  an- 
nounced the  hour  of  breakfast,  so  surely,  and 
perhaps  before,  the  figure  of  Jessy  was  disco- 
vered emerging  partially  from  the  group  of 
tiees  where  Basil  walked  or  otherwise  amused 
himself;  ami  then  the  familiarity  of  her  man- 
ner and  attitude,  her  little  frivolous  efforts 
at  concealment,  the  pretended  fear  of  t>eihg 
reinnrked,  her  frequent  delays  to  attend  the  oft 
related  summons,  and  on  her  entrance  her 
evident  satisfaction,  as  well  as  her  manifest  de- 
sire that  her  proceedings  should  be  observed, 
iter  wcll-affccted  distress  at  any 
reprimand  from  the  Colonel — all  were  as  so 
many  convincing  evidences  of  the  attachment 
between  her  and  Forde,  to  which  she  always 
I,  and  of  which  she  invariably  and  with 
confidence    incessantly    boasted.     And 
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which  are  the  first  forerunners  of  doubt  and  of 
mistrust.  Yet  it  wa*  a  subject  that  though  for 
uppermost  in  her  thoughts,  could  ncx-cr  be 
expressed,  and  she  therefore  remained  silent; 
and  when  Jessy,  always  sportive  and  some- 
M  fond,  lavished  her  caresses,  and  in  play- 
ful beauty  appeared  as  innocent  as  she  was 
lovely,  Constance,  in  an  instant,  forgave  her 
all  her  rruel  jests,  and  in  as  short  a  period, 
forgot  them. 

Meanwhile,  Ban]  satisfied  himself  with  merc- 
arlting  the  singularity  of  her  conduct, 
d  Iter  regular  excursions  from  the  Priory,  her 
truiion  upon  himself,  tad  he?  eccentric,  freak 
f  including  him  so  openly  in  the  list  of  her 
,  Hid  sometimes  he  ventured  an  mlnm- 
nition  or  expostulation  on  the  rambles  sin- 
took.  But  her  bewitching  simplicity  en  tire ly 
deceived  him,  for  her  greatest  cunning  was  her 

*  most  alluring  grace;  and  least  of  all  would  he 
have  suspected  that  injury,  or  ill,  or  mortal 
misery,  could  ever  come  through  her,  who  ap- 
parently knew  no  baseness,  and  for  whose  very 
weakness  and  thoughtless  frivolity  her  beauty 


their  reliance  in  each  otl: 
deceits  as  these,  are  the 
weak  mind  attempts  to  do 
dence. 

This  and  the  like  inco 
and  betrayed  Miss  Mara1 
dubious  amazement  of  i 
mean.  But  then,  any  t 
Basil  to  her,  never  failed  b 
madversion  of  Jessy,  eitl 
satiric  remarks,  or  an  op 
cordant  with  her  sister's 
compel  her  to  seek  for  s 
sumed  coldness  .to,  and  : 
Forde,  or  to  deny  herself 
society  altogether.     She  * 
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aver  made  the  b«st  excuse.  Her  little  airs  did 
not  injure  liim,  ami  one  fans  away  the  buzs  ot 
a  gaudy  insect  without  even  remark,  much 
leas  with  anger. 

And  thus  it  was,  when  Basil  was  lying  under 
the  very  same  tree,  at  his  old  accustomed  haunt 
of  cont<  :i,  and  his  gaze  fixed  on 

ed  lattices  of  the  Priory,  in  search  of  her  who 
was  far  more  welcome  to  bun  than  even  the 
new-born  day,  some  time  he  had  loitered 
there — at  length  the  stir  of  life  w»- 
place,  and  presently  a  dim  nut  line  of  Mi*» 
Mararel  was  seen  in  the  parlour,  and  with 
shawl  wrapt  round  her ;  she  did  not  walk,  but 
stole  out,  as  if  to  escajw  observation,  and  bent 
l>er  steps  hastily  across  the  park  in  a  distant 
direction.  The  gates  were  still  closed,  the 
hour  much  earlier  titan  usual,  for  our  hero  had 
come  there  lured  hy  a  strange  suspicion— for 
once.,  a  few  days  back,  the  same  thing  had  oc- 
curred, and  though  he  had  run  a  circuitous 
route  in  order  to  meet  her,  he  had  been  so  fir 
disappointed  as  only  to  encounter  her  upon  her 
return  homeward ;  and  then  perhaps,  her  con- 
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fusion  and  embarrasmcnt,  together  with  a  faint 
welcome,  more  cold  than  usual,  had  taught  him 
this  distrust,  <>r  perhaps,  a  word  of  Jessy  had 
influenced  him,  or  knowing  that  the  pathway 
led  to  no  habitation,  he  might  wish  to  accom- 
pany her  upon  the  way : — lie  could  scarcely 
divine  the  motive  himself,  hut  without  a 
thought,  away  he  hastened,  and  as.  he  quitted 
the  green  knoll  where  he  had  lain,  the  tablets, 
his  ever  constant  companions  until  now,  were 
dropt  by  accident  upon  the  turf,  and  left  there 
by  their  unconscious  owner. 

With  all  bis  impatience,  he  broke  desperate- 
ly through  the  woods,  and  swerving  from  the 
usual  track  with  a  speed  that  defeated  itself,  he 
hurried  forward;  but  still  as  he  hastened  on, 
the  distance  seemed  to  increase  before  him, 
and  the  few  minutes  of  time  necessary  to  the 
completion  of  it,  were  aa  so  many  hours  to  his 
anxious  and  excited  imagination.  The  obsta- 
cles that  intervened  in  the  rapidity  of  his  pro- 
gress, were  as  if  thrown  there  by  some  insidious 
and  baneful  fatality,  to  defeat  all  future  hope, 
and  to   annihilate  by  an  infernal  interference 


PIERCE  F\L< 


the  scheme*  of  happiness  that  were  already 
formed;  hut  still  he  went  forward,  m  spire  and 
in  defiance  of  all  hindrance.  It  was  just  as  he 
had  cleared  die  copsewoud,  and  was  within  ■ 
abort  run  of  the  boundary  of  the  Prion-  enclo- 
sure, that  the  appearance  of  the  heir  of  Fair- 
lawn  retarded  Ids  further  advance.  For  tiir 
first  time  in  their  lives  the  two  friends  avoided 
one  another;  Basil,  because  ho  was  seeking 
other  company,  and  feared  to  he  detained ;  and 
Frcclingj  because  some  I 
occupied  lii>  thought*,  and  an  affair  that  com- 
pelled him  and  induced  liim  in  shun  observa- 
tion. Fur  these  reasons  our  hero  withdrew 
beneath  the  nearest  shelter,  to  escape  notice; 
and  the  other,  as  if  wrapt  in  his  own  contem- 
plations passed  slowly  upon  his  was 
what  was  the  vexation  of  Basil  to  find  tlur 
friend  pursued  the  same  route  with  himself, 
and  as  if  towards  the  same  destination !  He 
was  followed  by  our  hero,  at  first  with  inward 
annoyance  and  slackened  pace,  hut  Utterly, 
with  an  undefined  cut  od  a  foot  resolute 

in  determined  pursuit.  A  trivial  distance  of  the 
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path;  and  some  light  was  thrown  upon  the 
adventure,  for,  after  a  stealthy  but  watchful 
glance  of  olwervance,  Horace  Freeling  entered, 
by  an  almost  imperceptible  wicket,  into  the 
park ;  and  his  friend,  while  screening  himself 
from  sight  amid  the  foliage  of  the  wood,  was 
about  to  follow  him,  when,  who  but  Miss  Mar- 
avcl  approached  through  the  grounds,  and  with 
a  familiar  salutation  of  the  morning,  while  lenn- 
m  most  amicable  sociality  upon  his  friend's 
arm,  opened  a  conversation  which  was  ap- 
parently as  interesting  as  it  was  friendly  on 
both  sides !  If  a  star  had  dropt  from  ln*aven, 
any  other  phenomenon  of  nature  had  made 
itself  known  unto  him,  no  greater  wonder  or 
confusion  could  hare  seized  upon  Basil  Forde. 
He  Rased  in  stupid  bewilderment  and  igno- 
rance of  the  motive  or  intention  of  this  evi- 
dently clandestine  intercourse,  and  without 
moving  from  the  shade  where  he  stood  shel- 
tered, or  rather  hidden,  from  their  sight,  he 
remained  involved  in  the  thoughts  and  the 
difficulties  that  the  discovery  was  likely  to 
awaken. 

VOL.  II.  M 
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We  know  not  the  strength  of  oar  passions 
nil  they  he  proved ;  and  so  it  was  with  Basil, 
for  in  this  instant  his  nature  was  subverted, 
and  all  that  had  hitherto  been  gentleness  and 
ience,  was  changed  to  the  sorrow  of  doubt 
and  iu  the  anger,  .y.     His  friendship 

and  his  love  were  equally  abused,  and  all  tint 
he  had  placed  reliance  in,  or  believed  to  be 
good  bejrond  deceit  or  human  baseness,  vis 
now  about  to  be  found  unworthy  both  of 
the  one  or  the  other:  it  were  indeed  impos- 
sible to  imagine  what  business,  or  other  bo* 
than  a  private  intercourse,  could  lead 
them  to  this  singular  mode  of  interview.  Tbey 
had  been  intimate  from  their  youth,  ever  on 
terms  of  daily  familiarity;  what  then  mi 
the  cane  of  such  secret  meetings  ?  None  in  the 
world,  only  that  Frecling  loved  her  u 
him ;  and  the  confusion  of  the  young  bar  on 
many  occasions  —  his  tone  of  regret  when 
speaking  of  her —  the  diffidence  of  Constance, 
and  all  her  embarrassment — the  sturi<- 
and  the  broad  hints  thrown  out  by  Jessy— 
the  terror  of  Miss  Maravcl  at  the  mention 
of    that   certain    gentleman     whose     picture 
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she  hail  taken ; — all  flashed  with  full  con- 
viction open  his  HMA|  and  while  distracted 
with  doubt,  his  energies  were  paralysed  ;n  the 
mental  shock  he  had  sustained.  The  effect 
was  instantaneous,  for  as  the  thought  that  he 
was  deceived  intruded  itself,  it  was  only  dis- 
missed by  the  desire  of  vengeance  that  followed 
upon  ir. 

Yet,  let  it  nt  least  be  acknowledged,  that 
this  idea  insensibly  wore  away,  and  presently  a 
keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  &  cutting  belief  in 
his  own  folly,  succeeded  to  it.  The  friend  of 
his  youth,  who  had  been  nil  to  him  in  the 
brotherhood  of  friendship,  be  was  about  to 
discard — nay,  to  wrong,  perhaps  for  no  other 
fault  but  one  which  peculiar  circumstances 
might  have  alone  compelled  him  to  commit. 
He  knew  the  Colonel's  character,  and  all  the 
goodness  nf  Constance:  it  might  be  some  fa- 
vour that  only  Frccling  with  Ins  ample  fortune 
was  enabled  to  confer ;  and  as  for  Constance, 
she  not  the  noblest,  purest,  best,  and  kind- 

t  of  women  I 

This,  with  his  spirit  charing  within  him,  he 
m  9 
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was  at  last  comix-llcd  to  avow,  nnd  was  on  the 
point  of  forswearing   his  own   anger,  as  the 
basest  and  most  degrading  of  emotions,  when 
iplc,  whom  lie  still  watched  from  hix  re- 
treat, suddenly  stopped:  Miss   Maravcl,  who 
was  in  tears,  was  leaning  on  Frceling's  shoulder, 
and  presently   his  ami   sustained   her  as  sat 
stood.     The  hlood  hoiled  in  Basil's  veins,  for 
the  action  shewed  like  a  ray  of  light  thrown 
upon  darkness,  the  whole  power,  fervour,  ten- 
derness, and  truth  of  that  affection  he  had  be- 
stowed upon  her.     It  was  the  growth  and  ri- 
gour of  his  life,  and  without  it  existence,  widi 
all  her  gifts  and  blessings,  was  nothing  to  hia. 
Again  he  looked  at  them,  they  were  still  there, 
the  same : — this  did  at  least  look  very  mad) 
like  love.     The  sight  goaded  him  into  madness, 
and  breaking  from  the  shade  where  be  had,  a» 
yet,  been  concealed,  he  paced  up  and  down, 
instant  the  victim  of  his  feelings,  and  dri- 
ven to  the  last  desperation  of  scorn ;  and  toe 
I,  denying  his  previous  fears,  reproaching 
his  own  conduct  as  absurd,  and  resolving  tatt 
when    FVeeling  and   he  again  met,  he  would 
openly  challenge  the  truth,  and  end  his  fears  it 
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once.  But  now  they  were  again  walking  up 
and  down,  and  so  deeply  engaged  in  their  dis- 
course that  all  his  efforts  to  obtain  notice  from 
them,  were  alike  ineffectual, — till  more  than 
half  destroyed  by  his  own  thoughts,  the  know- 
ledge of  his  friend's  generosity,  and  the  mistrust 
of  his  honour;  the  conviction  of  the  innoceno' 
of  Constance,  and  the  fear  of  her  falsehood;  be 
•ought  some  refuge  to  his  distraction  in  the 
morbid  despair  to  which  he  now  delivered  him- 
self. But  all  was  to  be  ended  by  the  whisper- 
ings of  pride,  which  now  suggested  the  degrada- 
i  of  lingering  there  to  watch  his  own  misery, 
and  play  the  spy  upon  that  falsehood  that  he 
contemmed  and  scorned,  and  not  the  less  be- 
cause it  wounded  him.  A  prey  to  the  torture 
within  him,  he  cast  back  one  yet  unwilling 
glance,  and  had  almost  persuaded  himself  again 
of  lus  own  absurd  folly,  and  their  entire  inno- 
cence, when  Frceling,  as  if  about  to  take  his 
departure  also,  kissed  her  hand  hastily,  and  Ba- 
sil thought  she  faintly  smiled  at  the  action;  and 

ithing  beneath  the  affliction,  and  once  more 
doubly  stung  to  the  heart,  with  a  short  impre- 

tion  of  bitterness  and  sorrow,  he  turned  upon 
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horror  of  tho  unhappy  and  debased  wretch 
whom  be  had  found  beneath  her  shelter  and 
protection.  The  weakness  of  the  girl,  and  her 
folly,  in  its  most  frightful  form,  were  made 
apparent  to  him.  And  when  all  the  hidden 
qualities  of  baseness  which  lurked  in  Pierce 
Falcon,  were  once  more  revived  to  Frecling's 
memory;  when  all  the  capabilities  for  the 
commission  of  crime,  of  which  he  knew  him 
to  be  possessed,  in  the  way  of  low  associates, 
and  degraded  and  vagrant  companions,  with 
will  and  means  beside,  were  conjured  up 
before  his  fancy,  no  wonder  it  completed  h 
scene  which  he  contcmpluted  equally  with  dis- 
may as  with  disgust.  The  mnM.  atrocious  and 
lawless  designs,  in  which  the  Colonel's  house, 
property,  and  family,  were  made  the  sacrifice, 
occupied  his  imaginatiun,  and  rendered  him  as 
watchful  as  he  was  anxious  for  the  man's  tinal 
departure.  But  what  was  his  astonishment  t«i 
find,  that  when  the  means  were  furnished  for 
his  escape,  and  with  a  liberality  which  nothing 
like  a  selfish  motive  could  have  induced  on 
Freeling's    part,    Pierce   Falcon    still    abided 


M« 


I'lERCE  FALCON. 


there,  and  covertly  resisted  all  efforts  made  to 
eject  him.  All  thing*  were  essayed,  and  all 
ineffectual  in  releasing  Urn  hit  furtaer 

society  anil  importunity  ;  and  Horace  was  not 
long  in  discovering  tl>:it  this  systematic  villain 
rather  held  tlieiu  in  lua  |»>\vcr,  tlian  tiicy  re- 
tained any  influence  ant  him.  Day  after  dty 
elapsed,  and  he  was  still  there,  to  all  remon- 
strance opposing  cool  defiance,  and  the  (rail 
gul  pleading  in  extenuation  of  him  Iter  own 
partiality.  Prating*!  work  hatl  now 
oTcr ;  but  fur  the  sake  of  Miss  Maravel, 
would  have  given  then  Imth  up  to  their  u*r. 
schemes,  and  left  them  to  themselves ;  but  U» 
long  intimacy  with  the  family  forbad*  it.  Mean- 
time, Pierce  Falcon  Imd  his  OWH  motives  fa 
delay ;  for  the  wretch,  with  a  worldliness  and 

RPJDg  alone  worthy  of  him,  and  si 
of,  as  lie  was  indifferent  to  consequence*, 
now  desired  to  make  it  a  valuable 

-iiself,  eitlter  by  getting  the  girl  and  her 
supposed  fortune,  or  hy  extracting  from  her 
family,  through  shame,  or  the  hope  of  secrecy, 
a  handsome  equivalent  fur  tin-  di.sa])pointmeiit 


nv,i, 

E 
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experienced  by  him.  In  the  deep  depravity 
of  ft  base  mind,  love  is  the  most  corrupt  mid 
degraded  of  its  passions ;  and  Pierce  Falcon, 
in  default  of  obtaining  the  object  he  had 
sought,  and  seeing  the  girl  was  implicated  in 
the  world's  opiniun,  would  fain  make  a  profit 
and  a  last  advantage  from  it :  lucldinghimsi  It. 
as  he  did,  behind  that  preference  that  she  nut 
only  freely  professed  for  him,  but  had  so 
shamefully,  and  vrith  such  disregard  t 
hitherto  and  so  unworthily  encouraged.  In- 
deed, it  was  no  easy  matter  to  come  to  terms 
with  him,  for  at  even-  fresh  conference  his 
demands  grew  more  exorbitant,  till,  wearied 
out.  Fretting  had  no  other  resource,  but  by 
an  explanation  with  Miss  Maravel,  to  attempt 
some  project  of  weaning  the  wretched  girl 
from  her  unworthy  clmici-,  or  by  intimidating 
Falcon  with  the  fear  of  capture,  to  compel 
him  to  evacuate  his  retreat,  and  resign  alto- 
gether his  further  claims  upon  her.  To  this 
Frccling  was  doubly  in  lined,  by  the  evident 
and  disgraceful  impropriety  of  connexion  in 
which  Jessy  had  involved  herself;  and,  be- 
ll 5 


i  not  be  insensible  to  the  situ- 
ation in  which  she  was  placed  with  regard  t" 
the  world,  which  is  little  given  to  pass  orcr  »ny 
dereliction  from  its  established  customs  ar 
ruling  principles  of  action. 

and  after  one  final  defeated  scheme 
of  arrangement  with    them,    and    finding  th»t 
Pierce  FjoVlm  s'ill   inhabited  his  retreat  in  tin- 
ruined  tower,    obstinate    in   his   detenu 
i  there,  he   instantly  wrote  a  i- 
ftfbfl  Mnravel;  and  baring  therein,  in  part,  fi- 
ned his  reasons,  entreated  a  few  minutes 
i-rse   with  her  on   the  spot,  and  at  tk 
early  hour  we  hare  mentioned,  where,  unsus- 
jwcted  by  Jc  i.nsult  the 

next    plan  to  lie  adopted    for  licr   safety  anil 
future  happiness. 

At  tlie  first  intimation  contain, 
note,  explanatory  as  it  was  of  the  motives  of 
Frecling'*  desire  of  an  interview,  Constance 
guessed,  though  only  in  a  decree,  the  nature 
of  the  communication  intended  to  be  made  to 
ber.  For  a  long  while  now  she  had  suspected 
her  sister's  renewal  of  intimacy  with   Pierce 
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Falcon,  and  full  of  shame  and  sorrow  at  the 
exposure,  in  sisterly  pity  and  regret  of  her 
imprudence,  she  had  hastened,  as  we  have 
seen,  to  concert  measures  with  Freeling,  to 
the  end  that  Jessy  might  be  saved  further 
folly,  and  consequently  further  regret. 

Her  father's  misfortunes  weighed  heavily 
upon  her  mind,  and  he  had  again  departed 
n.  and  she  was  now  alone,  and  lately 
her  faith  in  Basil  was  diminished  ;  he  was  dis- 
trustful, or  was  distent  to  her ;  and  now  her 
sisters  conduct  and  folly  boooming  publifi,  all 
conduced  to  render  her  most  wretched  ;  yei 
still  she  contended  against  it,  and  smothering 
her  secret  feelings,  went  once  more  to  nwet 
Freeling,  ami  to  determine  what  might  !*• 
done.  Distressed  not  only  by  her  relative 
situation  towards  all  the  parties  connected  in 
this  strange  difficulty,  but  by  the  duty  she 
was  called  upon  to  exercise,  no  wonder  she 
met  the  young  heir  of  Fairlawn  with  a  vftl- 
sueh  as  the  weaker  party  ever  yields  to 
those  who  bring  counsel  and  protection  in  the 
time  of  danger  or  of  need. 


was  c 
met  t 
come, 
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his  first  coming  to  the  village,  it  :ip- 
aiid  so  possesses  a  power  over  your 
unhappy  sister.  Dear  Miss  Marnvel,  excuse 
further  explanation,  and  see  it  as  it  is,  for 
1 1  u 11  we  may  hope  to  find  some  terminal 
to   all   these   embarrassments.     The   matt   re- 

I  fuses  such  offers  as  have  been  privately  made 
by  myself;  no  wander  he  rejects  yours  also." 
Through  humiliation  and  grief,  Constance 
remained  silent,  fur  a  crowd  of  remembrances 
of  Jessy's  absence  from  home,  in  these  t'n- 
qucnt  arid  fatal  visits,  obstructed  for  a  while 
I  ever}'  other  thought,  and  overwhelmed  her 
with  shame  and  fear.  Besides,  new  obstacles 
MM  evidently  now  opposed  to  any  private  ar- 
rangement, and  all  her  sisters  vacillation, 
frivolity,  and  prevarication,  (faring  their  re- 
sidence at  Nun's  Priory,  was  now  partly  ex- 
plained and  accounted  for  in  a  DMOMf  most 
i  is  graceful  to  her.  These  thoughts  of  Miss 
Maravel  were  terminated,  however,  by  only  a 
new  appeal  to  the  judgment  and  opinion  of 
the  young  heir. 

"  Give  me  your  permission,"  cried  Frecling, 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


J55 


self-will,    caprice,    and   foibles    of    Jessy,    to 
imagine  she  ever  would   be  brought  to  <•• 
sent  to  any  project  but  such  as    she  herself 
might  prefer ;  every  plan  was  therefore  almost 
alike  hopeless  of  completion. 

■  Tlie  case  is  urgent,"  said  Frecling  at 
length,  "  and  one  in  which  her  future  pros- 
pects are  endangered.  Let  me  to  town,  and 
seek  the  Colonel,  who  is  entirely  a  man  of  tin- 
world,  and  will  have  more  influence  with  Ems 
fellow,  than  any  one  else  beside ;  or — wo  can 
rely  in  his  honour — will  you  allow  me  to  con- 
sult my  friend  Forde,  he  m  i\  advise  us  in  this 
unheard-of  emergency  ? " 

"  My  father ! "  cried  Constance,  "  indeed, 
his  violence  Utd  anger,  end  just  reproaches; 
let  her  be  spared  them:  end  that  must  be  tin- 
last  resource.     And  as  for  Mr.  Forde,  not  for 

»all  the  earth  should  he,  or  must  he  know  it — 
on  no  account  must  he  be  told — this,  this 
girlish  f.illy  nf  my  sister;  oh!  HOt  fur  the 
world." 

And  now  Constance  stopped  in  some  hesi- 
tation j  fur  why  Basil  Forde  should  not,  must 
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him  the  only  living  pain  of  which  he  could 
sensible,  and  ho  instantly  consoled  and 
supported  her.  It  was  the  most  happy  mo- 
ment of  his  life,  which  hitherto  had  been  ren- 
dered so  m.iiniy  by  his  own  virtue  and  care 
in  others'  happiness;  and  yet,  even  this  mo- 
*  ment  was  to  he  deeply  repaid  in  another  and 
an  after  account. 

••  I  will  see  tins  man  myself,"  resumed  Con- 
stance, half  recovering,  "  and  will  so  represent 
the  thing— he  cannot— :he  shall  not  refuse  to 
leave  her,  yet  innocent  and  happy,  with  us  all. 
Dear,  weak,  and  silly  girl!  she  will  forget  him. 
Her  beauty — and  she  has  virtues  too — must 
ever  make  her  sought  and  be  admired.  Oh  ! 
1  lurace !  treat  me  as  as  your  sister,  and  tell  me 
wliat  is  best." 

"  It  would  be  my  delight,"  exclaimed  Free- 
ling,  "to  drag  the  infamous  villain  from  his 
retreat,  to  meet  the  punishment  he  merits;  but, 
forgive  me  !  let  us  both  together  see  the  man  ; 
if,  after  one  more  interview,  he  does  not  agree 
with  me,  MMM  Other  evening  we  will  meet  here 
and  go  to  him  in  the  tower.    And  now  console 
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jit  all  events  favour  me  once  aguin  and  see  me 
here, — farewell!"  and  bowing,  he  kissed  her 
hand ;  and,  if  there  were  more  than  friendship 
in  tin'  notion,  it  seemed  no  more  to  Constance, 
and  they  separated — he  full  of  expectations  of 
success,  and  she  more  than  ever  in  despon- 
dency. In  timid  apprehension  of  her  sister's 
observation  of  them,  and  her  conduct  conse- 
quent upon  it,  she  had  consented  to  meet  Free- 
ling  in  this  spot  in  preference  to  the  Priory,  as 
being  more  retired  from  remark,  and  less  sub- 
ject therefore  to  the  miscliii'vuus  BOtlM  of 
Jessy,  and  all  her  unhappy  mifconstroetioiM  of 
the  event.  Yet,  painful  us  this  was  to  her,  it 
was  i  '.in  mart  KXIOWful  to  know  that,  after  all 
was  done)  she  was  still  in  the  power  of  this 
most  singular  girl,  whose  every  word,  or  slight- 
est act  or  look,  might  cause  her  more  misery 
than  hope  or  time  might  remedy. 

But  Jessy  was  light-hearted,  however  the 
world  was  around  her ;  and,  judging  the  subject 
of  hersisiir's  Interview  with  Freeling, on  quit- 
ting the  ruined  tower,  she  tripped  gaily  by 
them  as  though  they  were  unseen,  and  went  by 
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the  wmy  of  the  forest  to  have  her  treat  of 
nsalieioas  coquetry  with  Basil  Fordc,  and  re- 
create herself  at  the  expense  of  that  sister's 
peace,  to  whom  gratitude  was  due  for  more 
than  common  lore  and  kindness,  evinced  to- 
wards her  from  early  childhood  until  now. 

She  soon  overtook  Basil,  who,  indulging  in 
his  solitary  mood,  would  hare  willingly  dis- 
pensed with  tier  so.  .1,  intent  as  she 
was  on  luring  him  to  I  ry  gates,  to  once 
more  provoke  the  inquietude  of  Consumer, 
she  exerted  all  her  fascination,  and  slowly 
beguiled  him,  with  her  insidious  graces,  of  the 
melancholy  that  im,  and  led  him 
ultimately  to  the  situation  destined  as  the  scene 
of  her  frivolity.  They  were  again  Ix-ucath 
old  clomp  of  trees  in  front  of  the  hrenkf 
parlour  window,  where  Basil  had  lain  an  hour 
ago,  though  with  far  different  feel 
with  which  he  now  returned.  They  had  scarcely 
arrived  there,  when  the  quick  wandering  glance 
of  Jessy  discovered  the  well-known  N 
tablets  on  the  green  sward,  where  our  hero 
each  morning  reclined.     This  little  token  she 
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had  ra»ny  times  beheld  in  his  possession,  nnd 
guessed  it  was  the  gift  of  her  sister ;  for  it  had 
oftentimes  thwarted  the  vnnity  of  the  coquette, 
t  he  lover's  contemplations  being  too  deep  to 
admit  of  any  intrusion  upon  them.  They 
offered  her  now  an  opportunity  of  retaliation 
upon  Constance,  and  stooping  down  at  a 
favourable  moment,  she  seized  upon  and 
secreted  them. 

At  the  same  time  our  hero,  though  tortured 
with  anxiety  and  incipient  jealousy,  was  not 
sorry  to  delay  his  departure  for  the  chance  of  a 
look  from  Constance,  or  some  forgiving  and 
retributive  sign  of  renewed  affection  that  might 
efface  their  late  and  unexplained  reserve  to  one 
another.  But  by  this  Jessy  was  at  the  height  of 
her  wishes,  smiling,  ami  sporting,  and  hanging 
with  familiar  fondness  upon  hint ;  for,  in  truth, 
she  began  to  tire  of  Falcon,  and  be  amused  with 
Basil  Forde,  and  was  very  much  in  doubt  of 
which  she  would  most  prefer.  As  Constance 
passed  by  and  entered  the  breakfast-parlour, 
Jessy  was  leaning  with  Basil  against  the  iron 
gates,    but    still    beneath   the  one   tree,   the 
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l»d.  It  is  quite  common,  you  may  believe; 
l>e*ides,  he  has  a  fine  fortune,  and  Constance, 
you  know,  is  an  agreeable  woman,  at  least  it 
seems  so  to  me.'' 

"  Beautiful !"  sighed  Basil,  in  an  abstract  ion 
of  doubt,  *'  and  can  die  rest  be  believed  ?  Im« 
possible !  Do  not  madden  me,  but  tell  me 
and  at  once,  what  foundation  have  you  for 
this — what  truth  there  is  in  it  ?  for  I  will  know ; 
yes,  Jessy  Maravcl,  and  you  must  tell  it  me." 

"  Nay,  nay,  if  in  lore  heroics  1  liare  done  with 

u,"  cried  she,  still  leaning  on  him.  "  Why 
you  look  like  a  poet  wrapt  in  phreuzy  !  tkak 
me  no  more  about  it,  these  things  explain 
themselves.  But  how  very  wrong  this  Is  of 
me  to  be  here  exposing  other  affairs  than  my 
own;  well,  I  have  done.     This  tongue  of  mine 

it  is  to  be  feared,  a  woman's  after  all !  But, 
bless  me,  what  curls  you  have ! " 

"  I  would  not  have  believed  it,"  said  Forde, 
if   thinking    aloud,    "  not  if    Heaven   itself 
had  told    me!   and  why?  I  do  not  believe  it 
."     And  he  fell  into  another  reverie,  un- 
conscious almost  of  the  presence  of  any  human 
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id,  and  don't  say  you  never  had  a  kiss  from 
kdy;"  and  she  actually  imprinted  a  kiss, 
rccly  felt,  upon  his  check,  and  running 
h  playful  grace,  as  light  as  the  motion  of  a 
1  against  the  ground,  she  left  Basil  standing 
i-,v  amazement  and  wondering  at  tike  eccen- 
of  her  actions.  His  mind  oppressed 
care,  he  turned  away  and    went    home- 


for  Mm  Muravel,  she  had  been  urmhle 
stst  the  temptation  of  watching  them,  and 
udering  at  his  conduct.  As  she  approached 
■jh  the  park  she  had  partially  seen  them 
|  together,  and  now  witnessed  their  evi- 
and  confidential  iutorCOUIK.  With  a 
too  full  to  join  them,  in  assumed  compo- 
site entered  the  house,  the  tender  pootion 
ssy,  and  tl>cir  attitude  as  they  stood  toge- 
r,  piercing  her  with  grief  and  dismay.  But 
she  saw  them  embrace,  for  she  never 
dd  have  believed  that  the  first  movement 
»  from  Jessy,  her  astonishment  was  only 
«eded  by  her  confusion.  Could  this  l»e 
svdahip;  It  might  be— but  inward  sug- 
iu.  it.  n 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

}U  i-  mfl  piicl  tliat  i»  well  utiitled  : 
Ami  I,  dcliTfrine  jou,  »m  «»ti«rtr.l. 
And  (herein  do  account  myself  well  pniJ. 

short  period  had  elapsed  after  tin-  events 
detailed,  when  a  post  chaise  drove  rapidly  in  at 
the  gates  of  the  Priory,  and  the  Colonel  alighted 
on  his  return  home.  At  his  first  entrance,  it 
was  perceptible  that  his  mind  as  well  as  body- 
was  broken  down,  not  so  much  by  his  h.iliit* 
of  gaiety  ami  dissipation,  a*  by  MOM  unforeseen 
distress  or  misfortune,  bid  ivI.i-iIkt  it  were  tin 
effeirt  of  chance  or  his  own  imprudence  it  was 
impossible  to  decide ;  not  but  what  certain 
qualms  of  temper  and  heat  of  humour  might 
aptly  have  led  one  to  suppose  that  he  was  im- 
plicated in  the  folly  or  misery,  the  effects  of 
which  he  was  no  longer  able  to  avert.  Some, 
who  had  noticed  an  advertisement  of  a  distant 
N  2 
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all  the  infinite  variety  of  inconvenience* 
attending  on  it ;  or  to  question,  as  matter  of 
doubt,  the  difficulties  of  the  task  he  had  im- 
posed upon  his  child,  with  nil  the  regret  inci- 
dent to,  and  the  many  reasons  of  denial  that 
might  interfere  with  her  consent  to  a  neara 
in  which  her  own  interest  and  welfare  were  so 
necessarily  involved,  and  which  night  tend  to 
their  ruin.  A  gttMKMB  and  prodigal  man  him- 
self, he,  nevertheless,  rould  not  but  be  sensible 
of  the  extent  of  the  demand  he  BUI  DOW  be 
compelled  to  make  upon  her  affection,  and 
that  sacrifice  that  he  required  of  her;  while  he 
felt,  and  deeply,  that  even    *  1  »<--    rights  of  the 

parent   were   extended    beyond    then   usual 

limit  in  the  use  of  that  authority,  or  the  per- 
suasion by  which  he  might  iud  .accede 
to  his  wishes ;  hut  yet  it  was  imp-naive,  and 
he  Opposed  his  feidings  and  principles  when  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  rely  upon  the  virtue  of 
one  whom  he  had  ever  found  to  be  his  best 
■(g  and  solace.  With  such  sentiments  as 
these,  he  sought  her  once  more,  and  drew  her 
into  the  study  where  so  many  previous  morn- 
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inn  had  been  spent,  without  his  being  able  to 
decide  « hfthcr  he  dared  repose  entire  coofideacc 
in  her,  or  hope  her  consci.  ;  .ropoartior, 

that  he  was  about  to  make. 

The  young  lady,  who,  since  the  departure  ef 
Lord  Lesley,  had  rwi  m  raid 

gaiety  of  her  manners,  and  become  more  bcaa- 
liiul  since  the  summer  of  her  hopes  was  re- 
turned to  her,  entered  wit  i  f  hap- 
piness about  her,  that  far  surpasses  in  effect  all 
other  loveliness ;  but  perceiving  that  the  Colo- 
nel was  again  shad  i  hougbts  s»  had 
of  late  so  much  depressed  him,  she  ins. 
yielded  to  an  air  of  conttm  and  interest,  snd 
seated  herself  upjx>xite  to  him  in  nil  the  inquie- 
tude most  natural  under  such  circumstances. 
QOWM  not  broken  far  some  time,  and, 
at  last,  by  herself. 

"  I   cannot  help  thinking,  my  dear  father,' 
said  she, "  that  there  is  still  soni  it  y«o 

J  from  me ;  perhaps,  that  you  woulil  hide 
i'v N i  from  yourself;  b<n  nic   it  must  be 

confided,  that  means  may  be  taken,  if  p 
that  what  now  afflicts  you  tuny  tio  longer  do  so; 
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or  if  there  be  something;  lx:yond  all  remedy  that 
is  within  <>ur  power — surely  it  must  be  so  !— 
that  some  consolation  in  your  misfortunes 
would  lighten  the  weight  of  them:  but,  dear 
>ir,  tell  tltem." 

Out  stance,  my  girl,"  said  the  father,  but 
sorrowfully,  "you  know  not  what  you  ask  of 
me,  the  detail  would  be  too  expbinativc  of  ray 
folly  and  madness ;  and  recall  to  your  mind 
the  many  times  that  you  have  saved  mc  from 
impending  danger,  from  dishonour  as  a  man, 

(from  discredit,  and  from  contumely;  it  U  in 
your  power  to  do  this  once  more,  and  only 
once.  You  see  my  ill  fortune,  and  the  whole 
extent  of  my  unhappiness,  in  the  exposure  that 
is  made  to  you." 

■  What  would  my  father  wish  mc  to  do?" 
inquired  she ;  "  by  knowing  the  species  of  diffi- 
culty to  which  you  allude,  the  means  of  extri- 
cation or  remedy  that  is  to  be  applied 
almost  immediately  present  itself.  If  my  ad- 
vice— why  you  know  the  diligence  of  a  learned 
clerk,  cannot  exceed  mine  in  divining  and  select- 
ing such   schemes  as  may  best  avail   you;  if 
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her,  or  the  generosity  or  affection  that  is  neces- 
sary for  the  sacrifice  which  is  demanded  of  her; 
or  the  resolution  arising  from  perfect  principle, 
that  she  may  yet  be  compelled  to  call  up,  in 
order  that  she  may  justly  exercise  it  in  rataiM 
DBB.  She  does  nut  meditate  that  it  may  be  a 
request  which  involves  no  less  iMf  prospects 
than  her  peace ;  no  less  her  present  than  her 
future  happiness ;  she  has  not  weighed  i 

Constance,  at  this  intimation,  conjured  up 
the  form  of  Ix»rd  Lesley  to  her  view,  he,  who 
had  offered  himself  her  suitor,  and  to  whOH 
addresses  she  had,  always  before,  refused  her- 
self; for  indeed,  she  knew  too  well  that  the  Co- 
lonel was  one  who  estimated  in  their  fullest  ex- 
tent both  rank  and  riches,  and  all  the  power 
they  heap  upon  their  favoured  progeny.  Tin- 
lord,  in  all  his  horrors,  and  like  the  fearful 
spectre  of  a  dream,  was  renewed  in  her  imagi- 
nation, and  as  the  visum  crossed  her  in  mental 
array,  the  poor  girl  became  suddenly  pale.  Had 
involved  in  nervous  trepidation:  rod  tlie.i,  in 
the  perspective,  Basil  Forde  presented  himself 
with  a  whole  host  of  sorrows  and  despairs 
N  5 
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will  be  agreeable  to  me ;  and  if  it  be  any 
little  arrangement  of  your  affairs,  settle  tliem 
as  you  please.  All  that  is  mine  is  yours,  ami 
do  not  let  us  make  it  matter  of  discussion 
between  us;  only  that  you  arc  most  wrong, 
that  the  other  day  you  did  not  explain  the 
whole  of  your  anxieties,  and  have  spared  your- 
self all  further  pain  about  it.  Has  my  dear 
father  learned  to  make  a  stranger  of  me  ? "  A» 
she  s|K>kc  this,  she  drew  nearer  the  majestic 
-ml  narlikc  figure  of  the  Colonel,  and  clasping 
him  with  innocent  kindness  round  the  neck, 
she  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  his  brow;  the  father, 
in  some  way  affected  by  her  maimer,  put  by 
Jirn  lustering  ringlets  with  his  hand,  and  gased 
in  repentant  sorrow  upon  her. 

"Tliis  infamous  life  of  dissipation  has 
«d  me,"  he  said  UOVnAdty;  "let  it  be 
hoped  you  may  not  live  to  curse  me,  or  to 
lament  that  you  ever  had  a  father;  for  yet,  my 
girl '  you  may  even  come  to  this,  and  not  im- 
probably. To  know  this  fatal  and  perverse  ill- 
AfftOM  pursues  me;  that  alike  your  happincs-s 
and  prospects  and  your  property,  have  all  been 
sacrificed,  and  ruthlessly,  by  me;  yes,  by  H. 
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hind,  doomed  to  infernal  mischief  and  d»- 
gru*,  from  first  to  last.  Yes,  you  will  repent, 
and  rightly  so,  that  it  was  yet  permitted  roe  to 

'    No,  never,  mydr.i;  never!"  cried 

ConsUm-c ;  ■  tell  me  what  it  is  you  « i*h  of  me. 
and  it  shall  bed  )  think,  if  you  WCrr  is 

misfortune,  and  no  means  Icfi  rum 

it,  how  far  more  miserable   it  were 
dear  sir,  there  is  some  comfort 

I  smiled  a  sad  route,  and,  in  • 
desperate  tone,  1,  -'Constance,  I  am 

a  ruined  man,  tormented  with  debt,  involved 
in  every  way;  my  honour  as  a  gentlcmn 
even  at  issue,  nor  is  there  any  remedy  h-.r 
disgraceful  flight — which  very  t bought  is  all 
abhorrent  to  me ;  or  the  alternative  lies  in  * 
prison.  But  set  aside  this  one  last  misery,  whieli 
might  be  made  endurable,  my  diameter,  Con- 
stance, is  at  stake.  At  the  tabic  the  other 
night— you  know  it  is  my  amusement,  mf 
weakness — all  my  ill  luck  was  with  me  ;  none 
thousands  were  lust  and  never  to  l>e  paid. 
Here  is  my  degradation,  my  creditors  arc  tired 
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out — my  situati  :i  :  foo  see  it."  The  G 
llBiBil  this  without  once  raising  his  eyes,  and 
thou  sank  into  silence,  while  the  daughter,  after 
some  consideration,  of  which  her  lover  formed 
DO  inconsiderable  portion,  and  having  come  to 
Uie  conclusion  that  his  generosity  was  equal,  ut 
least,  with  her  own,  determined  to  act  as  the 
emergency  of  the  occasion  required,  and  to 
entire  liberty  to  the  sentiment*  that  most 
prevailed  with  her. 

'  Well,   but,   my  father,"   she   said,   "  you 
have    money,  and  why  not    make    use    of    it! 
Whatever  be  right  to  your  mind,  is  so  to  m 
therefore  settle  these  tilings,   and  let  DM  tM 
you  comfortable  once  more." 

"  It  is  not  right  to  my  mind,"  said  the  Colo 
ncl ;  "  nor  do  ymi  tM  the  danger  of  I  woman 
resigning  what  is  her  only  and  best  defence 
against  oppression.  I  tell  you  my  peculiar 
state,  but  will  not  furnish  one  inducement  for 
your  yielding  to  my  necessities;  the  HOB&N  i- 
what  no  father  is  entitled  to  demand  of  one 
like  you ! " 

Only,  dear  sir,  be  happy  again,"  exclaimed 
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Constance;  "make  yourself  free  again,  and 
come  anil  live  with  ux.  Suxc,  there  is  pleasure 
vet  in  the  world,  though  MOM  of  the  money  be 
gone." 

"  What  would  you  viy,  Constance!"  said  the 
father,  with  hitter  regret ;  "  if  tht  whole  ul 
it.  your  estate  and  property,  would  scarce  of- 
fice? All  tlwt  i>  hfi.  .ill  that  of  ttliic  li  yu.i  lave 
not  yet  been  robbed,  all  that  my  wanu.  my 
madness  have  yet  let:  an  now  to  be  the 

forfeit  of  my  desperation  ;  if,  in  fact,  to  clear 
my  honour,  the  whole.  01  ■•'■<  ;irly  so,  must  iuiw 
be  given?     Wb]  rll  it   were  too  JearW 

bought ;  it  is  not  worth  the  price  bestowed  for 
it ;  this  yon  would  justly  think,  and  in  yoor 
justice  rightly  refuse  what  never  can  be  paid, 
and  properly  deny  me  that  winch  1  liave  am 
right  to  claim  of  y 

litis  exposure,  being  quite  unexpected,  fell 
Uke  a  sudden  blight,  or  stroke  of  death,  tqwn 
Mi*»  Maravcl ;  for  tlus  she  was  not  quite  pa*- 
parcd,  and  trembled  in  disr.y  one  and 

astonishment:  but   with   ail  her  gentleness  i 
did  not  nnnt  for  energy  of  mind,  and 
thrown  off  the  sensation,  she  cried —  : 
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"  Oh,  no,  my  father  '  no,  let  mo  but  see  you 
once  yourself  again ;  no  price  is  great  that  bujra 
your  happiness.  If  you  require  it  all,  it  is  your 
own,  and  use  it  as  if  it  were  so ;  for  while  we 
have  the  Priory  to  live  in,  we  are  not  surely 

quite  ruined  ;  only " 

"By  HHHInl"  muttered  the  Colonel,  for 
at  this  point  his  conscience  smote  him  ;  "  this 
shall  not  he,  it  is  too  barbarous  !  Lend  me  a 
portion  only  for  a  time,  to  try  my  fortune  once 
again,  and  upon  the  venture  a  prison  or  my 
liberty  shall  then  depend.  Constance,  do  this  ; 
if  I  do  not  return  within  a  certain  time,  the 
remainder  will  suffice  for  you  and  Jessy; 
you  can  protect  yourselves  ;  and  as  for  me, 
fate  at  least  has  been  deserved  by  me.  My 
child,  I  am  a  villain,  after  all  that  is  now  due 
to  you,  to  put  you  to  this  last  extremity." 

"  Ami  what  will  become  of  you"-"  said  Con- 
stance, with  another  fond  embrace ;  "  wlrere 
will  you  be?  Dear  father,  say  no  more,  the 
Bg  has  happened  so,  we  cannot  better  it. 
Why,  when  your  debts  arc  paid  wc  can  live 
here  a  .simple  life  together,  and  thus  we  slwll 
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not  miss  tlic  money  gone.  Only  permit  me 
one  thing;  reserve  enough  of  it  that  Jcmt 
may  never  know  our  circumstances  arc  altered; 
•  little  sura,  just  but  alone  sufficient  fur  herself; 
- . . ^  1 1 1  sigh  to  find  she  could  not  hm 
all  her  youth  1ms  thought  so  nccessar 

it  regret  what  she  so  mucli  deli 
pleasures  and  her  dress ;  her  beauty  makes  il 
natural   that  she  should  OOVCI    them;  yes,  let 
our  Jessy  be  provided  fur,  ami  I  am  sat: 

K  some  women  whose  characters  are 
incomprehensible  to  the  grosser  senses  of  tlte 
greater  portion  of  men,  and  that  of  Constance 
Maravel  was  certainly  but    imperiY 
stood  by  that  father  uhnm  she  had  now,  and 

'^'deemed  from  diffi- 
culty and  disgrace ;  yet  her  worth  was  appre- 
ciated: for  the  Colonel,  who  had  a  light  opinion 
of  the  sex.  in  all  his  imi  mad  versions  upon 
them,  never  im-liuled  her,  and  had  accustomed 
himself  to  loo'  some  peculiar  saint 

i  raordinary  creature,  whose  ways,  became 
never  were  to  be  doubtci!  placed 

beyond  all  scrutiny.     On  this  occasion,  he  was 
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more  than  ordinarily  perplexed;  but  satisfied 
himself  by  speaking  as  follows — 

•'  And  how  will  you,  my  girl,  who  have  been 
accustomed  to  be  regarded  as  an  heiress,  for 
the  world  can  never  suspect  the  purl  that  you 
have  played — how  will  you,  to  whom  honour 
and  respect,  and  attentions  due  to  wealth  have 
been  paid — how  will  you  be  liappy  ?  No,  Con- 
stance !  you  overlook  your  own  most  dreadful 
situation — for,  in  serving  me,  you  lose  your 
power  with  the  world.  You  will  be  sought 
and  sued  ami  solicited,  as  a  woman  of  fortune, 
and  without  it  you  may  be  left  abandoned  and 
neglected.  A  woman  without  money  ought  t<  > 
have  no  heart  and  no  affections,  for  they  will 
be  as  nothing  to  her;  you  do  not  estimate  the 
sacrifice  you  make,  look  at  it  once  again." 
Such  were  the  Colonel's  opinions,  and  so  he 
explained  them,  and  thus  he  essayed  to  bribe 
his  own  conscience  into  peace. 

"  I  seethe  extent  of  sacrifice,  such  as  it  is," 
said  Constance !  "  and  it  is  made.     How  un- 
rorthy  were  it,  if  it  were  not  so.     Yes,  you  arc 
welcome  to  it ;  but  remember  our  lovely  Jessy, 
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And  I)*  all  else  forgotten.  But  no,  one  vati 
more;  forgive  me,  my  dear  father,  bofl  tfben 
;ill  is  gone,  recall  your  Constam  i o  ftm  mind, 
that  she  no  longer  lias  the  power  to  serve 
you  now.  and  never  more,  my  dearest  sir — yet 
pardon  mel — don  i'r«'quent  those  dread- 

ful places;  forsake  all  thoughts  of  e  by 

such  means,  they  never  will  avail  to  make  row 
happy :  and  if  misfortune  were  to  chance  to 
you,  indeed         " 

"  Forswear  me  as  a  wretch,"  cried  »he  rather, 
"  if  ever  through  me  you  have  one  moment'* 
pain  or  thought  of  sorrow.  My  excellent  girl, 
pride  of  my  heart," — but  a  tear-drop  on  his 
daughter's  check  warned  him  to  say  no  tnore; 
and  he  satisfied  his  parental  feeling  of  gratitude 
by  kissing  her  forehead,  and  murmuring  hU 
thanks,  his  promises  o  t,  his  consent 

to  the  provision  made  in  favour  of  Jessy,  hit 
intention  of  deputing  to  d  his  period 

of  return ;  and,  finally,  perceiving  the  gentle 
girl's  agitation,  and,  as  he  fancied  himself  prone 
to  Bympathlae  with  it,  lie  quitted  the  apart- 
ment, while  she  was   left   in   no    very  happy 
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mood  of  meditation.  She  had  resigned  a  for- 
tune, denied  herself  the  power  of  aiding  her 
lover,  or  blessing  him  as  her  future  husband 
with  the  benefit  of  her  wealth,  and  she  had . 
saved  a  father,  his  peace  of  mind,  his  character 
with  the  world ;  she  had  indeed  made  a  sacri- 
fice: but  if  Basil  Forde  Gonoolt  her  and  re- 
jected her,  why  then  he  was  unworthy  her, 
-till  slu-  could  not  cease  to  love  him,  and 
with  a  tear  she  closed  her  distresses  and  her 
contemplations,  for  while  the  (ears  WON  yet 
wet,  a  Meruit  Cbtend  the  room  with  a  note 
from  young  Squire  Freeling,  and  no  immediate 
answer  required ;  and  before  the  dour  w.is 
closed,  who  but  Basil  Forde  was  ushered  into 
her  presence,  even  while  she  held  the  letter  still 
in  her  hand. 

To  his  eager  inquiries  the  young  lady  afforded 
but  too  insufficient  answer*,  being  equally  con- 
fused by  his  epjHNMOD  Wld  bi«  solicitude,  cu- 
rious about  the  epistle  juat  delivered,  and  un- 
:1  whether  or  not  to  confide  to  him  her 
recent  interview  with  her  father;  but  the  lover 
seated  himself,  end  the  lady  by  degrees   re- 
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covered  her  composure.  And  we  believe  that 
it  was  the  distant  and  imperfect  outline  of  some 
rund  and  secluded  dwelling,  sketched  in  the 
perspective  of  time,  with  nil  its  appurtenance* 
nf  sweets  and  home-content,  ami  with  one  dear 
object  the  lord  and  master  of  it  all,  that  tauglil 
her  to  express  with  nil  her  Simplicity,  the  great 
alteration  that  a  few  day.  bad  made  01 
condition,  and  to  entrust,  with  tin-  true  since- 
rity of  affection,  her  situation  and  >l*ns 
to  him  whose  first  vows  she  had  listened  to, 
encouraged,  and  accepted.  It  may  well  he 
supposed  that  her  own  enndtu  t  in  (lie  aiTuir 
was  left  greatly  unexplained,  and  that  in  u 
cent  artifice  she  conceal  the 
transact!,  m;  i  she  managed  to  (i  ntoc 
necessary  facts,  to  conceal  others  not  so  re- 
quisite to  he  dwelt  upon,  to  hint  that  certain 
obstacles  and  eontangeocfea  had  deprived  her 
of  her  misnomer  of  an  In  in  -s.  and  indeed, con- 
I  rived  to  reveal  the  real  state  of  things  as  thcr 
at  present  existed.  All  this  was,  nevertheless: 
conducted  with  such  embarrassment  and  be- 
wilderment of  facts,  as  shewed  too  plainly  that, 
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until  now,  the  fabulous  KM  unknown  to  her, 
nor  was  she  conversant  with  the  method  or 
spirit  by  which  a  false  history  may  be  made 
very  much  to  resemble  n  true  one.  She  recited 
it  with  some  degree  of  hesitation  and  doubt  as 
to  its  reception,  she  closed  it  with  a  blushing 
indie,  and  accidentally  turned  uppermost  the 
address  of  the  letter  slur  had  just  received  from 
Hi  trace  Freeling. 

Until  this  moment  Basil  had  listened,  not 
alone  in  admiration  but  in  delimited  affection, 
and  guessing  from  whence  originated  her  loss 
of  fortune,  he  was  struck  with  renewed  eon- 
viction  of  her  excellence,  and  with  fresh  admi- 
ration of  the  virtue  and  the  kindness  that 
adorned  her.  The  sight  of  Frccling's  hand- 
Wlitng  fixed  his  senses  to  that  one  point,  and 
while  he  delayed  his  answer,  Miss  Maravcl, 
who  now  began  to  think  herself  wrong  in  ex- 
posing the  paper,  withdrew  it  entirely  from  his 
view.  The  impression  on  our  hero  passed 
away  with  it,  as  quickly  as  it  had  come ; 
and  once  more  devoted  to  her  idea,  he  ex- 
pressed yet  once  again  his  sincerity,  and  with- 
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■  better  friends  tluin  ever.  It  was  after 
much  kindness  on  the  part  of  both,  that  Miss 
Maravel  again  spoke. 

"  So,  Basil,"  said  she,  with  a  smile,  "  we 
have  hflppfl]!  come  to  our  present  state;  for 
what  you  say  to  me  of  the  future,  MUM  DMN 
true  or  wise  than  By  thing  that  has  been  told 
me  this  long  while ;  and  now,  whatever  your 
fortune  be,  it  cannot  be  one  that  can  darken 
mine,  but  rather  brighten  it,  therefore  take 
carr  and  use  your  new  honour  kindly." 

"  It  is  with  so  much  difficulty  one  tears 
oneself  away,"  said  he,  "  or  long  ere  this  my 
fate  might  have  been  known  to  me.  1  almost 
wish  the  army  were  my  destiny  ;  there  would 
be  some  relief  for  all  those  thronging  though 
vain  ambitions ;  it  would  be  some  release  from 
one's  own  thoughts— the  memory  of  what  one 
might  have  been.  The  war  and  all  is  fa- 
vourable, and  glory,  at  least,  may  be  at- 
tained." 

"  The  war  \ "  cried  Constance ;  "  dear  Basil, 
your  absence — the  danger — ami  An  is  no- 
thing to  be  gained ; "  *nd  she  stopt  in  one  of 


mad  Constance,  in 
I  dm  had  told  too  nidi; 
■r  to  lore  roof  and  she 
•a*  the  nodlcr 


Jessy  »«U«.W 
nrrihng  yosmg  Freeha* 
IB-,  nd  cnaxgiag  ber  sister 
of    his    secret    intrusion 
■dnnj  srith  a  hint  of  hrr 
■aW  RflMS^MM  DMCtBHfc 
in  extenuatior 
of  her  thoughts;  our 
i  wm  sec  to  he  roused  into  apprehension ; 
laughed  off  her  inward 
I  herself  br  flirting  with  her 
grace  and  airiness,  and   romping  witli 
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Frecling's  spaniel.  At  the  first  Absence  of 
Constance,  she  could  nut  herself  have  told 
why,  she  pointed  out  the  animal  as  a  present 
and  favourite  of  her  sister's,  given  to  her  by 
the  young  heir.  After  the  perusal  of  the 
letter,  Constance,  with  the  traces  of  tears  on 
her  cheeks,  returned  into  the  room,  and 
oppressed  with  bitter  feelings,  she  became 
silent;  while  Jessy  flirted,  and  was  well  re- 
ceived by  Basil,  whom  these  little  incidents, 
though  with  unseen  and  with  unacknowledged 
influence,  led  into  strange  amazement  and 
mistrust;  and  Jessy  had  also  other  and  very 
fit  amusement. 

Of  late,  the  gossip  of  the  village  had  been 
devoted  to  this  arch  coquette  and  to  no  less  a 
personage  than  Ralph  Rangelcy  himself.  The 
fact  of  many  open  interviews,  and  several  ca- 
sual meetings  between  these  two  extraordinary 
persons,  had  unfortunately  transpired ;  and 
those  whose  envy  was  at  work  against  the 
honest  Lucy  Myke,  were,  no  doubt,  gratified 
by  this  manifest  dereliction  of  her  lover,  and 
hia  evident  abandonment  of  her  claim,  for  Hurt 
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ui  the  beautiful  rrraJ  whom  lie  had  now  *- 


X iiw,  this  was  doubtless  the  apparent 

|  of  the  cue  to  those  who  would  jump  st 

without  strict  examination  of  tb* 

whereon  they  were  founded :  hut  1« 

If  ■  mm  ensr  not  see  his  mistress,  he  on 
and  always  has  the  power  to  talk  of  Iter ;  that 
is,  if  any  wul  listen  to  him.  The  indtfat%aU( 
Ralph  bad  been  as  sedulous  as  the  roost  in- 

on  earth,  in  haunting  and  tr 
Nun's  Pnarj,  ever  since  the  discovery  ot  te- 

against  Lucy,  as  overheard 
turn  in  the  ruined  tower;  and  as  that 

was,  or  pretended  to  be,  still  at  wir 

with  her  anxious   suitor,    it    was   more   thio 

incumbent  on  him,  as  he  surmised,  to 

notary  and  propitiate  the  anger  and  distrust 

of  her  whom  he  was  now  indubitably  resolved 

make,  in  spite  of  the  world,  Mrs 

r.  Bat  fruitless  were  his  exertions 

fryrmr*  always  to  meet  Jessy  Mara1 

never    the  humble  maiden;    and  Jessy 

could  flirt  and  coquet,  and  her  ranity  plumed 


£ 
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itself  with  this  new  conquest,  and  so  Rangeley 
was  fain  to  be  contented  to  pay  attentions, 
only  just  to  hear  that  Lucy  was  still  living 
and  well;  so  lovers  pay  dearly  for  delight. 
However,  Rangeley  was  determined  to  be 
moving,  not  to  be  idle,  and  therefore,  without 
any  clear  reason  to  bo  given,  he  requested  a 
few  words  with  Jessy  Maravcl. 

Jessy  was,  accordingly,  all  charming  con- 
fusion and  embarrassed  delicacy,  dissembling 
a  lovely  trepidation,  or  feigning  a  beautiful 
timidity,  doubtful  of  the  intention,  the  pur- 
pose of  Rangeley  in  requesting  this  singular 
favour;  she  languished  in  hopeless  repining 
of  the  power  of  her  own  fascinations,  in  sweet 
distress  of  the  infliction  of  l>eauty,  so  wan- 
tonly showered  upon  one  living  being,  to  the 
endless  misery  of  thousands  of  her  hapless 
fellow-creatures;  she  hinted  the  torture  ine- 
vitable to  her  whose  sensibility  was  constantly 
excited  by  this  open  admiration  of  her  charms ; 
and  she  acted  over  and  over  again  the  be- 
witching melancholy  of  one  roused  unavailingly 
into  mirth,  but,  nevertheless,  almost  inces- 
O  2 
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itions — these  hopeless  attempts— it  gives  me 
inexpressible  pain — you  know — may  guess  my 
feeling* ! "  and  another  sensitive  heave  of  the 
bosom  ensued,  and  she  could  say  no  more. 
"  You  arc  a  kind-hearted  girl,"  said  Kange- 
with  earnest  good-will,  "  and  1  always 
thought  you  so.  But  what  is  to  be  done? 
You  know  me—  a  strange  dog — eah !  Well,  tin- 
other  evening  in  the  ruined  tower;  you  may 
guess  the  attraction — however,  delaying  there 
I  made  a  sort  of  discovery."  Jessy's  com- 
plexion varied  slightly,  but  she  sighed  again, 
and  was  again  as  collected  as  ever. 

■  I  must  ever  blame  myself,"  answered  she, 
with  great  softness,  "and  you  know  I  do- 
that  after  all  your  persevering  kindness,  I  am 
unable  to  consult  your  happiness  in  the  way 
that  you  most  wish.  We  have  been  old 
friends,  and  of  course  I  feel  it.'' 

"  Your    goodness    can    never   exceed    the 

M   I  hfcve  funned  of  it,"  cried  Rangeley, 

mii i ling  at  the  well-turned   politeness  of   his 

words,  "  but  this  discovery  is  at  present  my 

only  thought ;  a  scheme  so  full  of  infamy  and 


met  fkxjcax 

-    scarcely  at- 


Bat  what  were  too  there  for?"  atbd 
In*  archly;  *  ah,  ah,  Mr.  Rangriey ! »  nd 
the  obbc  of  her  laugh  was  wondrous  toft: 
44  to  yon  can't  forpet  Tour  old  partiality  !  Still 
uritbful  to  the  first  Iotc — veil'  1  hare  aoi 
deterred  this  of  you — it  is  painful  yet  pleat- 
ing to  me — bat,  betgbo! — happy  shall  I  be  to 
see  you  married." 

RaageJey  gave  a  general  meaning  to  the 
words,  for,  in  troth,  being  rather  inuciWe 
by  nature,  be  was  little  pleased  by  sny  ridi- 
cule of  his  love  affair,  and  so  he  southed  him- 
self with  an  inward  groan  of  impatience,  snd 
cooDy  bent  in  silent  reply  to  her;  but  pre- 
sently the  volley  of  his  discourse  broke  forth. 

"  Monstrous  \  Upon  my  word,  abotni- 
minable  \  They  spoke  of  an  innocent  girl, 
Lucy  Myke,  at  present  beneath  your  roof— 
of  a  vile  attempt  to  trepan  her — to  lure  her 
to  the  ruin,  for  purposes  of  their  own— to 
mention  my  name  as  an  inducement  to  her — 
and,  upon  my  word !   it  will  be  the  greatest 
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favour  in  life — eternal  obligation— endless  gra- 
titude— if — if  you  would  deter — nay,  rend 
impossible— that  she  should  place  herself  in 
such    n  infernal — I    beg  pardon — a  hazardous 
situation."     At    this     point    the    little    man 
gasped  for  breath  and  relief  from  the  ardour 
of  his  feelings;  while  his  face,  like  ainagte  lan- 
tern, exhibited  the  flitting  to  and  fro  of  all  the 
characters  of   passion   stirring   within   him — 
from  giant  rage  to  dwarf  irritability,  from  dark 
misery  to    delighted  hope,    all  were  equally 
ludicrous,    as   they  were   beheld    there;   and 
Jessy  laughed   lightly   at   his   grievances,   for 
she  herself  win  relieved  from  the  idea  that  the 
secret  of  Pierce  Falcon's  retreat  was  at  last 
discovered. 

"  And  pray,  sir,  may  I  ask,"  inquired  she, 
with  well  dissembled  playfulness,  "  whether 
you  might  not  be  tranced  in  some  love-me- 
mory ?  Asleep,  perchance — or  dreaming.  Y<  m 
don't  like  to  own  the  ridiculous  fact— but  whis- 
per the  truth  to  me?  You  cannot  say,  imv.-. 
that   I  was  quite  forgotten  at   the  instant — 
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and  just  now,  at  the  happy  instant,  m  the 
perverse  Jessy  thought,  the  rustic  Lucy  entered 
the  aparUncnt. 

The  attitude  of  Jessy  Maravel,  no  leas  thau 
her  soft  glances,  while  conversing  with  the 
hitherto  faithful  Rangeley,  entirely  bewildered 
the  humble  maiden,  and  Iter  colour  changed 
with  her  variable  emotions,  as  she  approached 
him.  In  vain  he  looked  "  unutterable  things," 
coughed  or  feigned  strangulation,  or  sighed,  or 
groaned,  or  even  at  lost,  followed  her  to  open 
the  door  in  readiness  for  her  departure;  the 
girl's  heart  was  too  full  even  for  reproachful 
glances,  she  passed  him  with  a  "  Thank  ye,  M  r. 
Ralph,  you  are  very  civil;"  and  a  shower  <.i 
tears  broke  from  her  ere  she  was  fairly  from 
his  sight.  Jessy  saw  how  it  was,  and  congra- 
tulated herself  upon  the  influence  of  beauty 
and  the  power  of  grace. 

"Well,  Mr.  Rangeley,"  she  said,  at  lut, 
"  the  ruined  tower  shall  be  closed ;  no  admit- 
tance there— and  therefore  no  danger.  And 
now — I  am  mighty  full  of  pity,  my  good  sir, 
and  so,  if  we  now  and  then  meet  each  other,  I 
o  5 
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saay  pw  too  one  word  of— of  consolation. 
Tssi  kaow  my  meaning.    Ah!   poor  tnin- 
saaat  Bjnsartunatc  "*— and,  with  these  emgnin- 
■he  doted  the  interview,  ho 
I  a  smiling,  eoft,  commiwr- 
aspect,  and  she  bore  her  pretty 
the    scene.      The    diaconsokte 
I  upwards  in  quest  of  flic  stsr 
cm  his  unhappy  dritinr.  and 
I  was  exerviscd  day 
i  perplexing  and  tiiwartint  Ul  lm 
,  he  rowed  that  not  ill 
combined    in  enmity, 
i  kam  from  his  purpose.     He  lured 
.and  hare  her  he  would ;  for,  indeed. 
«f  was*  or  was  Est  unless  a  man   mold   haTC 
■as  sw  way  ia  it  1  So  once  more  his  restless 
a***,  nsaaaed  incessantly  near  the  Priory,  and 
la*.  f*m  coat  and  yellow  inexpressibles  were 
•  in  erery  meadov 
,  and  all  in  rain;  yet  would 
and  perserere,  according  to  the 
on  the  seal  which  sealed  his 
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Tins  fiital  obstinacy  was  of  much  mom 
and  provocative  of  much  Annoyance  to  Jes>y 
Maravtl.  Besides  tlie  man  was  decidedly 
enamoured  of  herself,  in  desperate  torment 
from  the  thought  of  her,  and  in  pity,  she  must 
■  n  tO  liis  importunity,  she  could  not  turn 
from  his  solicitations,  neither  could  .she  bopa 
escape  from  her  numerous  admirers,— for  slu- 
ms surrounded  at  all  points,  hemmed  in  by 
resistless  advances,  with  no  possibility  or  i»j»- 
portunity  of  flight,  nor  might  she  fly  from  such 
unrelenting  pursuit,  and  therefore,  she  must 
submit  to  the  cruelty  of  fate.  So  she  b 
constant  watch,  in  fear  of  further  publicity 
being  given  to  her  concealment  of  Fi<  r  , 
Falcon  in  the  ruined  tower,  and  indeed  in  the 
amusement  of  her  self-love  by  these  imaginary 
conquests,  she  was  never  known  to  be  idle,  nor 
was  she  ever  sensible  of  fatigue. 

Thus  she  met,  played,  coquetted,  and  walked 
with  Ralph  Rangeley  as  report  said,  and  was, 

»if  the  truth  were  known,  not  only  indifferent 
to,  but  gratiticd  by,  any  rumour  that  served  to 
shew  the  force  of  her  attractions,  or  to  prove 
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Oh !  let  the  ungentle  ■pint  learn  from  hence, 
A  mull  anUndneH  1>  a  great  offence. 
large  boaatiea  to  beatow  we  wiah  in  Tain  j 
Bnt  all  may  ahnn  the  guilt  of  giring  pain. 

Mna.  HimtAH  Mobs. 

The  darkness  of  night  had  long  since  sha- 
dowed the  hamlet,  and  adjacent  hills  and 
lawns ;  the  most  woe-begone  among  the  poor 
had  forgotten  his  sorrows  in  the  quiet  oblivion 
of  sleep,  or  laid  him  down  in  peace,  lulled  by 
the  pleasing  fancies  of  dreams  till  he  believed 
himself  again  happy ;  there  was  no  sound  stir- 
ring that  night  to  break  the  silence  around,  but 
here  and  there  in  the  village  the  twinkling  of 
some  solitary  light  indicated  the  residence  of 
man ;  perhaps  the  sickly  bed  of  the  wretched, 
or  the  abode  of  weary  occupation:  but  beyond 
this  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen.  Apart  and 
in  the  distance,  the  deep  mass  of  forest  and  of 
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I  lay  black  and  heavy  in  the  moonlight, 
there  the  winds  moaned  and  sighed 
[trough  the  branches,  for  the  summer  wu 
|Mt  passing,  and  as  the  leave*  fell  withered  t» 
the  ground,  their  requiem  was  heard  upon  the 
breetc.  But  all  were  not  here  at  rest,  lor  it 
Nun's  Priory  there  are  those  still  waking, 
whose  actions  it  bdlUIW  us  to  recount. 

A  lamp  at  this  hour  was  burning  in  tin 
chamber  of  Mlaa  Mnmlj  where  Jessy 
seated  at  the  dressing-table,  her  preltinen 
overclouded  by  chagrin  and  discontent,  as  ap- 
peared by  her  pouting  lips  and  listless  but  ele- 
gant attitude  of  sleepy  vexation, 
there,  in  a  sort  of  graceful  disorder  of  app 
or  voluptuous  disarrangement  of  charms,  woe 
nature  in  her  loveliness  was  displayed,  and 
in  its  splendour  half  thrown  aside,  yet 
contributed  to  give  or  lend  something  to 
another.  To  Jess\.  \tm  humours  were  even 
luxury  of  vanity,  and  the  occasion  of  n] 
biting  her  attractions  in  a  new  character;  thu 
she  was  never  unpleosing,  but  always  agreeable; 
and  here,  the  exquisite  proportion  of  her 


son,  the  rich  exuberance  of  youth  and  health, 
the  spirit  of  captivation  and  of  playfulness,  the 
union  of  smiles  with  anger,  were  so  enchanting 
that  they  betrayed  into  unwilling  admiration ; 
and  her  sister  looked  upon  her,  and  believed 
her  good  as  -she  was  fascinating. 

In  the  shade  of  the  apartment,  crouched 
upon  a  low  settee,  was  the  amiable  poi 
The  simplicity  of  her  nature  not  alone  pourtray- 
ed  itself  to  the  world,  but  spoke  through  all  she 
did  ;  and  now,  her  artli-ss  position,  the  maiden- 
ly sweetness  of  her  air,  her  perfect  unconscious- 
ness and  resistli'  ".  ere  beautiful  as 
that  innocence  that  she  personified.  Her  hair, 
now  unconfincd,  flowed  in  redundant  waves 
around  her,  and  the  garments  that  shrouded 
her,  disclosed  rather  than  concealed  tin-  puri- 
ty that  far  outshone  them.  Had  her  beauty 
dwelt  upon  itself,  it  would  have  been  abashed 
by  its  own  image;  she  was  now,  however,  lock- 
ed in  deep  thought,  while  with  one  hand  bu- 
ried in  her  bosom  she  clasped  the  precious 
picture  of  Basil  Forde — the  treasure  that  ever 
lay  nearest  to  her  heart. 
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W  not  offended,"  said  she  at  length, 
of  sad  composure,  "  when  tou  are 
yon  most  no  more  deceive  me.    If 
Falcon,  straggle  with  yourstlf 
it,  and  do  not  sire  to  him  a  ma- 
ke can  ne-rer  estimate.     Tou  think 
the  present  time  be  gone, 
jo*,  hare  proved  the  truth  of  my  m- 
yan  aaaj  then  repent,  but  too  late  and 
onr  want  of  thought.     Tou  are  young 
do   not  know,  indeed 
Iks  world  win  think  and  sar." 
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propriety ;  to  degrade  yourself  with  such  com- 
panionship, and  let  mc  speak  it  strongly,  to 
ive  your  modesty  a  prey  to  the  world,  your 
name  the  theme  of  public  remark,  and  your 
virtue  called  in  question  by  every  common 
person.  I  am  sure,  my  dear  girl  has  never 
thought  upon  it,  nor  once  considered  the 
horror  and  disgrace  there  is  in  it,  or  it  would 
kill  you  if  once  you  could  sec  it.  Think,  Jessy 
—think!" 

"  Ha !  h* ! "  laughed  the  girl  in  vexatious 
scorn.  "It  is  the  base  thought  that  makes 
harm  out  of  nothing;  and  really,  Constance,  you 
are  most  shameful,  ami  my  patience  is  exhaust- 
eel.  SupjKising  now,  for  you  can  sometimes 
be  romantic, "that  you  had  once  loved  a  man, 
and  he  were  in  distress — dependent  on  your 
bounty  and  charity,  to  protect  him  and  save 
him  from  ruin ;  could  you  refuse  it,  even 
though  changed  towards  him?  Even  though 
you  hated  him,  could  you  refuse  it  •  You 
are  not  a  woman  if  you  could." 

"  Those  who  love  what  is  excellent  can  never 
change  in  their  love,"'  said  Miss  Maravel.     "  It 
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is  a  thing  not  to  be  imagined.  And  is  it  pos- 
sible that  you  hare  ventured  thus  much  for  a 
man  to  whom  you  are  indifferent,  or  whom  you 
detest  ?     W I  are  not  to  l>e  understood, 

for  this  is  more  shameful,  or  rather  more  im- 
prudent— fur  there  is  no  excuse  ;    and  there 
were  many  ways  of  serving  him  without  hi 
eating  yourself— dear,  what  do  you  mean  "•  " 

"  Mean,  indeed '."  cried  Jessy,  "  1  scarcely 
know  myself.  In  sorrow  and  difficulty,  trou- 
bled, embarrassed,  confined,  and  tormented ! 
Never  any  girl  had  a  father  so  unfit  to  consult, 
or  a  sister  so  worldly  and  unfriendly  and  un- 
generous. Here  are  two  people  attached  to 
me,  without  the  power  of  accepting  one,  or 
denying  my  si  If  tQ  the  other;  involved  in  dis- 
tress and  my  hopes  dMtiqyedj  encumbered 
witli  Company  that  is  my  abhorrence;  compelled 
to  be  without  affections  or  preferences;  there 
never  was  surely  so  wretched  a  creature  as 
myself!" 

This  was  ended  with  a  long-drawn  sigh,  and 
accompanied  by  ■  look  of  pretty  and  well-dis- 
sembled despair,  and  as  if  to  complete  the  dis- 


tress,  she  lay  and  unbound  her  golden  and 
dishevelled  tresses,  as  though  willing  to  become 
the  impersonation  of  that  which  she  attempted 
to  resemble.  Constance  regarded  her  with  an 
expression  between  a  smile  and  a  tear,  and 
shaking  her   head  at   her   sister's  Meiu  >ti  •  i. 

k silently  pondered  upon  her  father's  condition 
and  Jessy's  probable  fate ;    at  length,   in  the 
midst  of  her  train  of  thought,  her  person  sud 
denly  lighted  up  with  the  prevalence  of  some 
new  idea. 

»*;  If  you  wish  that  Pierce  Falcon  should  de- 
part," she  resumed,  somewhat  eagerly,  "and 
if  you  have  altered  your  opinion,  say  so  with 
freedom  and  with  safety ;  for  Horace  Freeling 
will  then  see  him  safe  from  England,  and  you 
will  be  restored  to  us,  and  in  peaceful  retire- 
ment once  more.  Yes,  then,  Jessy,  all  this 
wrong  and  foolish  conduct  will  be  forgotten,  no 
one  but  ourselves  will  know  it,  and  with  none 
to  calumniate  you,  you  will  be  free  from  remark. 
Vex,  let  this  be  done,  and  you  will  rejoice  in 
your  recovered  peace." 

"  It  is  more  full  of  shame,"  said  Jessy,  in  u 
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word,  Constance.  You  can  secretly  encourage 
Horace  Freeling  at  any  hour  of  the  morning, 
and  sport  with  two  or  three  men  at  once,  and 
Ik-  very  loving  with  one  ?  and  then  kissing  with 
Basil  Forde,  who  docs  not  care  for  you,  after 
all.  Upon  my  word,  it  enrages  me  to  sec  your 
affectation  of  reserve." 

"  Kissing,  tad  M r.  Forde !  "  cried  Constance, 
in  one  of  her  Mushing  confusions,  ''you  speak 
of  that  you  do  not  know.  Are  you  mad,  Jessy, 
or  cruel,  or  how  is  this  ?  Innocence  may  be 
permitted  its  preference:  hut  let  us  ulk  no 
more ! "  and  she  pressed  the  hidden  picture 
once  again  to  her  heart. 

"  I  saw  you  with  him  the  day  of  the  tcmpcBt, 
and  embracing  very  lovingly,"  muttered  Jessy, 
with  a  triumphant  smile;  "but  take  care,  Con- 
stance, you  speak  of  imprudence,  but  people 
talk  of  other  things  besides  that — he,  and  every 

ne— of  an  undisguised  and  encrouching  pas- 
sion, the  advances  on  your  side;  and  Forde,  and 

there  as  well,  oidy  laugh  at  your  simplicity, 
and,  what  is  called,  your  susceptibility ! " 

'  Laugh  at  me,  Basil  Forde !  "  guaped  Con- 


-    —  -    tc   sac    n 


•    naa 


V—, 

2«.    "a. 

-». 

-***^^=    *   353* 

jv^m 

m  su  T-n 

*  >  -». 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


311 


he  lov 

is  nut! 

totM, 

Fal 


It  was  perhaps  the  lively  impression  that  she 
retained  of  his  avowal  to  herself,  that  gave  her 
confidence  to  say  thus  far. 

••  1  know  the  subject  on  which  I  speak,"  re- 
turned Jessy,  in  careless  self-possession,  "  and 
he  loves  me,  and  has  often  told  me  so.  There 
ting  marvellous  in  it ;  and  tins  is  my  dis- 
in  fact — how  to  break  off  from  Pierce 
Falcon.     I  think  1  ought  to  know  that  which 

i  has  told  me." 

"  He  has  said  that  he  loves  you,"  sighed 
forth  the  other,  her  various  reverses  of  feeling 
changing  her  from  hot  to  cold,  and  from 
red  to  pale,  as  she  spoke.  "If  this  be  true, 
Jessy,  say  so ;  but  if  not,  forswear  it  for  ever ! 
You  know  not  what  you  utter,  but  talk  care- 
lessly and  without  thought-  You  do  not  im- 
agine the  injury  that  you  do;  but  repeat  it — 
rej>eat  it,  Jessy,  if  it  be  true,  or  never  s]>eak 
upon  the  thought  again." 

•"'  What  necessity  for  repetition  ? "  asked  the 
blooming  girl,  placing  herself  in  a  posture  of 
more  luxurious  grace,  and  with  a  tone  of  art- 
lessncss  that  defied  all  doubt.     "  Many  others 


FIERCE  FALCON.  SIS 

affection  for  me.  Why,  Constance,  you  saw 
enough  the  other  morning,  though  very  silly  of 
him  before  a  third  person.  Yes,  yes,  he  prefers 
me/'  And  in  pretty  complacency  of  her  own 
person,  she  assumed  a  yet  more  graceful  posi- 
tion than  before. 

Constance  remained  in  bewildered  misery  of 
soul,  with  no  definite  idea  bnt  of  her  own 
wretchedness.     Outwardly,  she  exhibited  the 
coldness  and  paleness  and  inanity  of  death,  for 
the  conflict  of  mental  agony  is  strong  when 
the  mortal  energies  are  overthrown,  and  here 
in  wardly,  a  host  of  thick-coming  sorrows  were 
springing  into  life,  though   as   yet  they  were 
unknown  and  without  either  form  or  recogni- 
tion.    Too  truly,  all  the  best  affections  of  wo- 
man, and  the  pride  of  virtuous  modesty,  and 
all  its  tender  confidence,  were  now  subverted ; 
and  amidst  the  transitory  confusion  incident 
upon  it,  no  predominate  influence  was  to  be 
traced,  but  the  sense  of  desolation  alone  ex- 
isted within  her,  and  was  in  all   its  anguish 
made  known  to  her.     From  this  dreadful  state 
she,  at  length,  roused  herself,  urged  by  the 
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natural  anxiety  of  grief,  to  know  the  whole  ex- 
tent of  her  misfortunes,  and  so  to  grow  familiar 
with  them.  The  effort  by  which  she  shook  off 
the  stupor  of  her  mind,  awakened  her,  at  once, 
to  the  necessity  of  entire  satisfaction,  before 
she  yielded  belief  even  to  that  which  she  had 
aow  heard.  The  breathing  melody  of  her  voice 
was  now.  however,  almost  broken  into  the  dis- 
cord of  tears,  but,  with  a  gentle  resignation, 
she  smothered  it  and  recovered  an  attempted 
cuasposurc. 

-  If   then    Pierce    Falcon    be    no    longer 
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"  It  is  not  necessary  to  reject  Falcon,"  an- 
swered the  singular  girl,  with  capricious  indif- 
ference, "until  the  other  he  accepted;  and, 
indeed,  do  not  trouble  yourself,  I  cannot  be 
tormented,  but  must  have  time  for  thought. 
As  for  my  visits  to  the  ruined  tower,  they  have 
nothing  to  do  with  Basil  Forde,  nor  shall  he 
interfere  with  them.  What  can  it  be  to  him  ! 
And  let  them  wait  my  pleasure.  They  may  be 
happy  that  I  take  notice  of  them  at  all;  my  will 
is  my  own,  my  way  my  own,  and  I  will  have 
it : "  and  so  in  childish  contrariety,  she  fretted 
and  pouted  herself  into  some  other  grace  that 
was  deemed  as  becoming  as  the  last. 

"  Good  Heaven !  do  you  know  what  you 
say  ? "  exclaimed  Miss  Maravel,  with  earnest 
pathos.  "  Can  you  injure  the  man  that  loves 
you,  trample  on  his  reputation,  and  while  you 
are  the  remark,  make  him  the  scorn  of  all  who 
know  you  ?  The  woman  who  is  the  talk  of  the 
world  is  no  fit  wife  for  honour.  What  would 
he,  Basil  Forde,  say,  could  he  imagine  or  know 
your  folly  ?  Would  he  not  blush  for  you  and 
for  himself  ?     Then  spare  him  all  the  shame 
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a  playful  air  of  love.  "  Is  he  not  a  handsome 
fellow,  all  intellect  and  superiority  I  Hut  only 
see  the  pretty  gifts  that  arc  mine,  and  suffi- 
cient proofs  too  of  an  attachment,  you  will 
perceive,"  and  she  drew  her  work-box  towards 
her,  and  Constance  advanced  a  step  or  two 
from  her  scat. 

"  Hen  is  ii  delicate  sprig  of  jessamine  that 
he  gave  me  in  sport  upon  the  evening  of  the 
at  Fairlawn.  Well,  I  have  kept  it  e\<  i 
•!  Does  this  look  like  love?"  And  she  held 
the  jessamine  spray  that  Constance  had 
given  to  Basil  on  that  memorahle  night.  Tl  . 
trifle  had  been  thrown  hy  Jessy  into  this  box, 
and  was  now  brought  forth  to  abet  the  mis 
■  lii.vous  designs  of  her  vanity.  She  still  shook 
the  little  emblem  half  triumphantly  before  her 
sister ;  but  Constance,  at  the  first  glance  of  it, 
as  though  at  the  sight  of  a  reptile,  had  shrunk 
away  and  sunk  mechanically  upon  her  scat, 
where  now,  as  struck  with  sudden  despair,  the 
reclined.  Her  position  was  too  distant  for 
Jessy's  minute  observation,  who  was  now  only 
intent  on  proving  the  truth  of  her  assertions. 
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*  He  gave  it  you  on  the  night  of  the  fete,'' 
said  Constance,  her  pale  face  drooping  down- 
wards and  buried  in  her  bosom,  while  the  folds 
of  her  dress  and  the  wavy  ringlets  of  her  hair,  in 
put  concealed  her  distress.  "  On  the  night  of 
the  fete '.  It  was  land  of  him,  and  generous; 
res.  Terr  kind,  and— and  it  is  right  to  keep  it9' 

~  And  here  is  another  trophy,"  cried  Jessy, 
-  small  remembrances  are  valuable  from  those 
we  esteem,  and  this — a  lock  of  his  dear  hair— is 
more  sweet  and  precious  than  all.  It  was  given 
me  at  a  most  happy  moment.     There,  look  at 
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0 I  'that  extreme  anguish  that  might  no  longer 
lie  hidden,  a  slight  laugh  broke  from  her,  but 
so  exquisite  in  its  miser)-,  it  might  have  taught 
sorrow  to  those  who  had  never  known  the 
word.  But  the  reckless  Jessy  understood 
nothing  of  it,  and  doing  so,  it  would  have 
passed  without  comment. 

"  A  s]ir;iy  of  jessamine  and  a  luck  of  hair," 
murmured  Constance,  is  deep  regret,  "these 
are  the  follies  of  a  true  affection,  the  indications 
of  it.  The  first  was  given  in  tender  kindness, 
yes,  yes,  it  was  so  given  ;  the  last-  I  ten 

loves  you,  or  he  had  never  thought  of  that, 
which  loving,  must  lie  precious  to  you.  Yes, 
he  is  yours ! "  .she  ceased,  for  through  the  dizzy 
twilight  tliat  was  around  her,  the  sensation  of 
obscurity  under  which  she  suffered,  there 
gleamed  forth  a  thorough  conviction  of  Basil's 
falsehood  and  cruelty  and  scorn ;  and  slowly 
-.ho  withdrew  bat  Midit,  and  nt  ookfl  in  the 
marble  tranquillity  of  uttermost  despair. 

"And  here  again,  Constance,"  said  Jessy,  in 
the  same  fri vi ih his  tone,  OS  she  held  forth  the 
ivory  tablets  ;  "  here  is  another  delightful  gift. 


Was*  could  one  desire  more  ?  Proof 
C— ranrr,  and  what  with  luring  looks  and 
mwdi  and  gestures,  this  is  some  aatisfactioa ; 
sud  be  is  so  handsome  and  de ver,  and 
lave  so  sweetly,  Constance.''  Thus  weni 
•at  unci  ber  roke  died  away  in  a  Id 
pleased  rerenr,  when  words  become  incloquent 
asai  gree  the  better  place  to  thought  The 
tablets  saw  still  languished  orer,  her  whole  per- 
■  of  u  almost  infantine  artless- 
tbe  power  of  skill,  Bi 
an  of  vanity ;  sod  she  was  more  beautiful  thin 
ever,  hctaaiae  sbe  most  resemhled  the  truest  ami 
tW  gentlest  of  her  sex. 

Bat  there  sac  Constance,  a  chill  upon  brr 
beact  sod  on  her  body,  for  certainty  and  tirm 
bad  fallen  upon  her,  from  this  last 
of  treachery  and  deceit.  Yet  strange, 
tbat  no  reproaches  or  angry  words  came  from 
bar.  The  being  of  all  her  idolatry  was  men- 
tafiy  before  her,  changed  and  false  and  unwor- 
thy, but  with  virgin  sweetness  she  let  fall  a  mo- 
dest red  opon  her  own  sorrows,  and  though  in 
;  sbe  was  still  content  to  worship  him. 
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It  would  bo  strangely  horrible  to  trace  all  that 
passed  through  her  innocent  soul  in  this  one 
bitter  pang  that  she  had  known ;  but  no  com- 
plaint was  heard,  and  shrinking  into  herself, 
with  all  her  natirc  delien*  y  tad  timid  truth, 
she  abided  in  tender  patience  the  forthcoming 
trial  of  her  strength  and  fortitude. 

"  And  he,  Basil  Pordc,  gave  you,"  said  she, 
nt  last,  as  willing  to  force  conviction  on  her- 

Pr  gnvc  you  the  jessamine,  the  curl — 
.  did  you  say  sir — tin:  ivury  tablets?     Did 
e  do  it?     Oil  I  Jessy,  deny  it  if  you  can." 

"Tliis  folly  is  must  dreadfully  tedious,"  cried 
Jessy,  rising  delilunnvly;  "of  course  he  gave 
them  to  me,  I  have  said  it,  and  is  it  not  enough! 
What  would  you  more?  Really,  Constance, 
well  he  may  tavgjh  at  your  fastidious  sensitive- 
ness, for  sure  your  notions  am  beyond  all  rca 
son.  They  were  his  gift*]  what  would  you 
more?" 

"  Oh,  nothing,  nothing  more  !"  sighed  Con- 
stance in  a  broken  tone;  "it  is  enough,  dear 
Jessy,  quite  enough.  There,  good  night,  for  I 
am  sleepy." 
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Yet  Jessy  still  «!.  1  departure,  as  if  half 

inclined  to  ilcny  her  1  .  and  declare 

i.     But  the  memory  of  Pierce  Falcon  in- 
truded, and    all    her  on    his  account, 
il\  attributable  in  her  mind  to  the  base- 
ness of  those  around  her,  and  her  tirst  propi" 

dgn  was  annihilated;  il  was  a  little 

vexation  tor  Conataa  raeede- 

aaiiud  nothing  better  j  end  tti  iany 

i>f  Basil    Korde  and    his   attentions  were  a  de- 
sirable acquisition.  And  to  she  Buttered  • 
tlie   •na  -tant,  coquetisb,  and  wayward 

tnd  mischievous,  hut  beautiful  creature  as  em, 
A  long  DWM  now  intervened,  wherein  the 
tender  Constance  called  back  into  her  memory 
the  hours  that  he  had  spent  with  her,  the  word* 
that  he  had  spoken,  the  expressions  and  in<ii- 
cations  of  his  passion,  thi  V  and  holy  at- 

tentions, the  vows  so  often  imprinted  ujxm  her 
lips,  and  all  the  sweet,  et  cetera  "f  this  wann 
friendship;  m  the  whole  wMoneemoit 

revived  in  her  boson  oumfully  consi" 

dered  them,  end  dwell  in  anguish  anon  11 
and  essayed  to  renounce  and  throw  the 
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ever.     She  attempted  it,  and  at  every  effort 

•Itecame  more  weak,  and  grew  more  powerless  ; 
yet  at  the  elosc  of  tlic  struggle,  she  believed 
herself  to  be  both  composed  and  submissive  to 
her  destiny.  At  the  sound  of  her  sister  pre- 
paring to  leave  her  for  the  night,  she  roused 
herself,  and   thought   that   she  was  calm  aid 

■  tranquil. 
■  But  we  had  other  business  to  speak  of,"  said 
she;  "and  Jessy,  you  will  separate  from  Pierce 
Falcon  now,  it  is  expected  of  you.  Or  accept 
of  him,  or — or  the  other,  of— of  Mr.  Forde — " 
and  here  she  stopt  as  unable  to  proceed  further- 

■  "  You  shall  see  what  will  be  done  when  to- 
morrow comes,  or  when  it  pleases  me ;  so  good 
night !  "  said  Jessy,  half  in  earnest  and  half 
jest,  a*  she  tripped  from  the  apartment. 

Scarcely  had  she  gone,  when  the  wretched 
Constance,  who  saw,  as  she  thought,  her  lover 
doomed  to  future  misery,  renewed  her  medita- 
tions, or  rather  her  despair.  Well,  he  was  de- 
nied to  her,  he  must  be  resigned.  The  thought 
flashed  in  its  full  terror  upon  her,  and  with  it, 
a  low  and  pleading  cry  of  entreaty  broke  from 
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Oh,  what  a  thing  u  man, 
To  bandy  factions  of  diitranper'd  pauioni, 
Againit  the  Mered  Providence  abore  bim  I 

Thb  Loybb's  Melancholy. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Bcrachio.  What  I  Conrade. 

Watch.  Peace,  «tir  not. 

Borachio.  Conrade,  I  tay ! 

Conrade.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Shakipiam. 

On  this  very  night  a'  far  different  scene 
occupied  some  other  personages  involved  in 
the  adventures  of  this  history.  At  the  first 
hour  after  the  close  of  twilight,  the  gipsy, 
Mark  Myre,  quitted  the  shady  hollow  of  the 
Glen,  where  his  gang  had  taken  up  their,  tem- 
porary dwelling,  and  stealing  from  the  circle 
of  his  companions,  now  resting  until  morning 
in  the  precincts  of  their  tent,  or  around  the 
flame  of  the  midnight  fire,  he  wound  his  way 
unperceived,  and  at  a  stealthy  pace,  through 
the  least  frequented  track  of  the  forest,  bent 
on  some  secret  errand,  as  might  appear  by  the 
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fane,"   she  whispered    from    time  to  time; 
■  there  's  that  imp,  Master  Forde,  prowling  by 
the  Priory ;  and  look,  ye  limb  I  ye,  there  's  the 
old  'un  at  the  Grange  ;  he 's  moon-struck,  be- 
like, to  be  roaming  at  this  hour;  and,  d'ye 
',  by  there,  tliat  screaking  in  the  fem,  look 
ye  there,  it 's  Master   Rangeley  at  his  night 
songs.    The  star  looks  black,  I   knew  how  it 
'ud   be;     there   now,   run    Mark,    push    on, 
skulk  man,  scamper!     Down,  or  ye  're  seen !" 
With  such  contradictory  expressions  of  abet- 
ment or  discouragement,  the  old  hag  huddled 
forward,   her  fears    conjuring   up  before  her 
persons  who  were  at  that  time  far  distant,  or 
her  cunning  inducing  her  to  this  method  of 
erineing  the  interest  she  took  in  her  compa- 
ion's  safety  ;  she  was,  however,  only  answered 
the  muttered  curses,  smothered  laughter,  or 
tening  rebuff  of  the  worthy  adventurer 
ho  strode  on  in  front.     He,  meantime,  whose 
orance  held  strong  belief  in  the  powers  of 
his  art,  beguiled  himself  by  mumbling  over  the 
wild  jargon  of  his  trade ;  by  appealing  to  the 
ing  darkness  of  night,  with  deep,  oaths 
B  2 
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uptm  the  tarorable  omen  Bantu  recognised; 
and  by  repeating  again  and  again  bow  fortune 
Had  aided  him  before  now  in  the  likr  case.  It 
maunder   tiic   in  ideas  that  he 

stopt  suddenly  and  turned  to  the  woman  be- 
hind bim« 

.'  what  say  yc?"  said  he,  assuming  b- 
fiiN ti»i  1 1  the  mysterious  air  by  which  be 
deceived  the  villagers,  and  strctrl  the 

palm  of  his  band  in  stent  a  an'  what 

d"  ye  know '.     Is  there  truth  in  the  stars,  and 
in  the  crossed  lines  afore  ye  i    The  man 
l  is  born  to  bis  doom ;  but  we — is't  safe, 
;  yer  what  say  ye?" 
■  hat  do  1  say  - "  cried  the  gipsy  woman, 
vita  an  answering  snarl ;  "  why,  th.* 
are  oar  friends— don't  we  B*a  by  'um  :     That 
tary  that  are  fated,  let  'em  ha'  their  fare,  that 
rrery  'on  has  his  doom,   dead   doom  or  lire 
i ;  d'ye  see,  that  fortune  ia  fortune,  there's 
in  it  nor  ye  think.     And   so,  Mark,  ye 
na  be  afeared,  we  all  ha'  our  doom  and 
So,  with  her  eyes  like  two  waning 
fixed  upon  her  interrogator,  smiling  in 
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idiot  dotage  of  what  she  had  uttered,  the  old 
crone  paused,  leaning  upon  the  crooked  staff 
that  supported  her  failing  footsteps,  and 
thus  she  again  resumed.  "  I  ha*  told  for- 
tunes o'  the  fated,  o'  those  that  were  to 
die  and  be  buried  ;  how  their  ghosts  should 
haunt  their  enemies  on  earth.  I  ha'  told 
'em  the  minute  an'  hour  when  dentil  should 
come  to  'urn.  Miriam  Myre,  who  is  flitted, 
1  told  her  o'  him,  o'  Master  Falcon,  an' 
about  it.  I  ha'  traced  too,  belike,  many  a 
blithe  an'  brave  fortune;  an'  Mark,  your  own 
is  une  o'  'em  ;  an'  come  mi  wi'  ye!"  She  placed 
her  shrivelled  hands,  tleshless  as  the  talon  of 
a  bird,  upon  his  garments,  peered  into  his  face, 
and  ended  bet  wild  discourse-  But  Mark 
Myre,  on  whom  tile  name  of  Miriam  hail  its 
wonted  influence,  gave  no  answer;  but  was 
wrapt  in  sullen  memory  of  her,  and  possessed 
with  still  stronger  suspicions  of  her  real  fate, 
that  Falcon  had  wronged  her  and  deserted  in  i. 
and  an  inward  curse  of  bittfiineai  and  ven- 
geance closed  the  hateful  thought.  He  again 
turned  upon  his  heel,  and  continued  his  route 
in  moody  and  angry  silence. 
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The  darkest  shades  of  night  had  fallen,  when 
the  two  gipsies,  having  crossed  the  grounds 
and  park  of  Fairlawn  without  whisper  or  mo- 
tion that  might  betray  them,  crept  into  the 
shrubbery;  and  now  they  repeated  in  the  lowest 
speaking  accent  the  name  of  Falcon,  but  no 
answer  was  given,  though  they  listened  again 
and  many  times  to  catch  the  sound.  At  last, 
they  crouched  close  to  the  ground,  but  no 
footstep  was  heard  near,  and  they  threaded, 
with  cautious  secrecy  of  approach,  ever)-  a  I 
of  the  blooming  wilderness  wlicrcin  they  were 
involved,  but  nothing  was  seen  around.  The 
hour  was  as  yet  early,  the  moon  shining  in 
transcendant  radiance  above  the  dead  and 
starless  atmosphere  around  her,  was  the  on 
planet  that  gave  light  to  the  scene ;  and  amid 
the  deep  obscurity  beneath,  not  even  I  cfaul  or 
airy  vapour  KM  seen  to  float :  it  was  all  heavy 
darkness,  far  too  dense  for  even  a  shadow  to 
dwell  upon.  The  wind  sighed  fitfully,  and  | 
trens  swung  in  mournful  cadence  a  response  to 
it;  and  now  and  then  the  sound  of  the  breeze 
which  blew   strongly   near  to   the  earth,  and 
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E along,  in  wasting  eddy,  the  dried  and 
red  leave*  upon  iu  course,  was  beard  also 
to  intrude  its  monotonous  mule,  or  to  add 
another  accent  to  tbe  pasting  lament  with 
which  tbe  *w«tiMr  y'^rr**  mourns  tbe  de- 
parture of  summer-time.  Afar,  through  the 
twilight,  in  the  dim  perspective  of  deep  gloom, 
tbe  outline  of  the  mansion  of  Fairiawn  rose  up. 
Eke  tbe  faint  semblance  of  a  building  acen  in 
dreams ;  so  strangely  imperfect,  so  visibly  un- 
defined, was  it  reflected  in  the  distant  shadow 
tthe  surrounding  night.  Bat  there  no  mo- 
i  of  life  or  sign  of  habitation  was  beheld: 
the  space  of  the  apartments  and  the  an- 
tique form  of  the  windows,  deep-set  in  the 
massive  wall*,  would  hare  prevented  from 
being  seen  on  the  outside,  the  gleam  of  any 
passing  hght  within;  if,  indeed,  any  member 
of  the  family  were  still  moving  about,  or  the 
aged  domestics  who  attended  them  not  yet 
retired  to  rest.  The  hour  was,  however,  much 
too  early  to  suppose,  that  if  they  slept  no 
dangerous  and  wakeful  inmate  might  be  among 
Thus  Mark  My  re  and  tbe  gipsy  woman 
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were  fain  to  conceal  thWBldTW  as  they  I 
might,  and  to  await  the  coming  of  their  MOB* 
panion  ere  they  could  venture  forth.  They 
seated  themselves  in  the  shady  foliage  near 
them,  in  impatient  expectation  of  his  arrival, 
when  as  the  time  passed  away,  and  no  one 
appeared,  the  whispered  voice  of  Mark  M 
was  heard. 

"  I'm  thinking,"  said  the  ^ipsy,  "  that  an' 
he  clivat  us.  Master  Falcon,  an'  he  should  n't 
come,  he  shall  rue  the  day  may  he,  for  the  sake 
O*  one — ye  know  v.  ho — only  for  bet  last  dying 
Words,  I'd  ha'  had  at  him  afore  now ;  an'  if  he's 
playing  wi'  us  ! " 

"  Bide,  bide  yc  still,"  answered  the  woman, 
just  rousing  from  tin-  momentary  sleep  of  age 
into  which  she  had  sunk,  "  and  listen  to  tin 
voice  among  ye.  He  shan't  misguide  ye ;  an'  ye 
shall  do  as  the  stars  ha'  written  it,  yc  shall  do 
and  prosper;  this  is  the  (right,  to*  I  tell  it  ye!" 
With  these  words,  she  sunk  back  into  the  slum- 
ber from  which  she  had  been  awakened  by  the 
angry  mattering  of  her  associate.  Mark  list- 
ened, but  nothing  was  heard,  and  another  hour 
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passed  away,  when,  at  length,  some  one  conic 
by  them.  The  gipsy  rose  up  and  was  abtMl 
to  speak,  when  the  sound  of  the  footstep 
bctoki  he  thought,  tliiii   it  was  not  his 

friend  whom  he.  awaited ;  and  still  and  n 
Uss.  lie   glided    back    and   shrunk  dnwn 
into  his  hiding-place. 

"  The  most  erudite  of  writers,"  said  the 
tutor,  Huntley,  as  he  roamed-  by  them, 
speaking  aloud  in  the  deepness  of  his  medi- 
t.iti.ms;  "  the  most  admirable  of  poets,  the 
hard  even  v. Ii<>  is  the  f...-ourite  of  t'anu.  tin 
first  among  true  greatness,  he  doubtless,  had 
his  mistress,  the  divine  object  Of  I 
the  Beatrice,  the  bran,  the  Gcraldinc,  the 
Sacharisxa,  tin:  Stella,  the  subject  of  his  song, 
on  whom  he  has  shed  the  gentlest  powers  of 
verse;  and  indubitably,  undeniably,  incontro- 
vertibly,  they  must  have  !»rn  the  lame,  6tf 
possibly  very  touch  resembled,  or  probably 
were  quite  like,  the  intellectual  and  accom- 
plished Mary  Frecling;  this  must  have  been 
the  case.  Now  these  men,  they  GO 
have  loved ;  ergo,  they  courted  ;  were  learned 
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m  ,-iuuumred  graces,  intelligent  in  UMMM 
iiUMliltp  J  and  why  '">'  '»  »  scholar,  a  mere 
.i;ihl)lcr  in  true  greatness?  and  so  I  will  at- 
tempt1" and  with  a  decisive  bend,  a*  if  his 
hodt  were  snapt  at  once  in  twain,  the  prac- 
tised imitation  of  the  exact  bow  he  meant  u< 
indulge  in  on  the  opening  of  i  M&QD  of 

In*  faith  to  Uie  lady.  Huntley  moved  forward 
in  his  progress  to  Fairlawn. 

The  Mho  of  his  tread  was  scarce  lost  to  the 
MUMHHj  when  another  .sound,  more  familiar  to 
the  mind  of  Mark  Myrc,  roused  him  to  listen 
in  the  direction  from  whence  it  came.  The 
heavy  and  measured  pace  of  some  one  who 
neither  had  cause  or  emotion  of  fear,  but  I 
walked  in  ili<-  firm  confidence  of  one  wr 
right  it  was  to  be  where  he  was,  was  now  heard 
by  the  attentive  gipsy.  80  dwtinel  was  the 
repetition  of  his  footfall  in  the  distance,  that 
Mark  Myrc  was  on  the  look  out,  and  antici- 
| rating  a  greeting  long  before  the  slightest  shad<  i  a 
of  his  person  was  seen  breaking  the  deep  and 
misty  gloom  which  overhung  the  planted  and 
thick-grown  alley  of  the  shrubbery  through 
which  he  was  now  advancing. 
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"  Stir  up,"  said  he  to  the  woman,  "  an 
himself — he  walks  as  slow  as  the  Old  Man  belike, 
when  he's  sure  of  mischief— so  stir,  d'  ye  hear 
and  tell  him  the  stars  are  wi'  us,  d'ye  sec ' 
An'  Master  Falcon,  the  pleasant  night  t  ye,  the 
way  looks  clear,  we  shall  ha"  a  jolly  bout  out ; " 
began  the  gip*y,  emerging  slowly  from  the 
ambush  where  he  lay. 

•■  A  damn  on  you  and  your  nonsense!"  mut- 
tered Falcon,  starting  back  in  alarm,  "  is  this 
the  way  you  keep  covert  i  Your  infernal  jabber 
will  have  done  for  us  long  before  the  hour. 
Keep  close,  they  are  awake  at  the  Lawn,  and 
be  hanged  !  if  ye  were  still,  it  would  have  been 
otherwise:"  and  by  this  attack  having  quieted 
all  demur  or  complaint  against  the  lateness  of 
his  own  arrival,  he  began  to  seek  some  shelter 
near  them,  when  a  footstep  was  again  heard. 

"Belike,"  grumbled  Mark  Myre,  "ye  would 
ha'  chose  to  ha'  gone  furtber  and  fared  worse, 
an' other  men  walk,  d'ye  see,  an'  there's  one 
o'  em  hereabout,  Master  Falcon,  an'  it  please 
The  low  sneer  and  guttural  laugh  with 
which  he  accompanied  these  words  were  un- 


It  was  the  student  Huntley 
cogitating  an  affair  most  moi 
Over  and  over  again  the  tutoi 
self  whether  Mary  Freeling.  v 
or  he  dared  ask  the  tender  quei 
was  one  that  erudition  failed:  i 
blem  that  all  his  calculation 
the  category  of  his  thoughts 
argumentative  powers  weaa 
the  tutor  stood  still  to  pon 
once  more. 

"And  —  and  I  approach 
began,  speaking  aloud  as  if  to 
of  the  truth  of  his  positim 
and  he  bent  in  admiring  n 
take  her  hand — she — she  is»-: 
nity.   '  Madam,  I  begin,'  that 
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be  traced,  nor  cither  its  final  termination  ;  md 
why,  wherefore,  or  for  what  cause,  no  reason 
may  decide,  hut  true  it  is.  I  lore  you.'  .She 
seats  herself  with  majestic  self-possession,  and 
with  the  Otmning  of  her  wit,  commences  a 
refined  tli-s.  rt.it  i<m  upon  the  theory  of  first 
<;iu  i  ;  she  puses  me.  I  yiehl — resign  the 
debate:  but  no,  we  are  again  lost  in  the  mazes 
of  sophistry.  What  can  ba  done  1  Let  'a  see— 
we  argue  upon  primal  causes — ah,  I  hove  it ! 
•Miulain.'  1  lnuili  her  hand  with  a  kiMj  if  must 
subdue  her,  '  Madam,1  I  repeat,  -;,.ni  a:, 'the 
evidence  of  your  own  argument j  the  original 
cause  of  my  passion,  the  proof  of  it  is,  my  love 
for  you.'  She  hears,  consents.  I  dure  not 
venture  further — perhaps  press  her  fini;. 
and,  and  leave  her!'"  The  tutor  closed  tins 
scene  of  his  love-suit  with  another  profound 
salutation,  and  driven  by  some  internal  ecstasy, 
(or  perhaps  the  marriage  festival  deluded  his 
mental  vision,  however,  a  ne*  inspiration 
dawned  within  him,)  he  fairly  turned  round  and 
round  like  a  blind  horse  in  a  mill,  and  then 
roamed  towards  the  house,  falling  into  a  gro- 
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learned  abstraction,  had  too  often  addressed, 
both  with  loving  epithets  and  with  endearing 
discourse.  On  this  occasion,  the  lady,  no  lets 
than  her  portrait,  was  there ;  but  the  one, 
beautiful  in  its  likeness  to  her,  was  only  beheld 
by  Huntley — while  the  other,  who  was  seated 
in  the  distance,  won  totally  unseen.  The  tutor 
took  his  chair,  stationed  it  immediately  oppo- 
site the  picture,  and  with  some  deliberation 
seated  himself  thereon.  He  seems  to  have 
drawn  in  through  his  eyes,  in  this  one  survey, 
a  draught  of  intoxication,  which  sent  his  senses 
fairly  a  wool-gathering.  Awhile  he  worshipped 
in  silent  adoration,  and  now  in  learned  insi  n 
sibility  he  quoted  example  or  called  quaint 
aphorism  to  prove,  that  erudition  was  never 
wrong  but  always  right,  even  though  one  of 
its  disciples  should  be  for  once  in  love.  But 
this  exertion  of  intellect  was  at  last  too  much 
be  him.  he  sunk  into  a  quiescent  state,  from 
thence  into  reverie,  faun  tbanct  to  lethargy,  and 
out  of  this  dark  void,  the  train  of  his  ideas 
again  took  tire. 

"  You  arc,"  cried  he,  gazing  upwards  to  the 
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|K>rl  rait,  and  speaking  with  delectable  softness, 
"  upon  my  veracity  as  a  scholar,   you  arc  a 
charming  woman,  and  so  divine!    A  beautc 
creature!     Pure  a*  the  Greek  Iphigcnia,  fair 

as  the  Trojan  1 1> Jen,  wise  as  the pshn !  you 

arc  yourself,  and  there  is  no  wisdom  in  it,  if  1 
know   why  ;   but    I   .:  The  tutor 

rose,  looked  a  lingering  look,  and  ix-nt 
with  outspread  amis  and  fi  p  <»-.     NY 

would  DOl  b«  charged  with  bringing  far-fi 
similes,  but  this  awkward  inflection  of  the 
frame  mightily  resembled  n  goose  with  out- 
spread pinion  ready  lor  flight  ;  .vul  m  licwmild 
have  advanced  u|K>n  his  object,  until  in  the 
instant  act  of  ejecting  a  kiss,  a  laugh  oj  'ntinin- 
merriment  sounded  on  his  senses.  The  ab- 
stracted Huntley  turned  round  and  beheld, 
veritably,  Miss  I'reeling  hcrsclfs  His  first 
doubt  was  whether  he  were  aliw  OT  dead, 
asleep  or  awake,  and  now  involved  in  the 
nnwiesary  sdjuetinenlof  this  pointy  be  n 
standing  stock-still  where  he  was.  I  .  fOOng 
lady  suppressed  hst  mirth,  and  consulted  the 
book  that  she  had  been  peraang.     Her  very 
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glance  had  annihilated  sill  Huntley's  eloquence. 
Be  was  just  sensible  of  the  absurdity  of  his 
situation ;  but  far  too  confused  to  know  pre- 
cisely where  he  was.  ..r  what  untoward  circum- 
stance had  contributed  to  this,  his  utter  dis- 
comfiture; and  yet,  he  made  a  shrewd  guess 
that  he  was  not  precisely  himself,  that  he  was 
somewhat  distracted  out  of  his  ordinary  calm- 
ness, and  at  the  confirmation  of  this  fact,  his 
wandering  wits  were  put  to  an  entire  rout.  At 
length,  most  happily,  and  yet  by  slow  degrees, 
a  sudden  thought,  like  a  glancing  ray  of  li>;lit, 
seemed  to  pierce  the  misty  ktaoephere  of  his 

brain.  With  the  Identical  bow  so  dexterously 
managed  in  the  shrubherry,  he  advanced  to- 
wards her  and  took  her  hand.  Several  times 
he  essayed  to  speak,  and  each  time  was  speech- 
less, till  another  effort  was  made;  the  sound 
vat  monotonously  loud — however,  it  repeated 
with  sonorous  accuracy,  "  Madam,  I  love  you/' 
The  calm  dignity  that  was  anticipated,  at  this 
juncture,  betrayed  him:  for  Miss  Freeling, 
taken  by  surprise,  gazed  wildly  at  him,  half 
smiled   until   she  laughed,  then   in   some  con- 
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fusion,  sunk  back  upon  her  scat  without  prof- 
fering n  word  in  reply  to  this  singular  address. 
The  whole  system  of  Huntley's  courtship  was, 
at  once,  overthrown,  he  bJMlwd  in  awkward 
sympathy,  and  then  Iwcame  aware  tliat  lie  was 
solemnly  perusing  the.  pattern  interwm 
the  carpet  beneath  him,  and  therefore,  he  made 
another  attempt. 

'•  And  I  — I  push  my  advantage,"  began 
Huntley,  in  fresh  bewilderment  j  "  M  1  OOtt- 
tinue.  T\\ts  progress  of  human  feeling  it  is 
impossible  to  trace,  how,  why,  or  wherefore ; 
but  true,  madam,  1  love  you : "  and  here, 
again  he  halted,  breathless,  brainless,  aware  of 
nothing,  but  that  she  was  before  him,  he  rested 
in  straii  MM  of  thought-     Incapable-  of 

farther  words,  be  referred  to  hit  table  of  con- 
tents for  further  actions,  and  there  he  delayed 
a  moment ;  but  at  length,  he  touched  her  hand 
with  his  lips.  This  action,  however,  threw 
him  into  fresh  amazement,  for  the  young  lady 
blushed  deeply,  and  faltered  out,  "  You  do  me 
great  honour,  Mr.  Huntley.  I  am  happy  IB 
the  esteem  of  one  so  worthy  of  return." 
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The  words  broached  a  fresh  difficulty,  and 
Huntley  routed  the  innermost  recesses  of  his 
thought,  but  nothing  new  was  to  be  found 
there;  he  stammered  and  hesitated,  and  finally 
caught  up  at  random  the  words  of  his  discourse . 
"  You  arc  the  living  proof  of  your  own  argu- 
ment," said  he,  with  a  short  delay  between 
each  sentence,  "and  you,  madam,  you,  the 
cause  of  my  passion,  are  the  greatest  proof  of — 
of,  madam — its  honour  aud  it*  troth  :"  and  the 
student  became  mute  once  more. 

"  You  are  very  kind  to  be  so  lenient  in  your 
thoughts  of  me,"  said  the  lady,  "and  let  me 
hope  that  I  may  not  prove  ungrateful:"  and 
here  she  hesitated ;  but  the  tutor  pressed  the 
fingers  as  he  had  promised  to  do,  and  not 
knowing  what  was  to  come  next,  he  found  it 
more  difficult  than  ever  to  retire  from  the 
scene. 

"  I  hope  Mr.  Huntley  will  consider  me  as 
his  friend,"  added  she,  in  pity  of  his  singular 
distress ;  and  the  studious  man  ventured  a  look, 
such  as  ladies  love  the  best  of  all  looks,  a  kind 
of  go-between  of  admiration  and  affection,  and 
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the  heiress  was  in  her  turn  abashed,  anil  Hunt 

let  in  nan  desperate  phght   than  ever. 

lung  and  labour;  mod,  atari 

which  Miss  Vreettng  mowed  hitaelf,  while 

the  tutor  wo*  sinking  deepen  and  deeper  tot 

the  confusion  of  doubt:  so  she  came  ono 
to  his  relief. 

"  Mr.  Huntley  can  scarcely  imagine/1 
the  intellectual  Mary,  "  hut  that  In-  U  en- 
titled to  my  esteem  ;  he,  so  much  beloved  and 
honoured  by  my  brother;  and,  indeed,  it  is 
not  impossible  but  that  I  may  bate  learnt  to 
do  the  same." 

Tii.'  tutor  heaved  a  groan  of  delight,  and 
Mary  rent  ired  bet  confusion.  It  was  a  snatch 
of  genius,  or  something  better,  that  inspired 
the  scholar;  but  he  transferred  his  aetata 
from  the  hand  to  the  cheek  of  the  lady,  and 
then,  like  other  estraordinarf  peraonages,  he 
sat  wondering  at  the  men  lit-  had  made,  the 
fortunate  hit,    the  unprecedented  I    of 

this  first  rash  attempt  of  inspiration.  The 
worthy  man  wax,  m  truth,  amazed  at  himself. 
and  ut  the  fate  that  bed   In  fallen  him;  ta 
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that  lie  should  love;  secondly,  presume  to 
•peak  of  it;  thirdly,  1m-  received  in  such  sweet 
fashion.  His  confused  sensations  together 
made  up  the  one  of  happiness,  hut  happiness 
is  seldom  recognised  till  it  he  past.  The 
natural  delusions  of  love  nrc  as  well  under- 
stood by  the  foolish  as  the  wise,  and  form 
an  equal  portion  of  their  existence,  therefore 
let  t Ik-  scholar  indulge  in  his  little  dream. 
This  too,  truly,  he  did  not  fail  to  do,  nor 
did  Mary  resist  the  weakness  ;  till  the  hour  of 
eleven  sounilin:  .  tin-  good  Huntley  nailed  Ins 
sedate  smile,  and,  according  to  his  character 
as  tutor  to  the  heir  and  IBtJtU  of  Fairlawn, 
he  bade  good  night,  we  need  not  say  how 
kindly,  to  the  young  mistress  of  the  mansion  : 
and  as  In-  VU  entrusted  to  perform  some  i 
ritahle  i  cum  I  .-Urn  for  his  patron  early  in  the 
following  morning,  he  betook  himself  in- 
stantly to  rest,  and  was  soon  locked  in  re- 
freshing slumber. 

The  young  heiress,  however,  who  was  some 
twelve  or  fifteen  years  his  junior,  had  far 
other  occupation— to   think   of  the   flattering 
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insinuation  conveyed  by  tin*  preference  of  ft  man 
»o  much  her  senior  in  age,  to  note  down  in 
her  elegant  journal  this  one  most  happy  day 
in  all  the  calendar,  to  turn  and  tor-tun 
beauty  the  most  deficient  graces  of  her  dear 
scholar* a  character  (and  this  was  assuredly  a 
task  such  as  only  maidens  in  her  particular 
state  of  the  heart  would  ever  undertake),  a 
even  this  point  was,  till  settled  to  that 

heart's  satisfaction.  But  tedious  arc  the  jour- 
neys Love  takes  up  and  down  before  it  sinks 
to  rest;  and  thought  pursued  thought,  id*-:. 
followed  idea,  in  endless  progress  through  her 
imagination,  and  still  the  hour  was  passing 
away.  The  sound  t>£  midnight  striking  dis- 
tinctly with  Mili-iim  ;-r<mt.  recalled  her  to 
herself. 

There  is  a  secret  awe,  the  natural  emotion 
of  our  infancy,  which  pervades  us  when  wc 
hear  the  peal  of  the  midnight  hour,  in  lonely 
or  silent  wakefulness ;  and  if  this  lie  the  su- 
perstition of  :t  tnalurer  age,  the  weakness  may 
be  forgiven  us,  since  it  is  no  more  than  one 
the  connecting  links,  the  fnrcc  of  associ  >t  ion 
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which  binds  the  past  of  our  memory  with  the 
sad  present  of  our  existence ;  and  it  was  this 
feeling  that  crept  over  the  mind  of  Mary  Free- 
ling,  as  the  successive  hours  of  the  day 
sounded  through  the  stillness  of  the  night. 
An  undefined  fear  came  upon  her,  itti  incx- 
pttoaMt  dread  of  something  that  could  never 
come  to  pass,  and  it  was  in  vain  to  struggle 
against  it ;  her  only  hope  of  relieving  the  sen- 
sation,  was  to  beguile  it  ere  it  grew  upon  her. 

She  drew  aside  to  the  window,  but  the  pale 
moon  and  dark  shadows  of  n'u;ht.  the  colour- 
less expanse  of  park  before  her,  where  the 
indistinct  masses  of  trees,  motionless  in  the 
gloom,  were  otdy  like  strange  figures  of  fearful 
mystery  intruding  in  the  awful  silence  of  ob- 
scurity ;  these,  with  the  waving  branches  of 
.  those  in  more  near  vicinity,  swaying  to  and  fro 
in  movement  to  the  unheard  wind,  afforded 
only  subject  of  provocation  to  her  fancy,  and 
opened,  therefore,  fresh  sources  of  terror  to 
her  mind.  When  she  would  have  retreated, 
however,  such  is  the  fascination  of  fear,  tliat 
she  became,   as   it  were,  bound  to  the  spot ; 
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the  trees,  by  the  force  of  imagination,  wer 
conjured  into  so  many  bands  of  giant  spectres, 
resting  in  frightful  inaction ;  while  chose  more 
near  to  her  sight,  bowed  a  gloomy  welcome 
beneath  the  touch  of  the  passing  breeze,  or 
murmured  in  mournful  sounds  to  the 
the  ghastly  BOOM)  that  ibonfl  above  them. 

While   lost  in  this  strange  vision,  a  crcakii 
and  whispering  noise,  as  if  in  her  immediat 
presence,   roused   her  at   onMj    ati<l    without 
knowing  wh)  ook  up  ber  l;imp,  and 

prepared    for    instant    flight;    but   again    per- 
suaded that  it  could  be  nothing  more  than  the 
inward  suggestions  of  her  alarm,  she  walked 
with  measure' I  pMt  from  the  room,  applauded 
herself  upun  her  own  calmness  and  entire  self- 
possession,  and  began  to  ascend  the 
from   the    vestibule   below.     At  this   inst 
glancing  bj  accident   over  the  side  of  the  ba- 
lustrade, she  met  the  light  of  two  fierce  dark 
eyes  fixed  upon  her;  she  withdrew  her  gaze, 
in  horror  j  and   yet,  as  charmed  by  the  charm 
of  a  basilisk,  she  turned  again   to  the  object, 
and  now,  in  double  dismay,  beheld  the  outline 
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of  the  rough  cap  and  swarthy  features  of  the 
gipsy,  cowering  before  her  inquisitive  survey, 
and  shrinking  gradually  into  darkest  conceal- 
ment. The  natural  process  of  ideal  and  real 
apprehension  was  here  quickly  explained,  for 
at  once,  and  as  by  the  stroke  of  magic,  her 
intuitive  courage  returned.  She  hung  over 
the  baluster,  and  aware  thnt  no  trcpidatinn 
must  be  shown,  if  she  sought  her  personal 
safety,  she  looked,  as  if  searching  out  with 
critical  scrutiny  the  object  that  had  alarmed 
her  j  then  called  aloud,  as  if  she  supposed  it 
were  her  favourite  dog  that  had  deceived  her 
into  momentary  tear;  and,  at  length,  as  weary 
of  coaxing  him  to  appear,  she  fell  into  the 
nighty  cadence  of  some  familiar  song,  and 
tripped  lightly  up  the  stairs.  We  will  not  say 
but  that  she  did  possibly  fly  the.  htttft  the 
further  she  got  from  the  danger  which  she 
dreaded. 

Wbaq  she  stayed  her  speed  in  the  upper 
corridor,  which  led  to  the  sleeping  apartments 
of  the  house,  she  bethought  herself  what  next 
was  to  be  done;  but  an  indistinct  confusion 
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ground,  indicated  that  he  liad  emerged  boa  In 
bed)  ami  was  alxmt  to  prtBcat  himaelf  before 

her.  This  fact  was  now  proved,  for  the  door 
was  cautiously  mnlosed,  and  first  the  mtel- 
ual  physiognomy  "f  Huntley  ni  protruded, 
and  lastly,  his  figure  in  no  very  graeeful  ondr 
filled  up  the  entrance,  and  rested  before  the 
astonished  gaze  of  the  alarmed  lady. 

"If  you  please,  oh!  Mi.  Huntley,  there  OK 
thieves  below.  Pray  eome  down,  we  shall  l>e 
murdered,"  cried  she ;  and  in  her  distress  she 
was  fain  very  mercifully  to  consider  that  though 
she  was  troubled  with  the  sense  of  sight,  the 
gentleman  was  only  not  quite  wide  awake. 

••  The  Spartans,  people  wise  in  their  way. 

r«  famous  for  the  practice  of  theft;  they  cn- 
i  oiiraged,  taught  it  to  the  but,  God  bless 
me !  Miss  Frecling,  is  it  you  ?"  cried  i 

'•  There  are  robbers  below!  l'ray,  dear  M  r. 
Huntley,*'  reiterated  she.  •'  How  absurd—  h-.i I 
listen,"  and  before  she  could  conclude,  the  good 
tutor  sculked  back  into  his  chamber,  and  after 
a  somewhat  dilatory  dispatch,  lie  wandered 
forth  again,  dressed  in  incongruous  raiment. 
c  -' 
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with  a  pair  of  loaded  pi  i  I  n  his  hand,  with- 
out  his  shot-*,  and  his  nightcap  still  serving  as 
aii  envelope  to  the  half  portion  of  the  head  it 
by  no  means  covered. 

In  this  guise  he  hastened  forward,  followed 
by  Miss  I' reeling,  from  whom  he  from  time  to 
time  re*  oived  an  alert  and  precautionary  check; 
and  while  she  concealed  herself  behind  his  mate 
manly  figure,  she  whispered  aid,  enrourage- 
:t,  protection,  and  counsel,  for  though  he 
might  Ik1.  the  shield  before  her  and  her  enemies, 
-lie  nevertheless  took  care  to  counterfeit  the 
dignity  of  leader  or  commander  of  this  gallant 
expedition.  As  they  reached  the  hall  below, 
however,  Mary  Freeh  ng  began  to  waver,  and 
draw   back,   when    Huntley,   at    the  indistinct 

ind  of  some  one  moving  about,  broke  from 
her  and  precipitately  advanced  to  the  scene, 
while  she  stood  fixed  in  immovable  fear  and 
curiosity.  Not  a  shadow  was  seen  or  a  foot- 
step heard  but  his  own,  as  the  student  recon- 
noitred the  uiiillumincd  shades  of  the  marble 
hall  of  entrance,  and  the  avenues  that  led  from 
it;  but  still   he  persisted  and  hastened  towards 
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tke  point  from  whence  the  echo  of  some  living 
motion  had  been  heard. 

He  now  entered  the  dreaded  apartment,  tin 
ample  space  liuug   with    dark  tapestry,  which 
threw   its  solemn   gloom    round    about,    and 
through  its  airy  space  Huntley  walked  forward. 
At  the  further  end,  and  in  apparent  serenity, 
there  was  standing   an    armed  man,  with  his 
pistol  cocked  and  ready  to  fire.     The  leaned 
Huntley  was  not  much  given  to  think  open  his 
actions  ;  he  spoke,  and  receiving  no  answer,  be 
forthwith  discharged  the  content*  of  his  weapon. 
The  report  shattered  the  plate  glaM  before  him 
into  a  myriad  pieces,  and  as  the  dense  smoke 
floated  in  heavy  masses  about  and  around  him, 
he  just  then  discerned  that  it  must  lx-  hit  OWB 
image  reflected  before  him,  which  was   the  ob- 
ject of  this  unauthorised  attack.  This  absurdity 
wrapt  him  in  total  astonishment,  when  n  fresh 
cold  air  blowing  near  him,  lie  sought,  out   the 
point  from  whence  it  came,  and  straightway 
found  out   that  the  window  was  open  ;  and  in 
the  same  dawn  of  comprehension  he  beheld  a 
figure — yes,  it  must  be  some  other  than  his  own — 
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his  opponent  with  more  measured  aim  than  be- 
fore. An  instant  of  doubt  elapsed  between 
ihem,  when  Huntley,  in  quick  impulse,  and  as  if 
actuated  by  some  mechanic  power,  suddenly 
leapt  upon  his  adversary,  dashed  his  offensive 
weapon  from  his  grasp,  and  bore  him  with  re- 
sistless strength  and  unabated  energy  to  the 
ground.  Fear  will  make  its  final  struggle,  and 
desperation  strive  against  its  fate;  but  the 
physical  might  and  bodily  muscle  of  the  tutor 
were  not  to  be  in  this  instance  overcome,  or  even 
subjected  to  a  long  duration  of  contest.  He 
fixed  his  grasp  upon  the  collar  of  his  antago- 
nist, and  there  held  him,  and  maugrc  all  re- 
sistance or  resolution  he  was  doomed  to  lw  the 
vanquisher.  He  held  his  prisoner  in  calm  Con- 
templation during  the  space  of  an  instant,  and 
as  the  obscuration  of  his  ideas  subsided,  lie 
came  to  a  final  decision,  and  now,  by  the  exer- 
tion of  all  his  muscular  energy,  he  lifted  rather 
than  dragged  i he  person  whom  he  clutched  be- 
fore the  light.  He  once  more  delayed,  and 
coolly  paused  the  lineaments  of  him  whom  he 
held  in  lwndage;  but  the  genteel  yet  dastanlh 
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Thus  he  continued  his  base  subterfuge  and 
mean  attempt  at  escape:  but  Huntley  never 
quitted  a  subject  till  he  bad  carefully  conned  it 
over,  criticised  its  merits,  and  thoroughly  in- 
vestigated it  to  his  entire  self  satisfaction  ;  and 
accordingly,  he  now  scanned  the  person,  ac- 
coutrements, and  entire  appearance  of  him 
whom  lie  detained  ;  but  when  his  attention  was 
finally  arrested  by  beholding  the  arms  in  Fal- 
con's possession,  then  he  determined  within 
himself  and  pronounced  the  fiat  of  his  judg- 
ment. 

"  Upon  my  word,  sir,"  said  he,  with  much 
civil  deliberation,"  you  must  pardon  me ;  but, 
with  your  permission,  you  look  mightily  like  a 
thief,  a  modern  Spartan,  the  degenerated  class 
of  a  once  noble  race,  and  I  must  hold  you 
prisoner." 

"  Tluit  'a  as  we  shall  see,"  was  the  answer  5 
but  guuii-inu  iii  the  heavy  person  nf  hi*  oppo- 
nent, he  felt  it  only  prudent  to  escape,  if  pos- 
sible, without  violence.  "That's  as  we  shall 
sec,"  repeated  the  ruffian.  "  Now,  sir,  suppose 
1  could  place  in  your  power  the  louder  of  this 
C  5 
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foolish  enterprise,  one  i"  possession  of  silver 
ittd  other  property  belonging  to  the  proprietor 
of  the  mansion.  This  fellow,  sir,  a  known 
ruffian,  one  who  lias  too  often  escaped  tin-  g*l- 

i.     Why  the  devil,  sir.    we  might  expect  a 
little  civility  ;  a  polite  oversight  of,  for  instance, 

oneself;  a  reasonable  compromise :  and— and  if 
it  <ould  he  proved  that  really  I  hare  no  share, 
none  whatever  in  the  transaction — "  hut  now, 
this  skilful  arrangement  was  ended  by  a  loud 
and  piercing  shriek  from  Mary  fading.  If 
fairly  cleared  away  the  last  recollection  from  the 
mind  of  Huntley,  IMS  fe<  go  his  hold  and  rushed 
to  the  spot. 

He  met  the  lady  half  way,  flying  in  hopes  of 
meeting  him  ;  breathless  ami  nearly  dead  with 
fright,  she  sunk  upon  him;  for  the  rejwjrt  of 
the  pistol  and  subsequent  stillness  of  all 
around,  had  conveyed  to  h«  mind  only  the 
idea  of   Hun  tunded  and  expiring.     But 

now,  with  her  first  breath,  she  gasped  out,  '•'  Oh  ! 
Mr.  Huntley,  the  gipsy,   the  gipsy,  he  passed 

me  on  the  stairs;  and  my  dear  brother ■  " 

and  at  this  word,  the  wild  aspect  of  the  gipsy 
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again  flashed  before  them  ns  lie  darted  by  in 
the  effort  of  escape.  His  form  was  lust  in  the 
vaulted  obscurity  of  (he  hall.  And  now  the 
tramp  of  feel  was  heard  above  head,  the  house 
was  awakened,  and  bed  and  bed-room  yielded 
up  their  tenantry  in  one  heterogeneous  group  of 
master  and  man.  mist  ass  and  maid  servant, 
thronging  from  the  separate,  charters  of  the  man- 
sion, to  aid  in  the  defence  of  others  or  to  n 
safety  for  tin 

The  alarm  was  it  Hi.  i.and  Huntley  only 

breathed  a  whispered  word  of  kindness  to  the 
heiress,  and  rushed  after  Mark  Myre  with  the 
swiftness  of  thought  The  rapid  echo  of  tt. 
closing  of  two  doors  ill  thfl  distance,  betrayed 
that  the-  fugitive  was  close  pressed  in  the 
pursuit. 

The  gipsy  was  truly  driven  to  his  greatest 
speed,  for  returning  to  the  apartment  by  which 
they  bad  entered,  or  rather  broke  into  the  house. 
window  had  been  shut  hack  upon  bin  by 
Pierce   1  !io  fearful  of  bis  share  in  | 

transaction,  thought   that,  by  leaving  the  gipsy 
in  the  toils  lie  might  gain  time  with  better  se- 
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curity  to  get  off  himself,  and  so  be  free  from  all 
further  annoyance  and  new  inconvenience  from 
his  guilty  associate. 

An  instant  of  turn-  It  ■lIlllllillMW  Will  the 
period  of  a  life.  At  leant,  N  it  seemed  to  Mark 
Myre,  as  he  rluin;  open  the  window,  caught  up 
his  booty,  and  sped  wit  1 1  tfOCk  bMfeP.  through 
the  darkness,  followed  and  dogged  in  his  dc- 
K|>erntc  career  by  Huntley. 

"  1  must  huvc  a  touch  at  Iwth  or  one  of  ye 
for  spurt,"  cried  Falcon,  from  his  concealment 
beneath  the  trees  where  he  lurked,  as  thes 
passed  him  in  urgent  rapidity.  And,  accord- 
ingly, with  mischievous  aim  he  drew  the  trigger, 
and  watched  tin  issue  of  the  action.  The  report 
died  away  eeholess  through  the  deep  vault  of 
night ;  a  flash,  as  from  a  flint,  smouldered  ;:• 
upon  the  darkness ;  the  smoke  floated  amid  the 
grey  dew  of  the  mint,  hut  the  shot  fell  harm- 
lessly to  the  earth  with  the  last  sound  of  the 
derisive  laughter  of  him  who  fired  it ;  and 
Pierce  Falcon  stole  hence  to  seek  some  better 
covert  where  to  hide  his  baseness. 

But  the  speed  of  the  gipsy,  weighed  down  as 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


37 


he  was  by  his  encumbrances,  must  necessarily 
now  begin  to  flag ;  for  though  hi.-*  activity  far 
surpassed  that  of  his  pursuer,  yet  as  t  hey  were 
now  near  the  village,  and  no  other  egress  was 
at  hand  on  which  lie  might  depend,  or  other 
open  road  before  him,  at  ever)'  step  his  danger 
became  more  imminent  and  his  own  safety  less 
certain.  To  Huntley,  who  was  now  far  in  the 
rear,  the  form  of  the  gipsy  as  he  fled  through 
the  dim  distance,  was  now  seen,  now  lost  to  the 
view,  witli  that  certain  uncertainty  with  which 
we  follow  an  ignis  fatuus  over  the  moor  or 
wild  heath  through  which  it  leads  us. 

"  An'  ye 're  a  false  knave,  Master  Falcon," 
cried  he,  as  he  halted,  breathless  and  his 
strength  outwearicd ;  '•  ye  're  a  knave  to  the 
bone,  o'  ye ;  but  I  owe  yc  a  grudge,  an  I  '11  pay 
it  belike,  or  my  name  is'nt  Mark  Myre.  I  '11  pay 
it:"  and  now  Huntley  pressed  hia  pace  and 
gained  advantage  over  him,  while  he  called 
aloud  and  goaded  himself  into  fresh  exertion. 
I  lie  gipsy  saw  how  poor  was  his  chance,  and 
with  a  muttering  oath  and  fearful  curse  of 
threatening,  he  threw  back  to  Huntley  a  part- 
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roving  in  the  far  distance,  and  liastcncd  to  the 
point.  It  was  an  old  marc  wandering  down  the 
lane  from  the  fresh  pastures  it  had  deserted. 
Was  then  a  stop  put  to  i  he  tutor's  pursuit  ?  We 
know  not  what  would  have  checked  his  further 
eareer,  only  that  he  felt  himself  wading  knee 
high  in  a  green  ditch,  and.  b«r«  VM  ample  ex- 
ense  I"  'urn  back. 

He  returned,  indeed,  in  hopeless  amazement 
to  Fairlavm,  at  a  pace  not  the  least  faster,  in 
tleep  abstraction  not  more  broken,  titan  U  it  he 
had  been  on  a  summer  ramble.  His  appear- 
ance, now  when  all  danger  was  over,  created 
an  unexpected  burst  Of  merriment,  not  at  his 
expense  but  at  that,  of  the  singular  attire  and 
ludicrous  figure  he  cut  upon  his  entrance  from 
this  unsuccessful  expedition.  It  in  true  EhM 
liny  were  ignorant  of  the   SB\  mil  and 

desperate  exercise  which  he  had  undergone; 
however,  the  delighted  welcome  of  Mary  Free- 
ling  in  every  way  restored  him  to  Ins  own 
opinion. 

Frccling,  in  the  mean  time,  had  gone  on  the 
same  errand,  and  returned  in  the  same  degree 
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into  slumber,  were  fast  forgetting  the  late  oc- 
currence and  dreaming  themselves  back  again 
to  sleep.  The  old  gipsy  woman  now  strayed 
forth  from  the  precincts  of  an  outhouse,  where 
she  had  hidden  herself  during  the  discover)- and 
confusion,  together  with  the  final  scattering  of 
her  companions  in  this  night's  incidents. 

"  Aye,  my  masters ! "  cried  she,  as  she  hobbled 
away,  "  I  knew  it  to  the  hour,  they  would  be 
found  an'  hunted,  an'  followed  ;  but  they  ha" 
made  .1  fair  bargain.  They  arc  friends  wi'  the 
Stars,  an'  they  know  it  belike  ;  the  gentlefolk  ha' 
the  misfortune  on  't  this  bout,  an'  they  '11  ha' 
more  On  't  tOO,  hUlg  'urn  '"  So  in  the  midst 
of  her  mockery,  she  turned  round  back  again, 
and  shook  her  bony  fist  in  triumph  at  the  noble 
mansion  she  left  behind  her;  and  presently  after 
was  seen  threading  her  way  in  rambling  va- 
grancy through  the  leafy  intricacy  of  the  forest, 
till  she  was  lost  to  view  in  the  deep  opening  of 
the  Gipsy  •.  (il.  11. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark)  that  from  tins  eventful 

night  the  tutor  Huntley  recovered  in  aMM  mea- 
sure Gram  bit  abstractions,  and  evinced  a   very 
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Unbind  the  eyes  of  Lot*,  ami  Irt  him  go— 
And  (ling  his  faul  .juivcr  to  the  wind  j 
For  nercr  yet  he  rune,  bnt  coining  woe 
Upon  the  earth,  hit  ihadow,  Crept  behind. 
Oh!  where  shall  Time  two  happy  I.,-.. a    g|aj 

ClIAM.V-    WHITEHEAD. 

Fnosi  the  night  of  the  last  conversation  ile 
tailed  between  the  two  sisters  at  Nun's  Priory, 
ilic  peace  of  mind  of  Basil  Pordc  was  gone  from 
him,  ami  in  a  state  of  morbid  depression  he 
wandered  about,  both  lust  to  himself  and  to 
others.  His  distraction  and  difficulties  in- 
creased by  even-  attempt  to  recover  his  lost 
peaofl^  or  to  renew  his  abandoned  affection  : 
and  when,  after  many  days  of  restless  sus- 
pense, and  driven  to  desperation,  he  sought 
again  tin-  pretence  of  Miss  Manrel,  be  found 
himself  denied  all  access  to  her;  for  she  retired 
from  his  approach,  and  under  Che  plea  of  indis- 
position  excused    herself,    even    though    she 
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and   the  thrill  of  deep  affection,  made  up  the 
measure  of  his  woes. 

Meanwhile,  Miss  M travel  had  taken  that 
refuge  in  her  pride,  that  was  refused  in  every 
other  quarter.  The  stroke  of  misery  had  come 
so  heavily  upon  her,  that  further  Nensation  wa« 
for  a  time  unknown,  for  she  was  stniuieil,  and 
too  deeply  injured  to  feel  more.  The  trace*  of 
it  were,  however,  discovered  by  Freeling  at 
their  appointed  meeting,  when  he  saw  her  inca- 
pable of  action,  irresolute  of  purpose,  and  lust, 
seemingly,  in  the  apathy  of  despair.  For  a 
few  days,  therefore,  their  purposes  were  de- 
layed, during  which  their  inconclusive  meet- 
ings were  jealously  watched  by  Basil  Fordc  j 
and  the  young  heirs  incessant  inquiries  of  her 
health  at  the  Priory,  only  provocative  of  anger 
and  distrust  to  him,  who  was  already  full  of 
the  idea  of  injury,  and  all  the  suspicions  of  re- 
sentment. At  length,  by  a  re-action  of  nature, 
Constance  was  partially  restored,  or  rather,  she 
tutored  herself  into  dissimulation  of  her  true 
sorrows,  and  once  more  exerted  herself  in  her 
sister's  behalf.     Yet  no  sooner  did  her  feelings 
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trembling  tlitrFiily.  "  what  cause  lias  been  given 
me;  for  it  cannot  be  believed  tlmt  your  own 
roii science  is  so  mucb  the  hypocrite  as  to  con- 
ceal it.  But  let  us  not  speak  of  it ;  it  were 
much  better  for  us  both.  Be  satisfied,  sir, 
that  I  am  contcni  mic   you  still  as  the 

visitor  of  my  sister — of  my  family— and  intrude 
no  further.'* 

"  By  the  honour  that  b  yet  left  to  me/'  cried 
Basil,  solemnly,  "  my  mind  acquits  me  of  all 
wrong  towards  you.  It  wants  but.  your  silence 
to  corroborate  that  you  are  changed.  Then 
spare  me  all  the  pain  <>f  savin.;  it.  You  need 
not  fear  intrusion;  never,  madam: — yet,  by 
Heaven  !  oh  Constance  !  to  see  you  so  unlike 
all  that  was  ever  dreamed  of  you,  may  well 
amaze  DM  into  boyish  grief,  and  teach  me  M 
repine  !     But  how  is  this,  ami  wherefore  •  " 

'■  Do  not  compel  mc  to  reproach  you,"  said 
Constance,  who  had  scarcely  heard  a  word  of  all 
he  had  uttered;  "  let  mc  be  denied  the  eOrTOffl 
of  it.  I  would  in  it  coot  you  one  moment's 
pain ;  and  may  you  never  regret  your  conduct 
towards  me.    Then  let  us  be  acquaintances  no 
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the  calm  dignity  of  restrained  grief,  and  without 
Othta  BXOphuil  than  what  <h"sjj;iir  aright  lend 
them,  Basil  exhibited  a  wild  amazement,  and 
such  confused  apprehcuMim  as  the  tirst  OtEtahtty 
of  misery  may  best  awaken.  Hut  « lit  n  be  wit- 
nessed the  tearlesscomposurcofhcrdeportim int, 

he  did  iiidic<l  behefe  her  ohaagedg  tad  credited 
the  words  that  she  had  so  far  spoken  ;  though  all 
that  she  had  uttered  remained  as  mm  li 
ait  enigma  as  ever  to  him.  He  DOW  suspected 
that  his  birth  had  been canvasscd,aiid  was  pro 
an  objection  to  him;   and   now  that   tiny  were 

both  deluded  by  tome  intidJoiu  combination 

against  them  :  and  BOW  t  liat  it  was  a  mere  sub- 
terfuge to  furnish  an  excuse  for  refusing  him  : 
but,  at  all  events,  he  felt  that  he  must  here  bid 
hmnil  to  his  long-cherished  hopes.  All  this 
nuked  ;-'  ODOB  through  his  mind. 

••  You  arc,  madam,  sufficiently  explicit,"  said 
he  at  length,  and  with  something  oft  he  distance 
of  pride.  «  You  need  not,  for  the  future,  fear 
intrusion  on  thit point  from  me;  that  happi- 
ness is  here  relinquished  ;  yet,  take  1 
the  memory  of  One  who    honours  and   esteems 
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Maravcl !  Teach  mc  first  to  hate  you !  "  and  he 
would  have  clasped,  at  least  her  hand;  but 
surcljr  the  evidence  of  his  Muses  was  not  to  be 
taken,  for  a  scornful  and  ghastly  hue  overspread 
her  countenance,  she  shrunk  from  his  touch 
as  from  something  revolting,  and  with  a  smo- 
thered murmur  of  terror,  broke  from  his  grasp. 
Our  hero  gazed  after  her,  it  being  impossible  to 
depict  the  impression  that  her  departure  had 
left  upon  him,  or  the  many  doubts  and  trou- 
bles that  arose  into  life  in  that  one  instant. 
At  first  he  imagined,  that  as  Colonel  Maravcl 
was  involved  in  debt,  she  had  resigned  her  own 
affections  for  the  purpose  of  uniting  herself 
with  the  ample  property  and  gay  prospects  of 
the  young  heir  of  Fairlawn ;  but  then  this  idea 
was  superseded  by  some  other,  and  the  entire 
range  of  them  it  were  in  vain  to  trace. 

He  left  the  Priory,  but  only  to  pass  his  accus- 
tom, il  hours  with  Morcton  of  the  Grange,  and 
return  to  the  wood  and  linger  in  its  precincts, 
and  luirbour  those  once  happy  memories  that 
now  otdy  tended  to  render  more  apparent  the 
wretchedness  and  grief  that  preyed  upon  him 
d  8 
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his  confidence  in,  and  friendship  with,  Horace 
F  reeling;  lad  many  times  had  they  encoun- 
tered in  tlic  vicinity  of  Nun's  Priory,  when 
Freeling,  either  from  dislike  to  any  intcrrup- 
riou  of  his  concerted  schemes  with  respect  to 
I'ii  tec  Falcon,  or  possibly  from  an  idea  that 
our  hero  was  not  on  terms  with  GontHMi 
Maravcl,  had,  though  with  familiar  kindness, 
eluded  his  society,  and  shewn  that  his  business 
was  of  a  private  and  peculiar  nature.  lJn-.il 
now  otilv  waited  for  sufficient  occasion,  to  vicld 
with   all   the  mndncs   of  desperation  to  the 

excitation  of  his  mind,  <>r  to  extort)  by  com- 

pulsatory  measures,  some  explanation  of  tins 
extraordinary  mystery  from  his  friend,  and  so 
put  an  end  to  his  suspense  and  his  inquietude 
together,  lie  then  vainly  hoped  to  find  self- 
satisfaction  in  scorn,  and  in  contempt,  to  smo- 
ther the  impulse  of  passion,  or  the  pleadii; 
affection. 

Miss  Maravcl,  at  the  same  time,  had  found 
disdain  but  a  poor  equivalent  for  discarded 
love,  and  in  the  mi!,  i  (or  regret  had  lost  sight 
of  any  better  or  wiser  sentiment.     It  was  to 
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denly  beheld  Frecling  again  going  the  Mae 
road  where  he  had  once  before,  with  such 
hateful  confirmation  of  his  appreli  fol- 

lowcd  him  to  the  meeting  with  Miss  Maravel. 
On  this  occasion  no  denial  was  left  to  his  well- 
grounded  fears,  for,  to  his  knowledge,  a  depu- 
tation of  some  of  the  first  men  in  the  county 
had  waited  on  the  young  heir  that  morning  bo 
invite  him  to  become  one  of  the  candidates  at 
the  ensuing  election ;  yet  lie  could  quit  such 
good  and  jolly  company,  the  very  thing  to 
which  he  was  most  attached,  and  steal  away 
from  Fairlawn  to  meet  her  whom  he  could 
see  every  day,  and  one  who,  unless  they 
loved  in  a  reciprocal  degree,  could  scarcely  be 
deemed  of  such  sufficient  consequence  us  to 
lure  hitn  from  schemes  of  ambition,  and  from 
more  noble  and  enduring  pursuits.  Now  Ba- 
sil knew  him  to  be  a  manly  fellow,  and  one 
anxious  for  honour  of  any  kind,  and  ever  fond 
of  the  character  of  a  hospitable  host ;  and  yet, 
at  this  very  propitious  hour,  he  had  quit!,  d 
these  gentlemen,  and  was  alone  anxious  for  the 
society  of  Miss  Maravel.     All  doubt  was  here 
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Thither  he  was  going  when  the  watchful 
gaze  of  Basil  Kordc  discerned  liirn,  mid  lie  was 
presently  followed  to  the  place  of  their  meet- 
ing, where  Constance  was  eagerly  awai' 
him,  and  more  anxious  than  ever  to  bring  the 
late  MphiMMrt  affair  to  a  peaceful  and  final 
termination.  With  the  perfect  confidence  of 
old  intimacy  she  took  his  arm,  and  tracked  hy 
Basil  Fordc,  they  advanced  in  deep  conver- 
sation towards  the  ruined  tower.  It  was  a 
clear  and  autumnal  afternoon,  the  sun  ami 
wind  Contending  in  sweet  perversity  together, 
and  now  shedding  brightness,  and  now  throw- 
ing shadow  upon  all  the  varying  hues  that 
deck  the  herbage  of  I  his  abounding  and  joy. 
season.  Basil  beheld  them  enter  the  M 
tower,  at  all  times,  to  his  mind,  the  very  fittest 
haunt  for  a  lover-like  intflKOOQIK;  atidastli 
burning  of  jealousy  thrilled  through  his  heart, 
his  footsteps  were  crossed  by  Jessy,  who.  in 
]H?rturbat'nm  as  to  the  forthcoming  plans  of 
Freeling  and  her  sister,  and  full  of  vexation  at 
their  schemes,  but  still  irresolute  as  to  her 
own  mode  of  action,  had  loitered  in  idle 
d5 
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To-day,  her  tamper  exceeded  in  light  airi- 
ness its  usual  medium,  and  her  person  vied 
with  the  grace  of  her  attire,  forming  one  attrac- 
tion to  delight  the  beholder.  There  was,  if 
the  mind  might  divine  it,  tome  design,  some 
preconceived  intention  in  nil  this ;  and  yet  the 
careless  and  wanton  caprices  of  the  young 
creature,  and  nil  her  frivolous  airs  of  unde- 
signed folly,  might  aptly  deny  the  inference. 

"  Ah !  dear  Basil  Fordo,"  she  exclaimed, 
advancing  towards  him  in  smiling  blandish- 
ment ;  "  what  pleasure  that  wc  meet  together 
at  last ;  this  place  has  grown  hateful  within 
this  day  or  twol  And  win-re  have  you  been  1 
To  be  sure,  then-  is  nothing  more  uncomfort- 
able than  to  be  ]>estered  with  the  society  of 
lovers;  at  one  time  Constance  and  I  were  in- 
separable; but  now,  upon  my  word!  that  young 
Frccling  engrosses  her,  and  then?  is  no  recrea- 
tion now." 

"As gay  as  ever,  fair  Jessy!"  said  Horde, 
being  bound  to  jwy  some  compliment  of  the 
day  to  her  j  and  then  he  added,  with  sad  ear- 
nestness: "  Your  sister  and  Hrceling  arc  np- 
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year  and  more.  Why,  have  you  never  known 
it  | ' 

"  It  shews  how  we  may  he  mistaken  in  all 
tilings,"  said   Basil,  a  deep  meaning   boating 

through  his  roue;  "how  falsehood  and  ftaHty 

may  he  holy  to  oiu  souls,  and  worshipped  ttna 

a*  truth.  1  have  l>een  deceived  once,  twice, 
and  for  the  last  time.  So,  he  has  wooed  her — 
Miss  Maravel, — Constance — and  for  himself. 
But  is  this  true  ? " 

"  There  never  was  such  an  unbeliever  as 
you  are,"  cried  she.  laughingly,  and  in  foolish 
amusement  at  his  agitation.  '•  Can  il  be  other 
than   truth?      Are    they    not  always   together; 

and Basil  Forde,  Basil  Forde !  you  arc  the 

most  unknowing  of  men." 

"  And  he  has  solicited  and  won  her  for  him- 
self," resumed  Forde,  writhing  with  sup- 
pressed torture.  '•"  Nothing  bill  BBJ  own  de- 
monstration should  have  proved  it.  And  how 
long  did  you  say — n  year?  Well,  but — by 
Heaven!  wlmt  is  this  mystery — this  delu- 
sion?  It  is  not,  and  cannot  he  believed  of 
them?" 


PM-RCF.  FALCON. 


"  You  must  not  deceive  me,"  exclaimed  Fordc, 
his  bosom  burning  with  inward  jealousy,  '"  >ir 
it  were  the  most  accursed  injury  on  earth. 
You  have  witnessed,  you  ought  therefore  to 
know  thai,  that  your  sister,  that  Constance 
was  sought  by  me.  Now,  even  now,  I  would 
Rtill  believe  her  the  most  perfect  and  admirable 
■  if  her  sex;  yet,  what  madness  is  mine  !  is  there 
not  proof  sufficient  ?  Of  what  do  I  dream  that  I 
would  still  deny  it  •  " 

At  this  appeal  to  her  better  reason,  Jessy 
was  startled,  for  even  her  frivolity  could  not 
but  remark  the  depth  and  energy  of  passion 
that  called  BpOII  her;  and  hero  she  half-way 
repented,  hut  as  quickly  saw  that  there  was  no 
retreat.  Hesides,  inconsiderate  as  she  was 
heartless,  she  saw  not  the  injury  that  she  was 
inflicting,  and,  moreover,  she  must  go  on.  "  I 
must  not  deceive  you,"  said  she,  resuming  her 
waywardness ;  "  there  are  more  deceptions  than 
mine  in  the  world  \  They  nre  always  together — 
he  loves  her — I  know  it — and  it  is  true" 

"Yes,  yes,  it  is  true,"  groaned  Fordc,  in- 
wardly; "  there  is  evidence  and  proof  to  blast 
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watch  therafbn  to  font  safety !'"  Thus,  half  in 

thoii-'lit.  and  half  iii  muttered  imprecation,  he 
expressed  liimself ;  while  the  anguish  tliiit  con- 
tended within  him,  conjured  up  by  the  words 
of  this  wretched  girl,  nearly  destroyed  every 
other  faulty  Of  mental  or  bodily  existence. 
All  power  of  endurance  ended  here,  for  though 
difficult  tO  believe  his  own  misery,  the  possi- 
bility of  any  deceit  in  Constance  was  far  more 
inexplicable,  and  never  to  be  reconciled  to  his 
mind.  Thus,  bound  in  urn  rriaiiity  and  mystery, 
a  temporary  subversion  of  his  best  feelings 
ensued,  and  what  with  the  poignancy  of  his 
grief,  and  the  impulse  of  his  anger  combined, 
intellects,  for  a  time,  reeled  and  trembled 
rath  the  shooL  An  undefined  idea  of  hia 
01  a  situation,  and  all  the  horrors  of  it,  dashed 
ever  and  nnon  through  the  passing  obscurity 
of  bis  senses.  Thai  he  loved  and  hated.  ODD* 
temned  yet  admired,  in  a  wild  contrariety  of 
sensations,  ami  with  all  the  fierce  opposition  of 
anger  and  scorn,  was  all  of  which  he  could  now 
be  aware;  bin  beyond  this,  no  definitive  senti- 
ment or  recognised  emotion  might  be  traced. 
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impatience,  ■  may  we  know  the  term*  to  which 
you  have  at  length  consented,  for  the  endurance 
of  you  here  is  no  longer  to  l>e  suffered  with 
temper ;  therefore  speak,  sir,  and  let  us  under- 
stand one  another." 

"  I  WH  thinking  the  other  night,"  answered 
the  scoundrel,  with  characteristic  boldness, 
"that  you  might  make  it  worth  my  while, 
Frcchng,  to  go  abroad,  and  give  up,  for  the 
present,  any  other  more  advantageous  schemes; 
but  your  lust  offers  won't  do  at  all.  Consider— 
tlie  girl  and  all  emolument  will  bo  forfeited; 
do  you  mark  ? " 

"  A  degree  less  of  license,  if  you  please,  sir," 
cried  Freebng,  "and  cut  the  subject  short. 
What  is  your  determination,  may  we  know  ? 
You  may  possibly  find  that  ours  has  long 
since  Ixvn  made.  Remember  this  lady,  sir, 
anil  have  done  with  further  levity." 

"  And  what  say  you,  madam?"  said  he,  ap- 
pealing to  her ;  "  what  sum  is  equal  to  the  loss 
of  a  beautiful  woman— one  who  honours  me 
with  her  affection — a  girl  of  fortune,  and  your 
sister,  madam,  what  can  compensate  it 

"It  is  with  Some  amazement,  Mr.  Falcon," 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


Bfl 


ravel,  with  coldness,  "  in  any  supposition  that 
may  load  you  to  infer,  that  my  father  is  not 
absolute  lure ;  and  for  my  sister,  you  arc 
pleased  to  impute  to  her  a  power  which  will 
he  found  far  short  of  all  your  expectation. 
Hut  explain  yourself,  sir,  if,  indeed,  you  can." 

•:  My  good  fellow,"  interposed  Fn-clin:;.  v.  Id-  t 
patience  was  now  at  a  low  ebb,  "let  us  li 
tlic  least  possible  conversation  about  it,  or  WC 
shall  grow  tired  of  one  another.  What  further 
reasonable  demands  may  you  have  opon  U 
rather,  what  further  cause  have  you  to  pre  that 
we  should  not  compel  jour  immediate  ahsenoc? 
Come,  come,  Falcon  !  take  counsel  or  you  will 
lose  this  opportunity  for  ever." 

"I  should  he  sorry  to  do  that,'*  retorted  he, 
with  something  of  the  calculating  shrewdness 
of  a  pedlar  about  to  lose  his  chance  traffic. 
"  I  should  be  sorry.  Mr.  Frceling,  for  such  to 
happen.  What  say  you  to  a  thousand  pounds 
down,as  a  remuneration  for  all  disappointments? 
It  may  compensate  me  for  the  time  lost  in  this 
retirement,  it  may  cuahle  me  to  look  about  me, 
and  at  last  to  resign  all  further  pursuit  of  the 
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I  am  not  without  power.  It  is  too  much,  in  it  > 
I  say  it  is  worth  the  price.  And  here  arc  proofs, 
and  here,  and  here,  that  will  speak  something  to 
the  world,  if  not  to  you.  Do  you  sec?  They  are 
worth  a  round  sum— do  you  recognise  them  ?  " 
And  he  drew  forth  a  heap  of  letters  in  Jessy'* 
handwriting,  and  displayed  them  to  their  in- 
quiring  gaze. 

Miss  Maravel  drew  nigh  in  desolate  and 
hopeless  resignation,  and  pondered  upon  them 
in  confused  amazement;  while  Frceling,  in 
sympathy  with  her,  and  suffering  under  a  strong 
inclination  to  kick  the  fellow  from  her  pre- 
sence, exhibited  no  other  than  a  meditative  and 
calculating  silence. 

"  I  have  been  moderate  in  my  demands,"  re- 
iterated the  man ;  "  very  moderate,  for  old  ac- 
quaintance sake.  The  credit  of  the  family  is 
concerned  in  it,  its  respectability  and  its  repu- 
tation. The  Cohmcl  won]. I  not  think  lightly 
of  it,  for  he  knows  better ;  and  as  for  myself,  I 
have  been  peculiarly  situated:  not  but  what 
there  may  be  inducements  to  forget  all  this. 
The  name  of  his  daughter  is  in  my  keeping,  hut 
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"  My  father,  my  father  is  here,"  she  cried; 
what  is  to  be  done  ?  Oh  !  my  dear  Falcon,  that 
I  should  have  lived  to  have  seen  this  day, 
when  torn  from  me,  (loomed  to  part,  wc  must 
at  last  separate  ;  where  will  you  seek  protection, 
where  can  wc  fly,  together  ?"  and  she  sunk  upon 
his  bosom  in  a  graceful  abandonment  of  woe. 

At  the  first  intimation  Miss  Marnvel  and 
Freeling  in  alarm  hastened  to  the  window,  but 
as  no  one  was  seen  approaching,  they  were  in 
Nome  hesitation,  when  the  sound  of  the  Prior;. 
turret  bell,  always  on  such  occasions  set  in  mo- 
tion, to  summon  his  daughters  from  the  distant 
grounds  to  welcome  him,  verified  what  they  had 
already  heard,  and  proclaimed  that  the  Colonel 
was  in  truth  arrived. 

■  It  is  indeed  my  father,  and  rejoiced  am  I 
that  he  has  come  back,"  said  Miss  Maravel, 
"  but  let  us  go  and  welcome  him,  come  Jessy, 
—another  time  Mr.  Falcon,"  and  she  was  about 
to  retire,  when  beholding  her  sister  dinging  to 
him,  she  abruptly  stopped  in  such  agitation  as 
to  DSndtr  further  progress  impossible.  For 
some  time  she  leant  upon  Freeling  unable  to 
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endeavoured  to  do  my  duty,  Jessy,  to  save  you 
from  further  folly,  to  defend  you,  yes,  perhaps 
even  to  my  own  wrong :  your  unjust  words  I 
can  forgive  you,  it  is  but  a  slight  injury  to  am 
who  never  sought  to  pain  you.  But  the  hond 
of  kindness  wc  have  kept  together,  must  now 
be  broken,  at  least..  JOO  will  flunk  u  is  so;  for 
my  poor  father  must  he  told  all  this  oohoppi 
ncss.  But  yet,  Jessy,  see  the  misery  you  mlu 
yourself,  and  yield  to  reason.  Indeed,  indeed. 
vni  will  repent." 

"  But  what  can  lie  done,"  cried  Jessy,  now 
wavering  in  the  indecision  of  temper  and  per- 
plexity ;  "  there  never  was  any  one  so  un- 
happy as  mywlf  What  is  the  scheme  you 
have  arranged  ?  but  my  father  will  not  be 
angry,  nor  dare  you  loll  him.  No,  dear  Falcon, 
1  am  yours  for  ever,"  and  as  she  renewed  her 
looks  and  gestures,  Con  stame  turned  away. 

At  this  moment,  Frccling,  who  in  pity  to 
Miss  Maravcl,  hud  been  hitherto  gazing  out  of 
the  window,  seemed  to  be  about  to  depart. 
Though  silent,  he  had  not  been  indifferent  to 
the  short  scene  tliat  had  passed  around  him, 
B  2 
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will  change  your  mind,  and  forsake  this  fully, 
this  desperation  so  unbecoming  of  you.  You 
will  not  and  cannot  do  aught  but  what  is 
right,  yet  answer  me." 

"  I  will  do  only  and  precisely  what  shall 
please  myself,"  answered  Jessy,  "  and  therefore 
argue  with  me  no  more.  You  never  understood 
what  was  affection  and  never  will;  and  as  foe 
my  father,  tell  him,  do  me  what  injury  you 
please,  it  is  the  same  to  me,"  and  she  rejected 
her  sisters  proffered  embrace;  who  meekly 
folding  her  veil  round  her,  the  only  light  dra- 
pery that  she  wore  to  shield  her  from  the  air, 
turned  a  sad  reproaching  look  upon  li<r.  mid 
withdrew. 

As  Constance,  however,  and  her  friend 
Freeling  quitted  the  ruin,  the  reckless  Jessy  in 
some  fresh  wanton  humour  came  running  after 
them.  To  the  delighted  expression  of  Con- 
stance, she  answered  nothing,  but  merely  whis- 
pered her  ili.it  she  was  going  to  Basil  Forde  in 
the  shrubhery,  but  would  be  home  before  the 
Colonel  could  inquire  for  her,  and  again  she 
tripped  away.     But   not  to  the  society  of  bam 
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could  degrade  and  deceive  him  by  this  infa- 
mous ami  clandestine  intercourse.  The  idea 
crossed  her  mind,  and  just  then  she  beheld 
BasU's  figure  amid  the  foliage  near  them.  It 
might  be  anguish,  or  it  was  perhaps  regret,  or 
the  union  of  both  of  them,  but  she  began  to 
tremble  vinln illy, and  F  reeling,  in  all  the  com 
miseratiou  of  true  kindness,  supported  her  to- 
wards the  house. 

And  their  footsteps  were  tracked  by  Basil 
Forde,  for  the  passion  of  tears,  in  which  he  had 
sunk,  was  by  this  time  subdued,  and  replaced 
by  the  consuming  fire  of  jealousy  and  wraili. 
and  the  desire  of  vengeance ;  and  it  was  an  en- 
kindled ll. me  that  never  more  was  to  be  con- 
irollid.  I 'erfeet  confidence  and  renewed  con- 
tent might  make  him  the  same  being,  high  in 
intellectual  resolution  as  he  had  ever  been,  but 
nothing  less  might  restore  him  to  himself,  or 
re-invigorate  to  its  due  native  glOWlbj  t  ho  af- 
fection and  the  truth  that  once  lived  in  him. 
He  followed  them,  for  the  bereaved  will  haunt 
the  seem-  of  their  lost  happiness;  and  as  he 
followed,  the  madness  of  his   despair  rushed 


so 


fast  upon  him.  until  he  thirsted  and  pined 

aUMon,  "r   fa*  ''K'   power    to    satiate   those 

passions  that  m  BO*  roused  lata  tin 

and  no  longer  to  he  appeased  by  v  nd> 

clued  by  contempt  into   indifference.      He  had 

confided  in  friendship  once  and  for  c 

he  had  loved   for  the  first,  the  hurt,  the  BOl] 

time  in  all  a  long  existence,  and  this  was  to  l« 

the  end  nf  it. 

But  when  Freeling  supported  her,tlie  h* 
of  mental  misery  was  revealed  in  the    sight. 
Yes,  yes,  they  loved  one  another;  his  friend 
had  insulted  him,  and  she  had  mocked  him,  and 
he  was  patiently  to  endure.     But  as  the  frosted 
and  frozen  ice-rock  is  melted  by  the  sun  ;  and 
as  the  swollen  river  overflows  its  tanks,  and 
sweeps  along  in  one  vast  tide  of  ruin,  burying 
the  beauty  of  the  past  in   its  wide  whelming 
torrent;  like  the  first,  all  apathy  and  insci 
bility  were  gone  from  him  by  the  quiet  i 
tion  of  all  he  had  beheld;  and  as  the  last,  Lis 
thronging  feelings  bore  upon  their  full  car. 
all  memories,  all  byegone  hopes  and  fears,  ami 
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sought  alone   their  free  unbiassed  course,  to 
sweep  along  in  silence  and  destruction. 

In  this  state  of  excitation  he  pursued  them, 
viewing,  in  wild  distraction,  the  faded  loveli- 
iios  of  that  fonn  he  had  worshipped,  and 
dn-aming  upon  the  treasure  of  ilmt  virtue 
which  he  had  once  but  too  vainly  believed  to 
he  devoted   to  him.    To  look  do    I  nice 

Maravcl  was  to  forget  all  anger  towards  her, 
and  our  hero  was  content  it  should  lie  bo  ; 
lint  as  he  softened  towards  her,  fresh  rage 
and  scorn  incited  him  against  his  friend. 
There  then  she  stood,  the  creature  he  had 
loved, —  heart,  soul,  and  mind,  locked  up 
in  her,  and  in  her  peace; — the  DMt,  the  pre* 
sent,  and  future,  had  been  consigned  to  her, — 
and  this  was  the  man,  or  rather  the  villain 
who  had  deprived  him  of  her,  had  crushed  all 
gentle  nature  in  him,  and  left  him  desolate; 
and  he  should  answer  for  it  with  life  itself;  and 
some  requital  should  be  won  from  him. 

While    brooding   in   these    thoughts,   Miss 
Maravel  and  Freeling  had  reached  the  Priory  ; 
she,  so  involved  in  distress,  and  he,  so  engaged 
B    6 


N 


FALCON. 


in  Inn  attentions  to  her,   that    ( /icy  were  both 
as  i'  to   the  watchfulness    ..I    Bed],  *» 

unaware   of  Uks   distrust    that   occnj 
To  the  advi.-e,  BBCOIIWgMliailtj  and  consolation 
of  F reeling,  delivered  with  the  earnest  zeal  of 

lOTQt  hut  dan  .|x»,  n?ic  rctn* 

her  grateful  i  >th  a  sighing  and  imper- 

fect assent. 

••  I    M  ill   listen  to,  and  obey  your  counsel," 
said  she,  on  parting  with   him,  ''for  it 
kind,  and  take  the  sincerity  of  my  thai 
if  very  highest  sense  of  the  words.     As 
|>oor  Jessy,  it  is  not  necessary  to  iutrcat  your 
silence,  your    privacy,    nay — but    the    words 
shame    i  confidence  is   gone   in 

others  though  not  in  you.     Remember  mc  to 
dear  sister — .so  farewell." 
"By   tliis    precious    hand!"   answered    he, 
uing  it  with  his    lips.  ami   also   inwardly 
touched  by  her   rn-.tuuer  :    "this  affair    is 

of  my  iiu-  ever  will  be 

so.  You  may  forgive  me,  Constance — dear 
madam,  if  your  happiness  be  dearer  than  my 
own.     But  pardon,  lest  I  offend.     God   )>i 
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you  !  "  And  i»  the  agitation  of  hi*  feelings,  he 
bowed,  and  sighed — delayed  an  instant,  and 
was  gone.  Constance  ill  and  weary,  yet 
greeted  her  father  with  her  ever  constant  atten- 
tions and  duty,  while  the  young  heir  hastened 
by  the  nearest  pathway  of  the  wood  t.nwurds 
his  estate.  And  now,  inflamed  with  ;il!  the 
frenzy  of  his  thoughts,  Basil  gazed  in  full  mid 
inexpressive  wretchedness  upon  the  retn atin^ 
6gurc  of  Constance,  until  all,  even  her  pea< v 
fa]  shadow  in  his  memon .  was  wiped  away  by 
the  dark  clouds  that  met  there.  One  moment 
was  given  to  regret,  and  only  one.  when, 
strong  with  determination,  he  broke  from  his 
covert,  and  flew  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow,  in 
the  direction  which  the  young  heir  of  Fairlawn 
had  taken. 
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he  at  length  gasped,  "wc  must  know  each 
other  better  than  we  have  done,  before  we  part. 
I  would  speak  with  you." 

"  As  long  ns  you  will,  my  brother,"  answered 
the  other,  without  embarrassment  or  remark  of 
his  friend's  deportment.  "  ("nine,  therefore,  and 
dine  with  us,  there  is  company  at  Fairlawn,  and 
we  shall  be  glad  of  you." 

"My  business  will  mar  your  mirth,  Frcc- 
ling,"  replied  Forde;  and  at  the  smutliercd 
meaning  of  his  words,  Ending  turned  a  look 
of  inquiry  upon  him,  and  beholding  the  per- 
turbed and  flushed  air  of  Basil  he  withdrew  his 
gaze,  and  they  went  on  fngtflhlft  some  paces 
in  silence. 

"  You  have  wronged  me,"  he  now  resumed, 
in  the  same  suppressed  tone ;  "  Frccling,  you 
have  wronged  me,  ba-scly,  unkindly,  dishonour- 
ably wronged  me.  That  which  time  can  never 
restore  to  me,  <ir  hope  or  lift  renew  I <•  me,  y<>u 
have  M.olrn— under  the  shew  of  friendship,  with 
the  pretence  of  truth,  you  have  done  this ;  and 
may  Heaven  forswear  me,  as  happiness  ha*  dime, 
if  I  forgive  you,  if  I  forget  it,  if — but  no,  why 
waste  myself  in  words,  you  have  betrayed  me !  " 
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"I  shall  nut  deny,"  mid  foellng,  "  that  we 

have  been  more  to  one  another  than  ties  of 
blood  could  make  us,  that  we.  have  sought  each 
other,  and  known  no  strati  that  the 

past  will  he  regretted  by  me;  this   I  shall   not 
ilrny,  and  when  I  do — then,  Forde,  you  may 
>    iitemn  me.     No,  I  have  honoured  and 
teemed  you  from  childhood  up  to  manhood; 
your  friendship  my  pride  has  cherished  to  this 
hour,  nor  will  1  forswear  it.     I  grieve  that 
arc  changed." 
"is  it   not  monstrous,"  exclaimed  Forde, 

with  derision.  "  and  even  ludicrous,  to  hear  a 
man  pleading  thus  openly  that  deep  fidelity 
which  with  insidious  baseness  he  has  long 
falsified :  is  it  not  mean  to  hear  him  so  excuse 
the  fraud  that  he  has  practised  against  ho- 
nour, and  even  truth  ;  We  have  been  seeming 
brothers,  but  real  foes  together,  and,  ere  you 
dare  again  assume  the  name  of  friend,  t.-.ki 
rather  that  of  villain,  it  more  becomes  you: — 
yes,  I  am  changed." 

"The  heat  of  all  this  language  is  much  un- 
bke  us,"  said  Freeling,  "and  cither  you  are 
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And  so  the  youth  walked  onward,  followed 
by  Basil,  whose  OBBfttlOM  of  wounded  pride, 
indignation,  rage,  jealousy,  and  love,  were  now 
rising  fast  beyond  the  power  of  utterance.  As 
for  Fnvl'm;;,  his  self-possession  had  several 
times  ilnriug  the  discourse  well  nigh  forsaken 
him,  but  that  an  incipient  regret  and  pity 
for  his  friend's  condition  as  often  wiililu  Id  liim 
from  retaliation.  Indeed,  it  was  impossible  for 
him  to  divest  himself  of  that  species  of  adora- 
tion with  which  Basil  was  regarded  by  him, 
besides,  certain  miseries  of  his  condition  as 
detailed  by  Moreton  of  the  Grange,  forbad  him 
to  strike  one  other  blow  of  fate,  where  so  many 
had  already  heavily  and  irretrievably  fallen. 

••  You  are  more  vile  than  ever  I  thought 
you,"  breathed  out  at  last  Basil  Forde,  "to 
attempt  thus  meanly  to  deceive  mc  still,  and  for 
our  friendship  past,  my  nature  must  be  changed 
ere  that  can  be  again.  Oh !  Frccling,  if  your 
honour  could  not  withhold  you  from  such 
villainy,  what  else  might  then  avail  you  I  " 

"  You  speak  enigmas,"  said  the  other,  "nor 
do  I  comprehend  you.      Basil,  you  arc  altered  j 
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"  I  have  met  the  lady,"  replied  the  other,  in 
some  confusion,  "  BpOB  business,  an — (in  affair 
— you  arc  mistaken,  Fordo.'' 

"  I  am  deceived,"  said  Basil,  with  the  sup- 
pressed tone  of  deep  emotion,  "  mocked,  de- 
rided, insulted,  and  scorned.  Upon  that  night, 
yes,  you  remember  it,  you  tempted  me  to  ask 
her,  taught  me  to  love  her,  and  then  yourself 
stepped  in  to  win  her  from  mc,  and  not  in  open 
rivalry,  but  basely,  covertly,  you  thus  have 
wronged  me,  in  treacherous  confidence  you  have 
betrayed  me." 

At  these  words  the  youth  saw  the  error  in 
which  his  friend  had  l>ecome  involved,  and  at 
the  same-  r'mu-,  the  total  impossibility  of  ex- 
plaining any  material  part  of  the  circumstances 
connected  with  it,  and  therefore  he  remained 
silent.  A  kind  of  unwilling  embarraasnu'iit 
was  however  perceivable  in  him*  which  he  in 

vain  attempted  to  subdue.  Basil,  in  terms  that 
breathed  impassioned  wretchedness,  still  fol- 
lowed, and  now  reiterated. 

"  You  lore  her,  Frecling,  and  hare  won  her 
too;  deny  it  if  you  can,  your  injuries,  your 
fraud,  your  infamy, — you  know  that  it  is  true." 
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baseness.  It  is  well  known  you  are  engaged  to 
her— her  sister  tolrl  me  it." 

"The  sister  is — I  wont  say  what,"  said 
Freeling ;  "  it  is  not  true ;  suffice  it,  Fordc, 
that  you  can  know  no  more." 

"  Coward !  "  cried  Basil,  "  you  love  her  and 
deny  her.  Night,  day,  and  morning,  I  have 
teen  you  with  her,  and  you  shall  answer  fur 
tin-  injury." 

••  1  . -aimot  quarrel  with  you,"  returned  the 
other,  pressing  forward, "  and  I  will  hear  no 
more.  A  thoUMLBd  things  rush  on  my  memo- 
ry that  forbid  RM  to  «lo  it.  Fordc,  you  are  mad 
—let  us  now  sqmrate." 

••  Not  On  SQCh  Iitiii-,"  said  Basil,  desperate- 
ly, and  following  him  swiftly,  "do  you  hear,  for 
I  repeat  that  you  are  a  villain,  without  honour, 
base  and  vile/' 

"  I  hear  it,  and  am  Content  to  hear,"  said 
Freeling.  colouring,  and  in  agitation. 

••  A  coward ! "  reiterated  the  other. 

"  Enough,"  said  the  youth,  "  it  is  done 
will.." 

••  Fool !  "  said    Basil,  driven    into    the    des- 
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the  quick  varying  hue  of  struggling  emotion, 
and  trembling  with  the  excitement  of  the  mo- 
ment, was  lost  in  the  silence  of  deep  but  inelo- 
qucnt  passion.  "  Basil,  my  friend,"  at  length 
almost  whispered  Freeling,  hil  voice  being 
amid  the  tumult  audible  to  the  other  alone, 
"  you,  yes,  you  have  forced  this  upon  me.  1 
was  not  bom  for  shame !  This  insult !  oh, 
fardel   and  is  it  thus?" 

"  It  is  so,"  said  r'orde,  with  oold  decision. 
'•'  All  else  forgotten,  we  >hnll  be  best  as  enemies. 
That  blow  was  meant  to  speak  something  even 
more  than  hatred.     You  understand  me." 

"  It  is  a  bitter  truth,"  said  Freeling,  with  re- 
luctant scorn ;  yes,  it  is  understood ;  and  be  it 
so."  So  saying,  be  turned  to  the  more  clamour- 
ous appeal  of  a  cavalry  officer,  an  old  college 
associate  of  his,  and  was  presently  involved  in 
such  arrangements  as  to  his  self-elected  second 
(bought  <d  and  necessary  to  the  great  occasion. 
A  moment  more  scarcely  elapsed,  when  the 
young  heir  excused  himself  from  further  explana- 
tion for  the  present,  and  placing  the  affair  in  Uie 
hands  of  one  so  able  to  undertake  it,  he  led  the 
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cation.  And,  indeed,  all  their  apprehensions 
were  quieted  by  some  two  or  three  amongst 
themselves,  who,  under  a  pretence  of  putting  a 
stop  to  further  ;:rmi>i(sity  ImMMb  the  young 
men,  really  delayed  their  journey  for  the  ex- 
press purpose  of  beholding  the  total  develop- 
ment and  upshot  of  the  affair. 

The  following  morning,  the  redoubted  rap- 
tain,  the  bearer  of  a  challenge  from    Frechim. 
■i'il  on  Basil  Forde.  and  politely  hinted  (he 
necessity  of  an  apology,  at  the  same  time 

rest  riet  inn  tin-  nature  of  llic  terms  in  which  it 
was  to  be  couched,  while  he  drew  with  much 
accuracy,  and  some  gratuitous  precaution,  thr 
line  of  conduct  destined  to  be  pursued  in  this 
and  the  like  emergencies.  But  he  left,  in  t: 
by  his  own  exposition  of  the  case,  no  opening 
for  escape,  had  such  been  the  intention  or  will 
of  cither  party ;  and  was  therefore  not  disagree- 
ably surprised  at  the  success  of  his  powers, 
when  Basil,  in  default  of  the  young  heir's  v; 
factory  explanation  of  his  own  share  in  the 
transaction,  expressed  not  only  an  inclination 
to  abide  by,  but  a  desire  to  meet  half  way.  the 
vol.  in.  r 
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as  a  man   may,  in  the  depth  of  hia  distress, 
QUMter  to  bumetf  and  make  available. 

The  heir  of  Fairlawn  heard  his  friend's  deci- 
sion, though  In-  might  have  well  guessed  it.  yet 
with  an  extra  pang  i>f  sorrow  and  regret.  How- 
ever, it  was  a  fully  and  a  madness  into  which 
In-  had  been  drawn,  for  he  had  promised  Con- 
stance Maravel  to  reveal  nothing,  her  sinter'* 
honour  was  at  stake,  though  worthless  yet 
to  be  defended,  and  he  must  remain  silent: 
he  resolved  to  do  so;  and  then  the  insult  of 
his  friend — it  had  been  witnessed,  and  it  was 
felt,  and  his  only  way  was  to  go  forward.  But 
the  hour  must  come,  and  it  would  be  seen  how 
he  would  act. 

In  the  interval  his  generous  mind  was 
tossed  to  and  fro  amid  the  variable  sensations 
that  arose  there  j  and  as  the  evening  came 
on — the  last  evening  that  he  might  live — some 
natural  foreboding  and  uncertainty  pervaded 
him.  The  studious  Huntley  and  Miss  Free- 
ling  had  remarked  his  depression,  though  far 
from  divining  the  cause  or  motive  of  it.  lit 
had  settled  his  earthly  concerns,  and  while  the 
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brothers  as  soon  as  may  be :  to  bequeath  her  t<  > 
your  care,  to  leave  her  in  your  protection,  will 
be  my  consolation.  When  1  am  gone,  she  may 
yet  rind  comfort." 

"  Gone !  gone !  "  ejaculated  the  other  in  be- 
wilderment, u  what,  air,  do  you  mean  ?  The 
presentiment  of  death  is  the  superstition  of 
weakness  j  or  it  had  been  recognised  ere  BOD 
as  the  pretadt  of  misery  or  unforeseen  disaster. 
My  excellent  friend,  what  may  the  meaning 
of  this  be?" 

"  The  election.  I  shall  be  absent  for  ;« 
time,"  replied  Horace,  in  MOM  confusion  ; 
••  i ny  intended  journey.  Though  Huntley,  if 
it  were  my  last  long  pilgrimage,  bo  assured, 
or  let.  me  hope  it,  that  in  confiding  to  you 
the  happiness  of  one  so  dear  to  me,  I  haw 
placed  a  trust  in  such  hands  as  will  treat  it 
sacredly.  Cherish  her,  protect  her,  even  for 
my  sake ; — but  I  am  full  of  folly  to  night ! "  and 
with  a  faint  smile  he  quitted  the  apartment,  all 
his  intentions  of  serious  converse,  by  the  M> 
ture  of  the  subject,  for  ever  interrupted.  Tin 
learned  man  shook  his  head,  while  his  looks 
followed  wistfully  his  patron's  departure. 
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On  that  night  Mary  Freeling  delayed 
lingered  near  her  brother  to  the.  latest  hour: 
hut  when  she  bade  him  good  m-hi. 
vous  and  convulsive  pressure  with  which  he 
held  her  to  his  bosom,  together  with  aiomt- 
ihfag  snScmnin  his  parting  from  her,  provoked, 
even  in  her  placid  mind,  an  apprehension  and  a 
wue.  as  new  as  it  was  unaccountable  :  and,  for 
the  book-worm  Huntley,  he  never  passed  bo 
many  hours  void  of  all  abstraction,  fur  rest  was 
denied  him,  and  sleep  fled  from  his  pillow  | 
thought  of  Freeling  ami  CODMHI  En  his  suffer- 
ings, during  the  whole  night,  alone  occupying 
the  brains  of  the  afflicted  student.  I  lis 
pathy  was  possibly  more  strong,  since  Marv 
Freeling  had  ascribed  her  brother's  melancholy 
to  some  disappointment  from  Miss  M  a  ravel ; 
and  thus  the  fate  of  his  benefactor  place  i. 
contradistinction  with  his  own,  appeared  on 
that  acCOmtt  the  more  unhappy  and  pitiable. 

Meanwhile,  Rasil  Korde  had  found  a  second 
in  some  acquaintance  resident  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  hamlet ;  and  having  no  tern- 
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porary  concerns  to  occupy  him,  he  delivered 
liiniMll  tu  the  mental  torture  incident  upon  his 
situation,  and  passed  the  intervening  period  in 
all  the  restless  anguish  of  incertitude  and  re- 
gret, of  passion  and  despair  combined.  Ho 
was,  it  is  true,  indifferent  to  the  destiny  that 
awaited  him,  for  he  could  be  regretted  by 
none,  who  claimed  no  kindred  in  the  world 
around  him ;  and  yet  the  recollection  of  More- 
ton  of  the  Grange  wiped  away  the  bitterness 
of  that  feeling,  and  made  him  lament  the 
thought  that  thus  possessed  him,  till,  touched 
by  Uic  kindness  of  gratitude,  he  shunned  the 
presence  of  his  friend,  for  he  had  grown  suspi- 
cious of  himself,  and  of  that  respect  that 
now,  at  least,  was  no  longer  to  be  controlled. 
To  have  seen  Mnreton  would  have  been  to  < 
pose  his  sentiments,  and  therefore  he  shunned 
him,  and  the  last  memory  of  this  day  should 
Ims,  with  many  others,  devoted  to  Constance 
Maravel. 

In  the  wood,  therefore,  he  spent  the  better 
portion  of  his  time,  strolling  to  every  haunt. 
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only  to  return  always  t'i  that  dear  home  \« 
she  dwelt,  and  wl  K  >noc  agi. 

that  it  were  permitted  him  to  babold  her.     By 
the  stran c<-  power  i.f  love  she  waa  still 

iriun  all  reproach,  and   still   hal- 
lowed to  his  soul  beyond  aught   else    foimi 
the  breathing  world  l>e*ide.     One  glimp 
however,  caught  of  her,  and  rendered  fared  ba 
hi*  fancy,  for  it  was  l>elicvod  to  be  the  hut. 

The  night  came  on,  and  it  wjis  dark,  ami 
humid,  mid  j.taih\s.i,  mid  moonless,  and  witi, 
shadow  ;  lint  still  he  lingered  there  in  tlic  deep 
wretchedness  of  misery,  that,  like   the   ni 
aruutid   him,   was  as  if    shut  against   future 
hope,  and  closed  for  ever  to  advancing  bright- 
ness;  and   surely  the  gloom  of   despair    that 
overwhelmed   him,   was  never  to  be   effaced, 
lie  had  been  long  sunk  in  this  abstract; 
the  nothingness  of   entire  desolation,   when  a 
harp   was  touched,   and    by    htr   L-.ml.    ami    it 
vibrated  at  once  through   every  nerve.     The 
air  was  one  he  had  oftentimes  delighted  in. 
as  sung  to  him  by  her,  and  her  voice,  which 
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was  the  breathing  spirit  of  nature  itself,  im- 
pressed the  following  words  i 

M  In  reforn,  my  «oul.  In  algha  and  te»r», 
Of  reatlcM  paaalon  and  of  atrife, 

In  luting  hopei  and  (waxing  f«ar» 
Lament  tbr  bondage  of  ■  life  1 

It  pn»»w  at  yon  cloud  away. 

"Tu  gone— and  awifbtr  (Inn  the  day. 

Mourn  not,  my  heart— thy  gulden  youth, 
Thy  lore'a  rntet  viainn  why  regret  I 

Though  bright  and  beautiful  at  truth. 
Shim  n.r,  liul  only  rise  to  »et. 

Thy  treaturet  were  not  meant  to  keep, 

Why—  foolish  lover-  wherefore  weep.' 

Oh,  ipiritl   though  with  anxioun  wing 
Thou  beat  the  portal  of  high  lira  von. 

At  rialng  odour*  upward  tpring 
To  be  by  temprits  baeknard  drivi  n  . 

Yet,  thou  nivul  linger  in  thy  |iain — 

Thy  •trrngtli  and  atruggle  art  in  Tain. 

Then  rrtt  in  peaceful  frawpiil  nwt, 
Heart,  anul.  ud  .pint,  ever  free, — 

The  parent  land  whure  live  the  blest 
•Shine* — Warlike—  and  for  thee. 

The  happy  future  utill  cornea  on ; 

Ceaae,  nature — ceate  to  mourn. 

The  song  here  died  away,  and  its  Mm 

of    melody  ended;   but    Basil,    at  once    en 
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tranced,  still  listened  until  the 
was  buried  and  loat  in  siknee, 
it  yet  sounded  to  bis  senses,  and  wrapt  aha 
still  in  peaceful  delusion.  It  warn  no  longer 
the  agony  of  passion  that  strove  within  him, 
or  the  apathy  of  desperation  that  engrossed 
him,  but  a  deep  and  holy  sorrow  pervaded 
him,  the  thoughts  of  his  boyhood  letuntrd 
fresh  upon  him,  together  with  the  later  dreams 
of  his  youth ;  and  when,  at  hut,  he  resolved, 
and  turned  his  steps  from  the  Priory,  a  kind 
of  strange   fortitude  had  taken  possession  of 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Hut  thou  the  power  straight  with  thy  gory  binds 
To  rip  thy  image  from  hi*  bleeding  heart  ? 
To  scratch  thy  name  from  out  the  holy  hook 
Of  hi*  remembrance  ;    and  to  wound  hl>  name 
That  holds  thy  name  so  dear  I  or  re»d  hi*  heart 
To  whom  Uiy  heart  was  knit  and  join"d  together  ? 

Tno«.  Hnauoi 


The  light  of  Ukj  morning  DOV  broke  through 
the  eastern  horizon,  ant!  tinged  the  dim  twi- 
light clouds  with  the  reviving  glory  of  day. 
It  was.  however,  hut  a  scattered  and  imperfect 
beauty  that  waa  visible  in  the  sky,  for  the 
thick  autumnal  vapours  in  part  obscured  it, 
reflecting  upon  their  surface  such  hues  of  va- 
riable brightness  as  were  too  vivid  to  lie  COD* 
ended,  and  refracting,  in  many  a  radiant  gleam, 
the  rays  of  sunshi:  mke  athwart  their 

obscurity.    The  wind  blew  strong,  yet  haJmy 
witb  the  last  offerings  of  the  fragrance  of  sum- 
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mer ;  and  though  a  chill  broke  ever  and  anon 
across  it,  it  was  still  rich  with  the  mellowness 
of  the  passing  season,  and  still  wore  the  tran- 
sient glow  of  that  which  waa  gone.  It  was 
becoming  a  sweet  and  heavenly  morn,  full  of 
promise,  and  more  full  still  of  peace  and  de- 
light, when  the  hour  drew  nigh  for  the  ap- 
pointed meeting. 

The  woods  at  this  time  presented  a  far 
different  aspect  than  any  we  have  hitherto 
depicted.  Their  native  verdure  was  partly 
stripped  away,  and  the  once  green  leaves  were 
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the  mutability  of  time,  and  the  decrees  of  fate. 
Above  head,  the  half  dismantled  branches 
groaned  heavily  to  the  wind,  and  between 
every  pause,  a  shower  of  loosened  leaves  was 
blown  downward,  and  filled  up  the  void  with 
its  sound.  Around,  however,  the  still  vi- 
gorous and  shady  growth  of  the  forest,  and  all 
its  rank  luxuriance  Of  wilderness,  there  now 
and  then  was  seen  the  skeleton  trunk  of  some 
old  tree,  strong  in  majestic  barrenness,  and 
lifting  its  naked  stem  before  the  sky,  ready  for 
coming  desolation ;  and  not  unfrequently, 
where  the  thin  verdure  grew  but  scantUy,  the 
nests  of  birds  were  revealed,  perched  up  be- 
tween heaven  and  earth,  and  waving  with  the 
pliant  boughs  whereon  they  rested. 

Through  such  a  scene  the  puttM  look  their 
way  to  the  Gipsies'  Glen,  and  arrived  upon  the 
ipot  as  nearly  as  possible  I  OgVtbl  r.  The  first 
movement  of  each  among  them,  was  to  turn  a 
penetrating  glance  into  the  far  shadows  of  this 
mysterious  place,  but  nothing,  however,  was  to 
be  seen,  for  it  was,  in  truth,  unoccupied.     Yet, 
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from  the  depth  of  its  obscurity,  and  from  its 
dread  silence,  there  were  two  among  the  party 
who  mournfully  turned  away,  for  it  was  em- 
blematic of  that  darkness  and  dead  serenity 
which  might  be  made  in  a  few  short  minutes 
the  fate  of  either  of  them.  Meantime,  thev 
stood  on  the  verge  of  the  Glen,  the  industrious 
captain  measuring  the  ground,  and  performing 
the  other  duties  of  an  able  second,  with  much 
exactness  and  ardent  zest  and  satisfaction. 
The  other  gentleman,  a  friendly  and  prudent 
man,  a  long  time  intimate  with  both  parties  in 
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crease  by  untimely  rashness,  the  unhappiueis 
of  that  difference  that  already  existed  between 
them. 

It  was  remarked,  however,  that  Frceling 
studiously  uvoided  the  sight  of  his  friend, 
his  downcast  looks  and  stifled  and  broken 
speech,  testifying  sufficiently  that  an  undue 
proportion  of  tenderness  mingled  with  his 
present  feelings.  It  was,  indeed,  with  hint 
something  between  tears  and  a  sentiment  of  he- 
roism that  overcame  him ;  but  Freeling  could 
feign  a  certain  buoyancy  of  spirit,  and  feign 
it  well :  yet  could  we  describe  the  stem  regret 
tlial.  lived  in  both  their  hearts,  and  the  con- 
cealed friendship  felt  and  deeply  lamented,  it 
would  prove  an  extreme  of  torture  that  is 
neither  to  be  imagined  nor  envied. 

The  mien  of  Uasil  mils,  nevertheless,  essen- 
tially different.  He  came  to  the  ground  with 
the  conviction  of  injury,  and  with  an  earnest 
and  unwavering  gaze  fixed  upon  his  early 
friend,  ho  more  than  half  hoped  that  some 
elucidation  of  his  conduct  might  take  place, 
or  that  the  past  might  prove  B  fearful  dream, 
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from  which  he  found  himself  happily  and  at 
last  awaking.  The  fever  of  high  excitation 
was  marked  upon  His  brow,  flushed  and  burn- 
ing with  the  intensity  of  mental  agony ;  and  he 
was  tossed  amid  vague  and  overwhelming 
emotions,  in  which  he  was  so  entirely  lost, 
that  all  around  him  only  added  to  the  con- 
fusion of  liis  mind,  until  all  volition  was  de- 
nied to  the  impulses  that  struggled  within  him. 
In  truth,  reason  had,  at  this  moment,  almost 
departed,  and  every  thought  was  alike  uncer- 
tain, shadowy,  and  unsubstantial,  that  floated 


PIERCE  FALCON.  1 13 

here  it  was  politely  hinted  that  all  picliminary 
KMBMnmti  were  over,  and  that  the  time  was 
passing  away. 

The  sun  now  broke  out  most  gloriously, 
and  gilded  every  object  nciir  them  with  re- 
novated bright nes*.  The  two  young  men 
took  their  stations  as  marked  out  for  them ; 
and  here  Basil  Forde  withdrew  his  gaze  from 
the  other,  and  a  thrill  of  intense  agitation 
|i:.'M''i  ovaf  bimj  «inir  tiu  fotuig  hell  lifted 
up  his  looks  firmly  upon  his  old  friend,  and 
was  as  suddenly  calm,  and  wrapt  in  serene 
composure;  there  might  even  he  a  kindly  ex- 
pression floating  upon  his  countenance. 

The  signal  was  given,  and  they  fired.  The 
generous-hearted  Frecling  discharged  his  pistol 
in  the  air,  while  the  ball  of  his  adversary,  sxviti 
in  its  destructive  flight,  entered  his  right  side, 
and  he  fell  to  tli<-  I ••irlli.  One  moment  inter- 
vened after  the  discharge,  and  it  was  a  monu  ni 
lengthening  into  interminable,  horror  to  the  soul 
of  Basil  Forde.  He  had  seen  his  friend  fall, 
and  he  remained  fixed  to  the  ground  in  cold 
desolation  where  he  stood. 
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Before  even  the  sound  of  the  report  had 
died  away,  and  before  the  seconds  had  time  to 
advance,  the  voice  of  Moreton  of  the  Grange 
was  heard,  and  wildly  and  with  his  full  power 
tearing  away  the  brambles  that  impeded  him, 
he  sprang  into  the  Glen. 

"  Who  has  done  this  ? " '  he  cried,  though 
breathlessly,  yet  in  sudden  excitement,  bat 
looking  round  him  he  drew  near  the  unfortunate 
Freeling.  '•  Oh !  nature,  nature ! "  he  groaned ; 
"  thy  ways  are  perverted  in  us,  and  thy  wisdom 
and    mercies    are    forgotten.       Was    it    thus 
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resumed  as  he  went;  "  all  that  is  heavmly,  || 
driven  out  from  amongst  us— exiled  from  the 
earth ;  it  is  alone  fit  for  such  us  we ;"  and  per- 
ceiving that  one  of  the  seconds  had  fled  for 
assistance,  he  yielded  a  groan,  and  continued 
his  attempts  to  recall  the  senses  of  the  unfor- 
tunate Frccling. 

The  dead  silence  around,  which  seemed  to 
breathe  despair  upon  all  his  efforts,  was,  at 
length,  broken  by  a  cry  so  fraught  with  woe,  as 
Unit  it  smote  upon  the  heart  and  bruin  of  all 
who  heard  it.  It  was  from  Basil  Korde ;  for 
as  a  flash  of  lightning  the  truth  had  now  burst 
upon  liim,  and  the  conviction  of  his  misery 
was  fell. 

"  Oh  God  !  Oh  Ood  !"  he  cried;  «  was  this 
t>r<l:iimil  ;  lh-.ir  with  me  yet,  for  I  am  most 
accursed  !"  And  all  his  long  uU'rctum,  the  in- 
famy of  murder,  and  the  dark  horror  of  the 
scene  l>eforc  him  rolled  over  his  lost  soul,  and 
swept  away  the  last  poor  wreck  of  comfort 
that  had  been  left  tltcre.  Wrapt  in  the  loneli- 
ness of  woe,  and  incapable  of  action  or  further 
speech,    he    approached   the   spot   where   Hi 
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Moreton  of  tlic  Grange  heaved  forth  another 
groan,  and  vented  another  abjuration  of  man- 
kind; for  the  few  moments  that  had  passed  at 
the  fountain,  though  burdened  with  woe,  had 
been  short  and  fleeting j  but  no  aid  was  yet 
arriving. 

"  Tears  arc  for  women,"  said  he  ;  "  away  to 
the  Priory,  or  the  brave  youth  will  die."  And 
again  he  lifted  him  in  his  arms,  and  pom' 
to  the  second,  who  lingered  behind  to  aid  Imn 
in  the  tuft,  they  hastened  towards  the  febodi 
of  the  Mararels. 

"  The  living  beauty  of  the  world  around  us," 
he  muttered,  as  they  proceeded ;  "  from  heaven 
down  to  earth,  is  full  of  happiness ;  the  intel- 
lectual spirit  that  is  within  us  participates  in 
all  things,  and  is  rich  with  the  blessings  of 
peace;  but  life  and  human  nature,  the  man, 
the  being,  is  pcTfi  (M  i"  its  own  misery. 
Youth,  youth  is  simple,  searching  after  sorrow  ; 
man,  man  is  wise  to  scorn  it.  Ah,  sirs!  this 
life  is  but  the  hell  of  suffering— too  happy 
when  we  die."  As  these  words  came  slowly 
from  him,  he  bore  his  insensible  burden  for- 
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ward  with  an  unflinching  vigour,  and  at  a  tinii 
and  swift  pace,  which  dd  utmo>c  . 

of  his  com  i  «licn  urged  by 

the   excitement    hi'  Nrror  and  the  goadin 
inward  anxiety.     Tin •>,  at  length,  reached  the 
Priory  gates,  where  the  old  gipsy  woman  was 
prowling,  being  bent  upon  some  secret  embassy 
from  PtKOB  Falcon. 

\  in  I  ye  CQmt  this  wif  too  !  "    sui<l  the  wo- 
man, willi  mournful  satisfaction.      "  I  tol<l 

it  was;  yes,  dcatli   is  there, — dark,  dark, 
dark.    The  words  were  spoken  and  arc  true,  for 
it  was  known  to  mc,  and  he  shall  die — bi 
the  sun  goes  down,  he  shall  be  dead." 

"Hag!    woman!"     cried   Moreton    of 
Grange;  M  count  the  hours  of  thine  own 
and  be  believed ;  but  here,  open  the  gato,   and 
back  to  the  village,  and  send  hither  the  woman 
of  my  huuseliolil,  and  order  a  post-chaise  at 
the  Grange  in  an  hour's  time ;  be  secret  ' 

The  donation  thrown  to  her  made  the  ser- 
vice acceptable,  and  the  woman  wandered  a  nay 
in  gratified  haste;  but  by  this  time  they  had 
entered  the  liall  of  the  Priory.     At  the  n<> 
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incident  upon  their  entrance,  Constance  Ma- 
ravel  came  forth.  In  ghastly  silence  she  be- 
held the  dying  form  of  Frccbng  in  the  arms  of 
Moreton ;  and  as  they  came  forward,  the  death- 
like shadow  of  our  hero,  who  still  in  speechless 
horror  pursued  his  friend,  broke  at  once  upon 
her  vision.  With  prophetic  certainty  the  truth 
was  revealed  to.  her,  and  she  gazed  upon  Mo- 
race  Frceling,  and  then  upon  him  she  loved, 
and  with  the  sound  of  one  who  is  Mrmk  down 
never  to  rise  again,  she  sunk  at  tin 
Basil  Fordc. 

Walking  like  one  in  a  dream,  he  raised  her 
to  his  bosom  with  the  strong  energy  of  a  last 
embrace,  and  this  was  the  full  bitterness  of  the 
cup  he  tasted :  he  shuddered  as  he  held  her  to 
his  heart.  '•  Most  miserable  wretch  I "  he  mur- 
mured ;  here  ends  my  fate, — yes,  she  is  slain. 
Yet  dear  and  precious,  I  have  loved  her  but 
for  this ;  there,  take  her,  and  use  her  kindly  ! " 
and  witii  despairing  calmness  he  resigned  her 
to  the  charge  of  a  domestic,  and  followed  once 
more  his  friend.  Here,  hovering  by  Freelinga 
side,  a  world  and  a  life  seemed  passing  avuiy 
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,T3  be  again  looked  up;  hut 
the  burning  tears  .■  '  le,  auch  tear*  i 

truu.  l  fust   u ; 

were  repaid  by  ■  r   tlji-   hi 

Frecling,  that  told  tl  ,,,    |>,. 

and  friendship,  i 

them.    All  the  enduring  nature  of  i  ho  past, 
ind  all  its   dear  reliance, 
tared  to  them,  end    doubly  hallo* 
because    in   this   dread   hour    of    wreti 

u  again  permitted  them  to  1. 
other,  and  to  glory  that  they  did  so.     In 
most  sad  and  silent  communion,  a  full  forgiv 
ness  passed  between  them,  and  i- 
their  hearts  were  again  united.       But    wot 
were  denied  then  and  when  at  tlu- 

rival  uf  the  surgeon,  Kreeling  motioned  tim 
his  friend  should   depart,   Basil  relapse 
that  apathy  of  woe  tliat  is  equally  witlioi: 
or   other  outward   demonstration.       Freelimr 
with  the  ktlt exertion  of  nature,  now  nmrmureii 
commands  ami   kindness,   pardon   and    hope, 
and    with    one    last   and    holy   sentiment 
friendly  love,  breathed  out  in  one   long 
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lingering   embrace,    the   wretched    Basil    was 
forced  from  the  apartment. 

And  here  Colonel  Maravcl  appeared  and 
urged  his  instant  flight;  and  Jessy,  with  all 
her  wonted  and  affected  assiduity,  exerted  her- 
self to  press  his  departure,  to  arrange  his  plan 
of  escape,  and  to  assume  such  amiable  interest 
in  his  situation  as  was  deemed  requisite  and  fit. 
But  all  their  plans  were  at  once  set  aside  by 
the  entrance  of  Moreton,  who,  with  a  solemn 
air,  brought  the  last  wish  of  Freeling,  and  his 
very  kindest  entreaties  that  Basil  would,  in 
case  of  accident,  seek  his  own  safety,  und 
firmly  trust  in  those  hope*  of  recovery  that 
were  yet  allowed  them.  The  impenetrable  and 
stoic  apathy  of  Moreton  revealed  nothing  fur- 
ther, and  they  were  left  to  surmise  the  rest. 
Yet,  this  message  needed  to  be  repeated  many 
times,  and  enforced  with  some  argument  and 
decision,  before  OUT  hero  could  be  made  to 
understand  or  listen  to  the  measures  it  advised ; 
and  even,  at  last,  he  was  only  compelled  to 
quit  the  place,  being  literally  dragged,  in  a 
state  of  absolute  stupor,  from   the  miserable 
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seaae.      Hn  eyes  saw  not,  dot  did 
h«my  thing  bat  the  word*  that 
■fcisptred  to  his  mmo,  the  form  of 
dying  before  Ins  sight. 

'  The  green  tree  it  struck  down,"  said  ! 
too  of  the  Grange ;  "  sad  many  son* 
pass  sway  before  one  verdant  bod  shall  *\* 
again.  Well,  well '  the  heart  is  strong 
and  man  is  frail ;  the  weak  endure,  the 
if  Kitend  their  wrongs,  and  so  the  body 
yet,  e\tu  with  tlie  huur.  The  spirit  flourishn 
beyond  all  time,  but  man,  man  in  this  dart 
world,  beast-like,  his  soul  is  lost,  his  bodj 
thrives ;  or  the  pure  heavenly  nature  wears  i 
the  carcase  or  the  case  it  lives  in,  and 
hack  to  earth  before  its  time,  as  worth' 
as  vile.  This  is  the  fear,  that  the  hot  fire  shall 
break  the  fragile  vase.  Strange  weakness1 
strength  unknown,  humanity  is— is  but  a  nj 
F.nongh  of  it." 

Such  were  tlie  thought*  of  Morcton 
stepped  into  the  chaise  that  conveyed  Mm  and 
our  hero  from  the  village,  and  though  wiUi 
many  a   moral  remark,  and  philosophic 
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crude  aphorism,  his  sensibility  was  insidiously 
attempted  to  be  concealed,  though  bluntnen 
and  roughness  might  counterfeit  indifference, 
yet  too  surely  destiny  had  now  played  too 
deep  a  game  for  Morcton  of  the  Grange,  and 
the  last  venture  waa  lost  by  him ;  fur  no  effort 
could  any  longer  dissemble  his  native  tender- 
ness for  Basil,  his  interest  in  F reeling,  and  his 
sympathy  with  nil  that  had  occurred,  and  with 
all  he  left  behind  him. 

The  two  seconds  had,  meantime,  and  in 
haste,  retired  and  sou»ht  their  own  safety  :  the 
one  full  of  dread  and  perplex  it}-;  and  the  duellist 
captain  declaring  that  it  was  an  ugly  affair! 
but  thai  these  tlnn.'s  would  happen,  and  that 
nothing  could  be  more  honourable  than  the 
conduct,  of  all  parties.  But  our  thoughts  linger 
round  the  shades  of  Nun's  Priory. 

The  young  heir,  from  the  moment  of  his 
adieu  with  Basil  Fordc,  felt  the  secret  sense  of 
inward  weakness,  which  seems  to  imply  that 
help  nr  humim  counsel  may  never  more  avail; 
nor  did  mortal  word  plead  even  a  hope  against 
it.  Huntley  was  beside  him  to  minister  to  the 
o  -» 


PIERCE  PAL. 


dying  wishes  of  his  patron,  in   which 
aerricc  the  poor  tutor  was  only  interrupt 

ii  bursts  of  sorrow  as  were  not  to  be  sub- 
dued, for  grntitu.1. ,  though  speechless,  will 
plead  and  will   he  heard  ,,t<(  the  last 

The  heroic  resolution  of  Preeling  was  not 

iid  during  the  pauses  of  his 
he  wrote  a  few  words,  and  intrusted 
secret  oimhih'ju-e,  to  the  charge  of  Hunt 
lei  tin-,  his  earthly  concerns  and  hea\ 
hopes  employed  him.  In  this,  they  were  onh 
interrupted  by  the  return  of  the  Colonel  witl: 
Miss  Freeling,  who,  possessed  of  equal  fortit 
and  mildness,  stilled  her  complaints,  tod 
prepared  to  soften  by  her  presence  that  de 
she  must  witness.  On  beholding  her,  Freeling 
aroused  his  fainting  energies,  and   closed  hia 

■  ith  a  sentiment  as  natural  in  him 
it  was  touching. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Mary,"  said  he,  "  and  yc 
good  Huntley.     This  is  a  sad  mistake,  ant 
hare  been  to  blame.     For  Basil  Forde,  1  I 
and  I  love  him]   therefore,  when  I  nzu 
protect  him  from  all  wrong  on  my  ac 
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defend  him,  yes,  as  you  would  a  brother,  and  1 
him  hippy1.     TIiin  is  my  lust  command." 

"  Oh,  brother,  it  is  sacred,"  murmured  Mary 
Freeling. 

"Mr.  Ilni.uv."  said  the  tutor,  "you  happy  I 
Oh,  sir,  that  such  a  wretch  aa  I  should  live  and 
you  "  But  here  his  words  were  inter- 
rupted by  his  friend. 

"  Huntley,"  sighed  he,  "arraign  not  Heaven, 
nor  weep  that  it  should  be  so.  One  other 
word.  My  Mary,  let  me  give  you  a  friend  even 
dearer  than  myself,  to  cherish  when  I  am  gone. 
Dear  Huntley,  never  let  her  know  my  loss ; 
fur  me,  my  time  is  near."  And  now  sume 
thought  seemed  labouring  at  his  heart,  but  was 
buried  in  a  sigh. 

For  some  hours  he  had  lain  thus,  when  his 
sister  stooping  to  catch  the  words  that  did  not 
escape  his  lips,  heard  something  that  seemed 
the  breathing  name  of  Constance.  She  knew, 
for  who  does  not  ?  these  fond  desires  and  last 
human  aspirations  of  the  heart,  and  this  one 
word  was  as  a  revelation  to  her.  The  gentle 
Constance  was  summoned  to  his  side.      But 


You  are  aB, 
from  the  swoon  in  wnsds  he  |». 

tude,  oh  Miss  Minrd,  a]]  »  krrr :  da 
stance,  eren  that  may  be  forgiiu  on*  i1 
long  sigh  closed  the  conaeanon.     It 
tint,  tbc  only,  and  the  last  weakness  of  a  i 
whose  ways  were  those  of  gentleness,  and  i 
actions  breathed  of  the  generosity  of  « 
truth. 

But  how  may  we  describe   the  horror 
consternation  that  this  fatal  duel  spread 
the  villagers,  who  having  known    the 
i  from  their  childhood,  honoured  the  or 
benefactor  and  master,  and  the  other 
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eir  counsellor  and  friend  ?     The  hamlet  was 
c  wild  scene  of  commotion,  where  fear  and 
urmise  spoke  in  smothered  whispers,  and  awe- 
ck  groups  vrcre  scattered   up   and  down, 
escanring  in  wonderment  upon  the  cause  of 
the  quarrel,  the  (lying  state  of  the  young  heir, 
and  the  (light  of  liis  friend;    all  minds  being 
divided  by  regret  for  Freeling,  and  uncertainty 
and  trepidation  with  regard  to  the  future  safety 
of  Basil  Porde.     But  then  old  Moreton  would 
sure  protect  his  own  son  (for  such  was  the 
relationship  that,  with  the  aid  of  Mrs.  Mykc 
had  been  lately  supposed  to  exist  between  our 
hero  and  his  ringnkv  friend) ;  as  for  money, 
ever)-  one  knew  that  the  master  of  the  Grange 
could  buy  the  good-will  of  King  or  Commons, 
if  he  needed  it,  and  so  the  youth  would  not 
gel  into  BOOB  disgrace.     Such  were  their  rustic 
arguments,  only  interlarded  by  sagacious  hints, 
and  half  expressions  of  a  strange  import,  thai 
a  duel  fought  on  such  haunted  ground,  and  in 
the  drear  confines  of  the  Gipsies'  Glen,  must 
needs  be  most  unfortunate  and   fraught  with 
death  or  future  ruin  to  the  survivors. 
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Such  was  the  discourse  from  hour  to  hour, 
only  broken  by  the  frequent  return  of  certain 
self-elected  messengers,  who  employed  them- 
selves in  running  up  and  down  from  the  Priory 
to  collect  information  of  the  situation  of  Fret- 
ling  ;  if  there  were  any  change  for  the  better,  if 
he  were  still  living ;  nor  did  they  fail  to  exact 
answers  to  all  the  infinitude  of  questions  that 
their  kind  partiality  suggested,  or  good-hearted 
anxiety  excused.  Their  return  to  the  hamlet 
was  expected  with  eagerness,  and  amply  re- 
warded by  the  clatter  of  debate  and  contest  of 
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and  behind  yon  rising  eminence,  the  sound  was 
now  lost  to  the  earn ;  and  now  agnin,  as  it 
dashed  along  in  extremest  rapidity  down  the 
declivity  of  the  hill,  it  was  again  recognised  and 
hailed  instantly  as  the  happy  omen  of  assist- 
ance. In  an  instant,  every  casement  was 
thronged  and  door  thrown  open  to  greet  and 
behold  it;  and  presently  it  sped  into  the  hamlet, 
sparks  of  hot  fire  flashing  from  the  wheels,  and 
the  white  foam  hanging  mi  the  haunches  of 
the  noble  animals,  as  it  whirled  by  them. 

The  phantom  of  Kangeley  "s  eager  countenance 
was  beheld  breaking  from  the  open  window  of 
the  vehicle,  and  a  stentorian  voice,  striking 
distinctly  on  the  tympanum  of  the  ear  to  which 
it  was  addressed,  made  the  one  demand  if  the 
young  heir  win  still  living.  A  loud  answer 
re-echoed  it  back,  the  wild  wuvc  of  a  hand 
responded  in  return,  and  the  carriage  wheeled 
instantly  down  the  avenue  tliat  led  to  ho 
Priory,  followed  in  its  swift  progress  by  the 
most  anxious  among  the  [leasnnts  and  tcnani 
who  were  now  intent  on  hi-.iring  first,  and  bear- 
ing back  to  their  companions,  the  opinion  de- 
O  5 
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tlic  bare  idea  the  spirits  (if  the  assembled  group 
revived ;  while  Rangeley's  mute  pause  of  agita- 
tion degenerated  at  OOd  into  triumphal  loqua- 
city, his  woe-licgone  visage  distended  with  a 
grim  smile ;  and  it  i?  averred  that  lie  uncon- 
sciously pointiil  his  toe  before  him,  in  the 
attitude  of  one  about  to  commence  that  figura- 
tive and  swift  action  of  the  feet  in  which  he 
most  delighted.  Kimugh,  but  let  it  be  uA 
stood  that  this  last  fact  is  not  incontrovertible. 
However,  it  is  decidedly  known),  that  after  a 
wear)'  night  of  suspense  ami  misery,  a  succes- 
sion of  many  hours  passed  away  in  such  con- 
scious sorrow  and  deep  distress  as  may  be  only 
felt  on  such  occasions ;  it  is  known,  that  this 
most  skilful  practitioner  in  the  noble  art  of 
surgery  was  enabled  to  gfot  ftrthfll  comfort 
and  hope  to  those  urouml  him.  tnd  t<>  hint  tliat 
the  ease  displayed  more  than  one  favourable 
symptom  of  cure. 

At  the  first  intimation  of  this  the  village 
looked  again  like  itself.  The  labour  of  hus- 
bandry and  the  tillage  of  the  fields  were  re- 
newed,  and  time  no   IflngOf  devoted   to   idle 
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regret,  but  spent  in  the  better  exercise  of  happy 
anticipation.  At  the  Priory  the  hearts  of  the 
inhabitants  expanded  at  once  into  hope;  and 
Rangeley  took  occasion,  in  many  an  interval 
of  her  attendance,  to  whisper  a  soft  sentence 
to  his  rustic  without  reproof,  the  Colonel 
returned  to  his  old  recreation,  and  Jessy  re- 
assumed  her  playful  vanities.  But  still  the 
tutor  Huntley  betrayed  a  calm  and  philosophic 
hesitation  of  joy,  and  Mary  Freeling  and  Con- 
stance awaited  in  trembling  reliance  the  event, 
or  in  a  kind  embrace  with  one  another  ex- 
changed words  of  comfort  and  peaceful 


CHAPTER  V. 

Oh.  vain  deceit!   I  cannot  coien  time, 

Or  pal  off  memory  i  nriw  again  to  «nr, 
Aj  mirth  that  wakrna  joy,  tlie  matin  chime 

Shall  Jtrike  a  mlcoiw  call  to  field  or  l«a ; 
My  heart  no  more  may  mor'd  or  melted  be 

By  old  aceustom'd  acenca  and  soundi,  which 
Drew  team  thai  hajioiiicaj  might  boaat  to  act ; 

Of  peace,  of  joy,  of  comfort,  all  -  amere'd, 
Man'i  doom  i«  well  faltill'd.  hii  primal  fate  revera'd  | 

Tna  Solitary. 

It  is  quite  lime  that  the  reader  should  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  events  that  were 
detailed  to  the  heir  of  Fairlawn,  on  the  morn- 
ing  of  his  vinit  to  Moreton  of  the  Grange,  as 
recounted  in  one  of  the  chapters  of  this  his- 
tory ;  and  sometimes  we  shall  make  use  of  his 
precise  words  in  the  devclopement  of  the  facts 
then  related. 

It  happened  that  in  Morcton's  early  days, 
he  was  the  constant  companion  of  a  youth, 
who,    being    under   the   guardianship  of    his 
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father,   partook  the  instructions    and   am 
mcnta,   and,   indeed,    even,-    or  her    advantage 
incident    to  their  equal  rank  and   pretensions 
in  society;  and,  excepting  smii  ,,-e  as 

was  to  l>e  traced  in   |]  icters  of  die 

boys,  none  existed  in  their    treatment,  or,  i 
deed,   in  the  mutual  friendship  that   the  01 
manifested  towards  the  other.     The  hoy,  Les- 
ley  by  name,  was  all  ambition,    tiro,    hardi- 
hood, and   impetuosity ;   while    M<  of  a 
studious  and  quiet   habit  of    mind,    was  tem- 
perate,  and  coutentexi,   was  mild    nnd    brave: 
and    yet,    with    all    tbil     total    opposition 
•   iiiiinent,  and  with   no  one  resenddnncxr 
disposition  or  pursuit,  they  grow  im 

hood,  not  only  with  an  apparent  friendship, 
hut  with  an  unchanged  and  confiding  rt-liani-e 
in  one  another. 

An  extreme  outward  mildness  is,  however 
very  often  allied  to  powerful  internal  passions 
and  the  most  seemingly  thoughtful  amongst 
us,  Ls  oftentimes  tormented  with  anient,  feel- 
ings, quick  sensibility,  or  enduring  and  un 
alterable    affections.      And    so    it   was     with 
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Moreton,  who,  gifted  with  singular  mental 
powers,  ww,  what  is  commonly  termed,  a 
young  man  of  promise,  and  likely  to  become 
great  in  nny  career  that  might  be  opened  to 
him ;  and  yet,  by  the  fatality  of  his  life,  he 
became  only  what  we  Iibtc  known  him. 

At  the  death  of  his  last  remaining  parent, 
he  determined,  partly  because  his  interest  lay 
there,  and  partly  to  recover  the  loss  that  his 
youth  had  sustained,  to  enter  the  anus:  and 
it  might  be  from  the  suggestion  of  his  friend 
Lesley,  who  held  a  commission  at  the  same 
time,  and  who  highly  depicted  i  In-  honour  to 
be  gained  in  the  ensuing  campaign,  that, 
eventually,  he  became  confirmed  in  his  first 
intentions.  This  is  not  known,  but  so  it 
was,  that  he  was  a  nmiiifi-.sioned  officer  not 
long  after  the  decease  of  his  father ;  but  let  it 
be  told  as  he  himself  told  it,  and  let  the 
reader  imagine  him  seated  with  Horace  Free- 
ling,  in  the  identical  room  where  the  best 
(torlion  of  his  life  was  passed,  and  surrounded 
with  heavy  tomes  and  volumes  toppled  from 
their  dusty  shelves,  lying  in  many  a  heaped- 
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up  mass  around.  His  noble  countenance, 
usually  so  cold  in  expression  as  to  resemble 
rather  a  chiselled  sculpture  than  a  livine  form, 
was,  on  this  occasion,  lighted  with  the  faint 
glow  of  the  various  feelings  that  chased  each 
other  through  his  bosom  during  the  recital. 

"Some  Tears  ago,"  said  he,  "  I  was  then 
young,  and  entered  the  army  ;  and  with  such 
delusions  as  mostly  betray  the  young ;  hopes 
of  glory,  renown,  honour,  mere  breath  and 
bubble,  and  all  such  vanity,  misled  me.  Well, 
sir!  the  worm  that  leaves  its  chrysalis,  becomes 
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was  dim  twilight  when  the  troops  broke  in, 
a  sight  that  would  have  made  an  angel  for- 
swear heaven  to  come  to  nature's  assistance ; 
the  unyielding  sword,  the  devouring  flame  did 
its  work,  and  man's  brutality  the  rot.  Well, 
sir,  1  was  the  means,  by  undent — the  sound 
of  women's  voices — by  I*rovidence — through 
the  darkness  of  smoke,  and  the  flashing  of 
flames,  the  noise  as  if  of  hell— it  was  my 
lot — by  the  will  of  heaven — to  save — to  have 
committed  to  my  care,  in  all  this  deep 
distraction — a  young  creature — in  fart,  a 
woman." 

And  here  the  speaker  stopt,  his  breath 
taken  away  in  the  last  two  or  three  words, 
which  had  broken  from  him  slowly,  and  as  if 
with  some  compulsion.  And  now  he  mut- 
tered over  a  military  term,  sought  its  meaning 
in  a  heavy  volume  that  was  near  him,  and 
bthg  ntiafiad]  olOMd  tb*  book,  and  tiirew  it 
towards  a  distant  rhair,  with  all  his  accus- 
tomed violence. 

"  A  woman,  sir,"  said  he,  as  if  ashamed  of 
the  weakness.     "  You  know  these  things  must 
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j,  and  she  fell  to  my   share — a  glorious 
thing   for    humanity  that   snch   accnes    should 

Ik-.    Poo*   derilal   what  would 

MM  themselves,  unless  they  invented  mi- 
sery and  cruelty,  and  sin  and  shame — to  he 
at  play-game  with  the  pup|>ets.  Poor  rogues' 
poor  rogues!  This  man,  sir,  is  u  riddle." 
And  a  doubtful  sneer  accompanied    ilie   D 

t  with  which  he  drew  nnother  bunk  to- 
wards him,  and,  H  if  selecting  passages  for 
future  perusal,  lie  foldeil  down  certain  leaves 
he  came  10  them.  *  Well,  boy,  we  had  a  fine 
time  of  it,"  he  continued,  "  warm  work,  and 
aome  renown.  Among  my  companions  was  one 
— yea,  you  must  know  this — be  had  been  the 
friend  of  my  youth— friend,  n  doubtful  term 
tltat !  The  man  was  brave— of  military  re- 
putation— and  it  may  as  well  be  said — we  had 
been,  from  our  childhood,  like  two  brothers. 
These  are  loving  epithets  with  which  we  hide 
the  selfishness  within  us.  The  tale  is  tedious 
— suffice  it,  that  after  many  months,  pn 
gimeut  was  ordered  away  upon  a  dangerous 
There  was  no  delay,  or  any  pre- 


:- 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


139 


paration— away  wc  went.  The  ties  of  friend- 
ship arc  easily  snapt  asunder — the  lady  was 
left  under  his  protection."  And  here  he 
paused,  the  young  man  being  led  to  guess 
that  Moreton  loved  the  lady;  mid  truly  he  had 
done  so.  This  passion,  which  at  oik-  period 
or  other  of  our  lives,  is  known  to  turn  the 
current  of  our  destiny,  had  been  felt  even  by 
the  rough  and  apathetic  Moreton ;  and,  in  a 
laud  of  romance,  amid  orange  and  citron 
groves,  and  with  dark  sparkling  eyes  fixed 
kindly  un  him.  he  had  yielded  to  the  soft  im- 
pression; while,  amid  war.  danger,  and  dis- 
tress, she,  who  had  found  a  protector,  learnt 
quickly  how  to  love  him  in  return ;  for  pa- 
rents, kindred,  and  friends  had  been  buried  in 
the  ruins  of  that  city,  and  she  had  found,  in 
Moreton  of  the  Grange,  one  who  replaced  in 
his  own  person,  that  void  which  desolation 
had  left  wide  around  her.  He  was,  in  truth, 
at  this  time,  the  model  of  honourable  man- 
hood. 

But  now  Moreton  again  attempted  his  re- 
cital, and  Frceling  was  all   attention.     There 
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was,  however,  a  strong  emphasis  in  the  wordi 
that  broke  from  him. 

"  Well,  sir,"  he  resumed,  "  she  was  immt- 
culate  as  that  clear  sky.  I  left  her  with  him— re- 
lied upon  his  honour— had  no  suspicions.  The 
occasion  came,  however,  when  shortly  after  the 
war  broke  up.  There — there,  I  heard  enough 
to  prove  he  was  a  villain  as  deep  and  infamous 
as  earth  can  well  produce.  She — bnt  let  me 
say  no  more.  It  was  true  misery."  The  gasp- 
ing aspiration  with  which  this  was  pronounced, 
here  gave  itself  vent  in  one  long-drawn  sigh. 
He  stretched  out  his  hand— the 
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lasting  sconi  and  endless  hate.     Well,  sir,  I 
came  to  England." 

At  tins  point  the  speaker  sank  in  deep 
reverie  as  if  revolving  over  a  series  of  events 
which  liad  so  materially  influenrrd  his  future 
character  and  pursuits.  It  is  not  unlikely  that 
the  vivid  recollection  of  that  l>cauty  and  worth 
that  had  fascinated  liiin,  was  one  of  tlic  promi- 
nent forms  that  occupied  the  vision  of  melan- 
rliuly  in  which  he  for  the  present  indulged; 
for  it  may  bo  forgiven  us,  if,  though  m  humbly 
submit  to,  we  should  lament  as  mortals,  the 
doom  that  it  has  been  our  lot  to  suffer. 

Thus  Moreton  sat  silent  and  immovable, 
summoning  with  slow  but  decisive  anguish  the 
misery  that  yet  remained  untold,  and,  as  the 
dark  torrent  of  the  past  rolled  on  before  him, 
with  all  its  deep  abyss,  he  became  calm  in  his 
decision,  as  the  pilot,  gazing  on  the  depths 
around  him,  and  learned  in  their  science,  sees 
how  to  steer  the  vessel  he  conduct*.  Awhile, 
and  by  slow  degrees,  hu  apathy  recovered 
itself,  and  he  sat  as  if  cunning  over  some  almost 
forgotten  scrap  of  learning.     It  was  only  when 
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beggar,  and  insane,  but  hud  fled  from  his  pre- 
M  qm  with  the  child  !  and  mad,  poor  thing ;  had 
sought  me.  The  world  is  made  for  man,  but 
woman,  sir,  one  way  or  other,  is  our  bane.  Her 
ravings  told  the  hard  and  barren  truth,  he  is 
accursed,  but  she,  tberc  was  no  fault  in  her ! 
She  is  in  Heaven.  Her  body  lie*  in  yonder 
green  churchyard." 

Thus  he  ended :  awl  Freeling  was  too  full  of 
struggling  feelings  to  speak  any  tiling,  but  in 
silence  he  testified  his  veneration  for  his  friend, 
and  by  sympathy  at  the  recital  he  had  heard. 
Moreton  arranged  his  books,  read  a  passage 
here  and  there,  and  feigned  a  composure  wlmii 
his  pallid  brow  and  intense  suffering  too 
strangely  belied.  A  groan  at  length  burst 
from  his  unwilling  bosom,  and  he  began  another 
rummage  after  some  strange  volume  that  he 
newly  imagined  he  wanted. 

"  The  mystery  of  mankind,"  he  resumed, 
"  is  never  to  be  fathomed,  it  is  most  like  a  deep 
sea,  where  gems  and  pebbles,  weeds  and  pre- 
cious things  may  be  hidden,  but  are  not 
seen,  though  they  may  be  cast  upward  by  the 
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roughness  of  the   tide.     Time,  air,  time 
reveal  it.  But  as  for  you,  young  m 
I ..i  Basil  Funic  will  have  my  property, 
be  provided   fur  as  Amply  as   may  be. 
father  of  hia  now  claims   him.  hut  let  us 
what  he  will  do;   then  it  will  C1UJ.      tj^  j 
spect  you,  and  for  the   future,  in  every 
command  me,  hut  no  more   fortune-;, 
you  hear  <>urself,  and  spoil 

world.     Its  soul,  sir,  is  buried  m 
No  more  of  u 

Freeling  respectfully  and   in  few 
him  adieu,  hia  thoughts  too    much    cngro 
with   admiration   of    him     to    speak 
Morcton,  as  he  retired,  breathed  forth  his 
lament. 

Yes,  ahe  is  gone,"  said  he.  "  And  we  ha 
talked  love  together,  poor  ^irl  !  \V<  11, 
peace  is  in  the  grave,  and  this  world  kno 
not  the  name :"  and  so,  while  his  bosom 
surcharged  with  the  grief  of  this  memory 
sat  down  to  his  books  once  more.  Indeed 
slight  knowledge  of  nature  may  suffice  i 
that,  from  the  effects  of  this  disappoint  rue 
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Morcton  never  recovered,  but  that  the  rankling 
thought  preying  on  his  heart,  was  the  true 
origin  of  all  which  mi^ht  appear  eccentric  in  his 
character.  lie  wax  aware  <>f  its  influence  upon 
him,  and  when  (offering  under  the  poignant 
memory  of  his  wrongs,  that  unconquerable  m  i 
tivc  of  enduring  regret,  it  was  on  such  occasion  % 
that  he  rambled  through  the  woods,  or  by  des- 
pcr.u.   I,  icisc,  or  other  violent  excite- 

ment, attempted  to  forget  himself  again. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say.  that  he  WU  tin- 
friend  who  had  supjmrtcd  and  educated  Basil 
Korde,  though  his  motives  for  mystery  on  this 
point,  can  only  be  explained  by  the  surmise 
that  he  feared  his  own  affection,  lavished  upon 
the  youth,  might  not  only  be  I  detriment  to  his 
future  prospects,  but  might  also  call  down  upon 
himself  the  remark  of  others  :  and,  moreover, 
the  growing  form  and  features  of  the  young 
man  were  so  many  reviving  sources  from 
whence  the  unhappy  Morcton  drank  deeper  of 
hb  woes.  It  was  the  likeness  renewed  of  some- 
thing that  he  had  once  loved,  and  he  spurned 
it  away  from  him  in  few  aud  in  sorrow;  for  it 
VOL.  in.  11 
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henceforth  he  might  hope  to  experience  the 
gratitude  of  a  generous  mind,  and  the  duty  and 
affection  of  him  whom  he  had  so  well  protected ; 
and  thus  the  company  of  Basil  had  become  es- 
sential to  him.  He  now  only  sought  the  op- 
portunity to  install  him  the  heir  to  his  pro- 
perty, and  forget  his  own  regret  in  the  promo- 
tion of  his  happiuc.vs. 
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1  toward  event,  wherein  a  being  alike  admi- 
rable and  excellent  had  been  irrevocably  in- 
jured, and  perhaps  destroyed,  though  othcrvriae 
he  considered  Basil  Pordfl  B  implicated  by  1:1- 
cessity  rather  than  an  active  agent;  an  more  fen 
be  pitied  as  the  victim  of  misfortune,  than 
blamed  for  tin-  ill  that  had  ensued  from  his 
conduct.  He  discovered,  indeed,  that  (Con- 
stance Mantel  had  been  the  subject  of  the 

(ju.irr<l,  and  as  he  gave  himself  credit  for  some 
penetration,  he  was  not  quite  \utfA ■-■■  of  wi 
bringing  the  two  young  people  to  an  entire 
rccoiK  iliiii  ion.  His  first  effort*  were,  however, to 
be  directed  towards  the  amelioration  of  Baaifa 

mental  sufferings  and  of  his  melancholy  j  and 
thus  he  favoured  any  design,  that  by  offering 
employment  or  recrca'm:  ,  might  further  hi* 
desired  purposes.  It  was  therefore  with  plea- 
sure rather  than  otherwise,  that  he  now  learnt 
the  determination  of  Lord  Lesley  to  see  his 
son.  for  he  knew  enough  of  that  nobleman  fo 
trmise  that  tlie  interview  with  him  might  pot- 
y  rouse  Basil  from  his  lethargy,  and  exi  ite 
other  thoughts  than  those  of  grief,  while    it 
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might  also  afford  himself  the  opportunity  of 
gratifying  his  own  -wishes  by  acknowledging 
our  hero  as  his  heir,  and  thus  ending  all  diffi- 
culties at  once.  These  were  the  expectation 
of  Moreton,  and  at  what  age  docs  man  forget 
to  hope  ? 

But  now,  the  shadow  of  what  Basil  Forde  once 
had  been,  was  all  that  the  world  saw  of  him ;  yet 
the  vigour  of  health  and  youth  was  replaced  hy 
the  faint  glances  of  an  intellectual  beautv,  that 
was  not  to  he  shrouded  by  calamity,  but  n 
revealed  more  clearly  in  distress  ;  as  if  thr 
peace  that  he  had  lost  had  left  behind  it  some- 
thing that  might  avail  him  equally.  He  ap- 
peared still  indeed  like  one  most  fit  for  great- 
ness, and  strong  to  run  the  race  of  all  an>!>; 
though  it  might  be  traced  that  he  was  no  longer 
one  who  sought  or  desired  it.  Basil,  indeed, 
was  as  generous  as  brave,  as  tender  as  impas- 
sioned, and  though  his  circumstances  had  not 
elicited  thus  much,  the  mtture  existed  in  him 
to  be  the  bane  or  the  blessing  of  the  past  | 
the  present  tune.  Therefore,  with  inward  la- 
mentations  and   repining,   and  with   outward 
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ruin  to  his  person,  the  injury  done  to  his  haj>- 
lcss  friend  was  atoned  for,  and  mourned  with 
even-  lasting  liour  and  passim;  day  ;  yet  it  was 
never  to  be  reconciled  to  his  heart,  or  ever  to 
be  exiled  from  the  remembrance  of  a  mind  at 
once  strong  and  sensitive.  lie  was  tenacious 
of,  and  solicitous  to  abide  by  that  moral  justice 
of  his  actions ;  but  this  one  event  of  his  life  was 
not  to  be  justified,  and  though  for  ever  re- 
pented, was  not  to  be  forgiven. 

But  amid  all  this,  lie  was  not  indifferent  to 
the  now  blessing  to  he  derived  from  this  inter- 
view with  his  father;  and  forgetting  all  his  past 
neglect  of  him,  lie  was  ready,  in  the  native 
ardour  of  his  disposition,  to  greet  him  with  the 
duty  and  devoted  affeetion  of  a  son.  It  was 
indeed  the.  last  hope  that  he  encouraged,  and 
as  the  only  n  spark  of  an  extinguished 

tire,  it  must  he  at  once  nourished,  or  fade  into 
ashes  where  it  lay. 

Though  wasted  and  worn  as  we  have 
yet  the  pulses  of  his  heart  beat  strong,  and  the 
high  elevation  of  his  mind  beamed  through  his 
looks,  as  lie  gave  the  last  grasp  to  More' 
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hand,  and  entered   the    mansion  of  tliat 
whom  1*  mirht  Mcogriiae  by  the  title  of  parent 

•   Hope  not,  and   do   not    fear,  ami 
despair,"  *aid  Mtirrton  to  bim,  as  they 

r  the  ealm  philosophy   or  manhood  I 
nothing  of  Uiem.     Tlie  world,  sir.  spoils  i 
and  there  are  some  men  in  it,  have  hurt,  in  I 
pride  of  fully,  tlie  batter  pride  «>f  d.. 
your  chance;    return    to   me,    .11   js 
you,  yea,  yoa  will  l>e  welcome*     The  bet 
.lay  of  my  life,"  be  routed  to   himself,  as 
■  it-parted,  and  strolled  rcatleady  in    the 
bourhood   of    the  gorgeous    mansion    be 
quitted. 

But  Basil,  no  sooner  was  he  left  ah. 
he  yielded,  and  not  unwillingly,  to  the  dclua 
of    inexperience,   though,   as    he    beheld 
splendour  of  all  around  him,  and  saw  that 
in  the  house  of  a  father,  he  was  a  stranger  i 
no  more,  some  natural  upbraiding   0f  hj« 
tiny  arose  in  his  mind;  and  yet  he  Would 
lievc    in    the  tics  of  man  with    man, 
natural  sympathies  that  are  implanted   in 
and  he  would  hope  that  he  was  uot  abandor 
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but  that  some  claims  of  kindred  might  still  be 
his.  The  sacred  name  of  father  embraced, 
seemingly,  all  that  could  bfl  imagBttd  of  pro- 
tection, and  the  highe.ii  s)K>ic«  of  manly  af- 
I.' lion,  besides  that  it  demanded  entire  eouii 
dence  and  undivided  duty,  'litis,  and  more 
than  this,  he  was  prepared  to  devote  to  him 
who  should   call    him  son,  and  t! -h  a  pros- 

pefDua  heir  y«(  Itaod  <<>  rh% wfatrtj ijinthn ml 

still  expect  some  portion  of  a  father's  love,  and 
all  else  he  left  to  time.  While,  however,  in  tin- 
anxiety  of  cx]>ectatinn,  distrust,  and  the  dis- 
traction of  doubt  ai)d  trepidation,  and  while 
attempting  to  wean  himself  from  this.  and  be 
amused  with  such  books  or  engravings  as  lay 
about  the  injItBMNtj  'he  nobleman  entered. 
A  kind  of  pleasurable  distress  occupied  tin- 
senses  i if  Basil,  and  the  rirst  motion  of  his  eu- 
UmijIlM  was  to  ru»h  forward;  but  the  pold 
and  dignified  air  of  Lord  Laajfy  as  quickly  re- 
-straincd  him,  and  withheld  his  further  ad-,  am 

••  Your  name,  young  gentleman,  1  beli 
said  bis  lordship,  motioning  him  to  take  a  •- 
"  a  Basil  Forde :   At  least,  so  it  appears.    You 
it  5 
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can  possibly  tell  me  from  what   friend  this 
signatiun  originated." 

"My  lord,''  answered  Bail.  In  i»r 
composure,  "  I   had   hoped   that    you 
had  been  aware  of  this,  at  least.      I  am  > 
ignorant  with  your  lordship  on  these  points." 

"  Tour  mother  was  a  foreigner,"  said 
lordship,  •'•  and  what  I  reruember  df 
ranch  resemble  hw,  the  same  profile,  verv  i 
like  indeed."  He  became  silent,  and  Basil 
regained  his  self-possession,  for  amid  all 
insensibility  and  distance,  he  began  to 
that  some  change  was  necessary  in  his 
sentiments,  and  he  stifled  the  tumult  of 
emotions,  and  was  presently  calm  and  col 
lectcd.  The  pMM  that  here  intervened 
him  suiTuiiMit  opportunity  |q  remark 
haughty  reception  of  bis  lordship,  and  the 
yielding  composure  with  which  he 
soended  a  half  recognition  of  the  claims  OM 
his  interest  or  protection.  Amid  therefore  tl: 
natural  affection  that  stirred  within  him 
the  desire  of  knowing  yet  the  benefit  fenfl 
pines*  of  that   near  relationship  that   e\i. 
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between  htmilif  and  the  being  Wforc  him. 
there  n. iw  intruder!  the  whispering  of  pride; 
and  the  gall  and  bitterness  of  Midi  wounded 
feelings  as  were  yet  left  to  him.  The  flush 
upon  his  brow  alone  remained  indicative  (if  the 
inward  inquietude  tliat  he  experienced  ;  mean- 
while, his  lordship  was  as  unmoved  and  as 
frigid  as  before. 

"  Your  kind  friend,  Mr.  Moreton,"  at  length 
resumed  his  lordship,  with  a  decided  emphasis 
on  the  word  friend,  **  has  doubtless  informed 
you,  sir,  not  only  of  the  doubtful  connexion 
that  exists  between  us,  but  has  probably  re- 
vealed the  name  of  that  secret  benefactor  to 
whoa  y»u  have  owed  so  much.  Oblige  me  by 
bis  title,  if  you  should  know  it  ?  '* 

"  I  am  compelled  •gttD  to  rcjM'at,"  said  Fordc. 
"  that  that  person  is  also  unknown  to  me ;  but 
if  he  were  Known,  you  may  believe,  my  lord, 
that  he  has  bought  a  right  and  title  to  my  gra- 
titude ami  to  my  <iut\.  beyond  all  others,  un- 
less, indeed,  what  you,  sir,  my  father,  may 
claim  from  me." 

"  1    claim   nothing,  Mr.    Fordc,"   said    bis 
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lordship  coolly,   "  :mil    your    interest   with  me 
will  dr|>rnd  rntircly  upon  your    own    exclusive 
l!       Hut  who  iliitik  tliis  |KTsoii  i«- 

1  have  my  reasons  fur  the  qucsti. 

"It  has  appeared  to   m  Wtni  Basil. 

with  a  disguised  composure,  '•  and  ispecislh 
lately,  it  is  my  IhIkI"  thai  Mr.  Mort-ton  in  the 
mmi.  From  my  childhood  up  to  manhood  his 
kiudnan  htt  iM'fricitdcd  mc,  in  all  ucies 

the  same,  and  if  ii  ..ware 

dm  Km  nonein  ttu  vodd,  mongBnuamox 

excv  D  lie  is,  nor  would  I  wish   a  better 

fate  titan  to  know  myself  obliged  to  him  :  hut 
if  not,  I  glory  in  his  friendship  :ts  an  honour, 
and  1  am  grateful." 

The  nohlcman,  with  U)  infoiise  gaze  of  pi 
trat  ion,  apparently  sat  weighing  the   pro,,, 
rancc  of  this  against  some  other  latent  ppi 
or  be  might  he  pogjtatiag  the  ardour  of  the  last 

few  words  that  he  had  heard,  or  was  perhuM 
engrossed  by  the  strange  mlelligcic  .■  ,,f  ex- 
pression tliat  even  now  discovered  itself  in 
the  countenance  of  his  son. 

«'  Imj>ossiblc !  "  said  he  at  last,  «  the  thing  i 
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nuite  impossible.  He  is  not,  e.innnt,  must  not 
be  the  man ;  or  a  strange  humour  guides  him- 
And  yet  in  youth,  I  do  remember,  he  had  some 
qualities  that  made  him  feared  and  loved." 
And  Lord  Lesley  sunk  again  into  though*.  >mt 
upon  the  present  matter  of  discussion,  but 
upon  the  possibility  that  for  once  in  his  life 
he  bail  found  his  own  superior,  and  one  who 
made  even  his  pride  itoop  Into  inferiority. 
This  was,  however,  not  likely  to  influence,  since 
it  was  no  open  degradation,  the  actions  of  the 
noble  lord :  "  I  should  like  to  know,"  he  again 
resumed,  "  Uic  cause,  the  reason  for  these  sur- 
mises. That  this  man  should  hare  done  this 
is  wonderful !  Yuu  had  no  claim,  the  world 
knew  nothing  of  you,  nor  will  I  credit  it.  Have 
you  no  proofs  ? " 

"  I  have  none,"  answered  Basil ;  "  but  such 
as  may  be  found  in  a  series  of  benefits  which  it 
were  but  tedious  (0  nl.itr  to  you.  Protection 
and  kindness,  counsel  and  society,  he  has 
openly  bestowed  upon  me;  and  son.  'icre 

have  broken  forth  indications  of  favour  and 
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it  it  -s.-ar.  rly  dauWul  i 
to  him  I  owe  all  but  the  name  of  father." 

angular,"  returned  Lord  Leak},  *i 
nngxilar,  the  whole  of  this  extraordinary 
dart'  Rut  mm/  I  inquire,  Mr.  Ford*, 
•re  your  expectations  from  him  or  other* I 
for  my  part,  I  have  consider* : 
too.  young  gentleman,  the  Idgfe  repotaa* 
tluU  you  attained  at  college  has  excited  an 
notice  and  approbation,  and  possibly,  awl 
eventually,  your  merit  may  procure  vou  all  i 
you  deserve." 

"I  m  obliged  to  you,  my  iordv 

Forde,  somewhat  proudly,  ••  but  cxjK-ctatiooa  ! 
have  none;  only,  indct-.l,  nth  M  Mr.  Moretoi 
may  have  given  me;  and  it  is  „1V  happiness! 

N   that   he  would  serve   me,    tl, 
other  hopes  are  discouraged   in     me.      lit 
indeed,  the  man  to  whom  of  all  ethers  I  wo 
owe  an  obligation." 

■  You  are  not  then  aware,"  said  hi*  u,rda[ 
■  that  there  is  any  .stranger  who  offers  you 
tion,  that  any  one,  excepting  ourselves,  fcr 
cither   your  past   or  present  eireunistanr 
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f"  I  do  not  think  there  is,"  was  the  answer, 
"nor  can  1  imagine  who  this  person  can  he.'" 
"Well  then,  Mr.  Forde,"'  said  his  lordship, 
"let  me  inform  you  that  this  Moreton  of  the 
Grange  can  have  no  power  himself  over  you, 
since  he  is  not  related  to  you.  There  may  be 
connexions  neither  agreeable  nor  convenient  to 

I  be  explained— you  comprehend  me,  air?  —  * 
connexion  that  may  be  understood  though  not 
openly  .n-luiov.  Icd:;cd.  ;mil  which  limy  Ik'  bene- 
ficial to  you.  My  son  and  heir — nay  peculiar 
circumstances — render  an  open  recognition 
impossible;  but  a  pn-.ini  trivial  provision  is 
made  for  you,  your  own  deserts  may,  in  the 
end,  procure  you  something  further.'* 

Lord  Lesley  thus,  and  with  this  imperfect 
explanation,  opened  his  schemes  of  protection, 
consisting  of  projects  which  offered,  when 
brought  to  their  right  lerel,  no  very  great 
encouragement  or  emolument,  and  neither  were 
they  bright  with  expectation  to  him  who  hail 
thus  become  the  object  of  this  tardy  and 
inefficient  patronage.  An  intimation  was  also 
condescended,  that  he  would  defend  from  want 


160                       pi 

for  the  future,  tli 
youth  he    had  so 
lordship  had  rash.] 
and   acquirement} 
course  of  time,  eli< 
dcaired  to  evince  • 
the  promotion  of  i 
■  In  fact,  Mr  F 
termination  of  the: 
aider  me  as,  in  par 
ing  to  hear  your  d; 
progress  in  life,  b 
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will  not  use,  or  »o  pervert,  the  dearer  word 
of  son." 

'•  Yon  will  MQ  the  impropriety,"  resumed 
his  lordship,  "of  giving  your  society,  of  accept- 
ing benefit';  from  this  Moretou  of  the  Grunge, 
for  mi  he  is  called;— enough  for  you  to  know, 
sir,  he  ■  m\  enemy,  and  that  1  expect  this 
duty  from  you." 

'•  Your  enemy,  my  lord!  "  cried  Basil,  in  sur- 
prise. "  I  did  not  think  you  had  known  each 
other  so  well.  Mr.  Morcton  thru  is  doubtless 
he  who  has  protected  me  ?  " 

"  Too  well,  sir,  we  know  each  other  too 
well,"  repeated  the  noblOTTfPj  m  cold  expla- 
niaioii ;  ••  and  this,  at  least,  sir,  is  my  command 
to  you.'' 

"  1  believe,"  said  Basil,  with  suppressed  fer- 
vour, "that  to  him  I  owe  health,  education, 
happiness,  and  all  things.  I  have  hopes  that  it. 
will  yet  be  proved  so,  and  this  is  the  great 
ad tOt nit   of  debt  between    us.      Your  lordship 

m,  i  desire  —  expect  —  that  I  should  be 
ungrateful.  I,  who  must  thank  him  for  every 
gift,   but  that  of  life  itself,  which   had   hcen 
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wretched  but  for  him!     More   than   the 
the  affection  due  to  a  father   he   demands  of 
me, —  and,   no! — I  must  not  so   resign   him. 
Besides,  I  love  the  man,  and  would   noi 
return  his  goodness.     I  cannot  do  it." 

"  Your  submission  to  a   father,"  9»n 
other,  his  same  calm  dignity  prevailing  still, 
"  not  to   say   sufficient   reasons,    might    hare 
induced   obedience.     Yiiu   do   not    know    your 
newly  acquired  duty.'' 

"  Sir,  my  lord."— interrupted  Basil,  with  a 
regretful  warmth  of  ttprttsiony"  it  is  but  weak- 
ness to  say  you  wrong  me.  I  have  come  here 
strong  with  such  hopes,  as  only  those  may  know 
who  have  long  felt  the  misery  of  despair ;  and  full 
of  sentiments  that  only  such  as  I  am,  so  friendless 
and  unknown,  may  ever  experience.  The  name 
of  father  reveals  at  once  the  affection  due  to  it ; 
and  it  is  certain,  that  at  this  meeting,  the  | 
and  only  moment  when  it  has  been  allowed  me 
to  claim  this  dear  distinction — it  is  a  truth,  sir, 
that  all  its  happy  influence  was  s'irring  in  me. 
Shew  me  some  other  way  to  your  esteem,  and 
then  reproach,  and  justly. ' 
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"  As  you  please,  air,"  said  his  fatiier,  coolly, 
"  as  you  please.  I  should  scarcely  have 
thought  that  you,  a  young  man  of  talent  and 
pretensions,  who  had  made  a  reputation  for 
learning,  and  shut  ymir  man  within  this  month 
or  two,  in  some  fashionable  quarrel  —  1  should 
not  have  expected  that  you  possessed  this 
weakness  of  a  woman,  when  called  upon  to 
play  the  man  of  the  world  :  —  but,  as 
you  please." 

During  this  speech,  Basil  Fortlc  had  sunk 
backwards  like  one  lost  in  the  loneliness  of 
despair,  while  his  person  exhibited  the  cold- 
ness of  sorrow,  suppressed,  however,  into  an 
intense  and  more  fearful  raininess. 

"  Yes.  yes,  1  am  accursed, "  he  murmured 
inwardly,  and  then  hroke  forth,  "  My  life  is 
changed  from  happy  to  unfortunate.  1  once 
believed  that  every  thing  was  to  be  attained  — 
that  blessings  were  to  be  mine— and  rind  that  nil 
that  once  were  mine,  are  now  for  ever  gone  ! 
that  I  am  on  the  earth,  apparently,  for  nothing! 
Mr.  Moretou —  his  favour  and  his  friendship 
have  been  all  to  me.     You   ask  too  much,  my 
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lord1  1    have    been,    am    a  wret.-h  -,  but 
quite  this." 

"I  do  not  seek  to  gui<2<  though  you 

may  lament  this,  and  too  I  is  the  polite 

response.     '*  This    man    MoreU.n,  ami    m 
we  are  inimical  to  one  another  in  l>j<rct 

of  life.      You  had  better  bear  bis  own  Dpi] 
of  your   conduct.     1   believe    his    property  it 
entailed.    You  may  lament  •In-."' 

"  Indeed,  my  lord,  never,-'  cried  Furde.  ft 
gcticsUy,  "  yonr  uUuost  |CtaaiP«it)  most 

conscience,  could  never  reconcile  thij»   to   my 
mind.     I  cannot  do  as  you  propo.M 

-  You  may  repent,"  said  bond  f  male  a,  rising, 
"  that  you  have  denied  a  father's  protection,  dis- 
obeyed a  fathers  command,  —  and  fur  tiiis 
Mori  i  ..,•!.  BOOaaetod  with  you  by  no  human  kit 
You  have  taught  me  to  regret  this  meeting  — 
iir,  good  morning." 

'•  1  grieve  to  give  you  occasion  for  regret," 
repbed  Basil,  in  agitated  distress.  '*  Sir.  on 
father  '.  the  name  is  new  to  me  ;  but  do  not  ask 
this  of  me.  Your  lordship  will  recant ;  and 
any  thing  but  this.' 
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"  It  is  my  command,"  said  his  lordship,  "write 
to  mc.  or  sec  mi'  again  when  you  ot> 

"  I  fear  then,"  snid  Basil,  with  attempted 
tranquillity,  "I  fcai  then,  tlmt  this  day  has  been 
the  most  blest   :ind  yet   tin  rablc  of  my 

life.     I  wish  you,  sir.  all  happiness." 

"  Again  good  morning,"  repeated  his  lord- 
si  up,  and  Basil  withdrew. 

And  he  had  come  to  embrace  a  parent,  and 
to  make  himself  known  as  one  bound  in  nature 
fur  ever  to  him,  and  this  was  the  end  of  it!  He 
doubted  the  evidence  of  his  senses,  that  this 
being  was  entitled  to  any  interest  in  him ;  and 
he  pondered  until  the  title  of  father,  and  all  its 
happy  connections,  sounded  to  him  no  more 
than  a  name  from  one  man  to  anotlier,  the 
meaning  of  which  is  beat  conceived  by  those 
who  have  never  known  or  practised  its  rela- 
tions. He  had  imagined  something  better  of 
it ;  but  here  no  father  felt  or  spoke,  it  was  the 
obliging  benefactor  who  desired  no  reciprocity 
of  sentiment,  but  only  commanded  implicit 
respect  and  humility  from  him  whom  he  ad- 
dressed. Besides,  lie  could  not  but  remember 
how  different  had  been  the  prospects  of  his 
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as  warms  him.  Yon  clouds,  sir,  are  gorgeous 
with  the  purple  hue  of  <l:iy.  they  teem  with 

t  electric  power,  lightning  and  thunder;  the 
waves,  sir,  they  glisten  fairly,  hut  danger  is 
ever  lurking  in  their  bosom?  all  things  arc 
fair  and  foul,  man  only  more  base  and  more 
exalted  than  all  else !  Tush,  tush,  sir,  the  ani- 
mal has  some  virtues,  forgive  him  then  his 
foibles.  What  did  lie  say,  this  nobleman  your 
father  ?  " 

"  I  have  lived  post  all  hopes  that  once  were 
apparently  mine,"  said  Basil,  in  attempted  com- 

Iposure,  '*  and  am  for  the  last  time  disappoint- 
ed. I  went  there  expecting  to  find  a  parent, 
and  I  have  seen  a — lord." 
"  Hopes, sir,"  cried  Morcton, roughly,  ••  hopes! 
and  what  are  they  ?  You  have  heard  of  castles 
in  the  air:  these  hopes,  sir.  are  born  of  cloud 
and  sunshine,  and  there  they  dwell.  Build  up 
no  imaginary  temples,  sir,  fend  BO  fabfl  di-ity 
will  be  found  there ;  but  instead  of  this,  wor- 
ship the  simple  truth,  be  content  with  dull  re- 
ality— it  is  more  to  the  purpose,  and  you  shall 
find   your  advantage  in  it.     Whilst  we  dream 
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to  part?  Well,  well!  the  folly  of  the 
tan  mind,  what  will  it  not  come  to?  And 
rou  separated  ;  and  what  would  you  mon 
"  I  would  have  met  him  heart  to  heart,  and 
soul  to  soul,"  cried  Basil,  passionately  ;  "  have 
recognised  in  him  a  friend  and  parent;  would 
hnve  hailed  him  as  second  to  no  one.  Oh! 
Mr.  MoTOtOO,  you  know  not,  can  never  know, 
the  depth  and  energy  of  such  feelings  as  slum- 
ber in  us  till  roused  by  circumstances,  by  disap- 
pointment, or  you,  even  you.  could  never  think 

it  treaku 

"  Heart  to  heart,  and  soul  to  soul,"  repeated 
Morcton,  with  slow  and  bitter  sarcasm  ;  "  i ' 
are  good  words,  sir;  but  there  are  men  and 
women  too  —  aye,  aye,  and  women  too  — to 
trace  whose  feelings  may  well  defy  all  physical 
anatomy :— they  have  none.  Rip  open  the 
bosom,  pluck  out  the  heart,  and  their  it,  ere 
we  may  believe  it  does  exist  there ;  and  for  the 
soul,  only  faith  in  the  belief  of  heaven,  or  the 
sight  of  the  poor  crumbling  carcase,  which 
and  corrupts  when  the  light  of  life  is  out- 
nothing  but  these  proofs,  sir,  could  persuade  us 
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iy  reflected  in  a  dense  fog:  and   then,   DO?, 

Ml  have  it.     What  do  you    anticipate,  what 

juld  you  find  ? — a  soul,  sir !    Imagine  it  lost 

inn  mass  of  clay ;  it  is  a  star  eclipsed  in  the 

darkness  of  night ; — and  this  Lord  Lesley  is 

one  of  ns.     So,  there,  be  satisfied." 

"  He  hinted,"  said  Basil,  now  anxious  In 
licit  something  further,  "  nay,  he  asserted 
»at  you  were  known  to  one  another,  were 
lemies,  my  dear  sir.  How  can  this  he  ?  " 
"  Knemies,  enemies  ! "  reiterated  his  strange 
companion,  yielding  to  a  low  derisive  chuckle ; 
why,  boyi  we  are  not  either  of  us  likely  to 
f  the  way  to  save  the  other's  life  or  for- 
tune, or  to  confer  a  benefit ;  we  nre  not  exactly 
Ptlades  and  Orestes  ?  we  can  afford  to  ln»  with- 
out one  aiv  rnpany  :  hut,  however,  the 
I  noble  lord  has  his  admirers  ;  and  for  myself,  1 
am  as  you  see." 
'•  He  spoke  of  your  being  acquaintances  in 
your  youth,"  urged  Funic  J   "  he  said  that  you 

had  known  each  other " 

"  Too  well,  too  well ! "  answered  Morctou. 
roughly.    M  It  is  a  tale  for  the  recital  of  which 

i  a 
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■  minute  or  an  eternity  may  suffice, 
'"  A*  rreiter.      There  it  ntt 

in  it,  sir;  mirth  euch   as  may  pV— ] 
thong!)  it  v.  ill  neither  suit  you  nor  me." 
ltd    who.     Mr.     Moreton,     who  u 
bai  befriended  r, 
Forde,  with  some  eagerness.      '•  It 
Ik-   yourself,   my  pr.  an(j    more 

I  i  Bol    his  friend  betrayed  no 

agitation,  and  DO  inci  ,f  relenting 

<hn  riless    apathy  and 

dent  disreirurd  t<>  his  words,  were  alone  viabi 
in  his  manner.  Me  halted  upon  the  curl: 
of  the  street,  anil  leaning  on  his  stick, 
calm  and  contemplative  exterior  of  some 
cient  philosopher  noting  down  his  m^ 
tli.'  world  us  it  was  displayed  before  hit 
BtDOd  to  watch  the  passing  to  and  fro  of 
on  nurse  of  people  and  cqui|»ngi»s,  that  mal 
up  the  splendour  of  a  great  and  populous  citt 
"  The  world,  as  you  see,  goes  on,"  said  b 
in  apparent  meditation  of  the  sccr 
him;  "and  some  arc  rich,  sir.  .u,,i  sorn( 
poor.     It  seems  all  happiness,  but  it  js  all 
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There  arc  the  gay,  wanton  creatures,  children  of 
fortuui',  with  whom  to  smile  and  rejoice;  bul 
sympathy,  heart  and  mind,  keep  better  com- 
pany  with  wretchedness  than  may  he  met  with 
here.  There  is  deceit,  sir,  in  all  things,  but 
none  in  want ;  there  the  soul  speaks  out,  and 
should  be  heard  and  answered  by  its  kindred 
nature.  But  this,  sir,  it  is  a  gay  scene,  by  my 
word  !  God  bless  the  hearts  that  ache  rliere 
But,  boy,  we  will  away  elsewhere;  away  i 
other  scenes,  and  where  you  will." 

The  last  few  words,  delivered  in  his  i 
disjointed  way,  were  dropt  by  parcels,  and 
latterly  at  intervals  between,  that  sufficiently 
shewed  an  inclination  to  silence  on  the  part  of 
the  speaker.  Moreton,  indeed,  was  not  one  to  be 
lightly  intruded  upon,  and  our  hero's  desire  t . . 
converse  was,  for  the  time  being,  restricted. 
The  master  of  the  Grange  strode  on,  but  rather 
in  advance  of  our  hero,  who  was  denied  the 
pleasure  of  beholding  that  same  singular  ndk 
which  played  to  and  fro  ujmhi  the  countenance 
of  his  friend. 

On  their  return  to  their  lodgings,  the  spirit 
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of  repressed  joy  on  the  part  of  Moreton  mafe 
itself  more  manifest.  The  same  smile  wavered 
upon  his  lips,  and  he  was  evidently  engrossed 
by  the  idea  of  something  pleasing  to  him.  He 
flung  himself  heavily  from  sofa  to  chair,  ami  so 
back  again ;  took  up  a  dozen  books,  but  pe- 
rused none ;  and  at  length  wandered  to  tie 
window,  as  a  relief  to  some  internal  sentiment 
either  new  to  him,  or  not  quite  so  philosophic 
as  he  might  wish.  While  thus,  he  was  all  at 
once  attracted  to  the  street  by  the  remark  of 
the  passengers  being  turned  towards  some  ob- 
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young  heir  is  safe ;  all  danger  over ;  desires 
to  be  remembered ;  the  ladies  are  well — send 
their  loves  and  kisses.  Frecling !  why  he  is  aa 
merry  as  a  grig ;  the  women — Miss  Constance 
— as  blithe  as  a  bird  ;  and  1 ,  do  you  behold  ?  I 
am  here;"  and  he  looked  around,  but  no 
answer  was  given  to  his  news.  Moreton 
winced,  drew  a  long  breath,  and  there  ended 
his  outward  emotions ;  but  Basil,  now  livid  ax 
death,  and  now  animated  with  n  double  flush  of 
life,  sat  murmuring  to  himself  some  unheard 
sounds,  or  indistinct  breathings  of  the  mind, 
li. M  may  be  felt,  though  not  repeated. 

All  this  was  vastly  strange,  and  yet  Ml 
■  iimly  comprehended  by  Ralph  Kangeley.  How- 
ever, when  Moreton  wrung  him  roughly  by 
the  hand,  expressing  his  thanks  for  his  consi- 
deration for  tin-in,  in  taking  so  long  a  journey 
for  their  satisfaction,  then  Kangelcy  fully  un- 
derstood that,  this  time  at  least,  he  was  not  in 
the  wrong;  and  so  detailed  the  whole  process 
of  this  fortunate  recovery,  together  with  his 
mischances  on  tin;  road,  not  forgetting  the  pre- 
cise minutue  of  the  different  paces  of  Brown 
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Betsy,  the  mare,  at   the   several   point*  of 
journey:    and    bt   concluded    his    recital 
slap    upon    the    shoulders    of    M 
would  have  struck  into  blank   amazement 
4e  village  from  whence  lie  enrac,  if,  in 
they  could  have  ,   enormit 

action. 

"  So  now,  j  l  good   old  fellow!  " 

tic;  ■•  u  ■  more  ohjections,    and 
Lucy  for   my  wife.      You    must    give 
make  it  up  with  us,  go  to  tin-  church, 
godfather  to  the  first  little  one.      So   old 
there's  short  work  of  it;  the  matter  \ 

"  Suppose  I  give  her  a  few  hundreds,' 
gestcd  Moreton,  with  a  kindly  smile  ;  •• 
a  good  girl.  I  respect  Lucy,  and  heli.M 
to  be  just  the  thing  for  her;  and  a  jircttv 
will  make  it  :i  fair  bargain." 

••  Much    obliged   to   you,"   cried    Bam 
"  but   1 11  marry  her  as  she  is ;  none  of 
cash  for  me.     I   can  do  without    it,       I  >j] 
her  as  I  found  her,  without  a  peony, 
to  the  young  one,  if  you  like.    So  now,  mv  , 
chap,  that  we  have  caught  you,  and  yon 
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your   consent,  why,   it's  tlic  best  thing   you 
have,  and  I  "11  be  off  buck  again." 

"  Not  till  to-morrow,  my  dear  fellow,"  cried 
Basil. 

"  You  must  dine  With  U9,"  exclaimed  More- 
ton,  "  and  we  will  have  your  song  there  in  praise 
of  the  country,  for  this  is  my  will |  but  where 
is  Brown  Betsy  this  while  ?"  and  before  UN 
ther  word  could  be  spoken,  Moreton  flung 
from  the  room  to  sec  that  duty  was  done  by 
the  good  squire's  hunter  :  a  complimentary 
kindness  that  was  always  remembered,  and 
often  afterwards  mentioned  by  the  lighthcarted 
Kangeley. 

No  sooner  were  they  alone  than  this  ha|ipv 
suitor  turned  his  inquisitive  attention  to  our 
hero;  but  the  vivacious  little  man,  at  one 
glance,  became  a  heap  of  fixed  amazement  and 
ludicrous  distress,  and  one  thought  darted, 
sharp  as  an  arrow,  through  his  mind.  "  Yes,  it 
must  be  love,  and  nothing  else  that  could  strip 
■  man  to  the  bone,  and  leave  him  ihe  very 
living  skeleton  of  time;  only  love,  which  he  had 
not  the  power  to  subdue,  could  do  this ;"  and  fid- 
1  5 
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geting  between  laughter  and  trar*,  the  i 
■■    Caul   decision.     He  I 
hern!    Hn    luuta    of   sweet    Lucy  Myb, 
I    links  .lent 

.lout.  mi  lie  waa  again    i...t    in  the1 
but  in  the  right ;  and  certain  it  was 
Furde  had  made  up   to  Miss  Mnravri,  I 
more  oertain  was  it  r..  t lie  mind  of  i 

Uangcley.   Uiat  he    should    hate 
forthwith,    I  his     redoubted     ad< 
began  to  \mt  I   bn   he  could 

thegnme;    Mud    this    expression  fuliv 
as  he  imagined,  the  nature  of  his  iiitcntui 
"la  y    Maravel,    n    pretty    girl," 

I.  in  casual  remark,  '•  :l  psftt  beautr; 
have  met  rather  often  of  late;  a  mighty  liv 
woman  ;"     he     OOUgbes\     cracked     hia 
hummed  a  louse  scrap  of  melodv ;  but  a 

was  his  only  reply.   "  Her  reign  iai 
lie   resumed :  ••  in  love  with  her    the    first 

ease  for  her  the  next.     ij„i   \i;_ 
n|>erh  creature  !  never 
lierbut  she  pota  mc  in    mind  of  Brown 
noble,  damn  me! — good  to  the  animals 
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to  the  poor.  Lucy  tells  me  these  things ; — 
but,  the  deuce !  "  unci  the  squire  drew  in  a 
breath,  ended  it  with  a  passing  whistle, 
but  a  deep  sigh  was  the  response.  "  Sadly 
changed!  fading  fast  away!"  cinitiriucd  he. 
"  pale,  thin,  looks  like  consumption ;  just  as 
sad  as  poor  puss  at  the  last  gasp!— a  pit}';  a 
lovely  woman  !  eh  ?  "  and  at  the  close  of  this 
speech,  Kangclcy  glanced  an  intense  gaze  at  his 
friend,  and  sunk  into  woful  taciturnity.  The 
compressed  lip,  smothered  sigh,  and  troubled 
brow  of  Ba-.il  Forde,  were  inexplicable  to  him  ; 
in  truth,  our  hero  shewed  no  other  emotion  but 
the  calmness  of  firm  endurance.  The  rirc,  the 
phrciuty,  the  wild  ejaculation,  the  turbulent 
misery  of  distracted  passion,  the  dreaded  re- 
sults of  disappointed  affection,  the  agitation, 
the  anguish  ensuing  upon  the  facts  just  stated, 
all  U»e  fearful  consequences  anticipated  by  the 
fiery  Rangeley,  none  were  evinced ;  and  what 
then  was  he  to  imagine  ? 

"  Miss  Maravel,  Constance  is — is  then  much 
changed,"  at    last    sighed   Basil  ;    "  the  late 


rancc  tauxul 


have  destroyed  ber.     It  has 

huh :  tins  fetal  quarrel 

She  ncrer  has  looked  up  since 

village, "•  easped  the    eager   Rangeley. 

with  hi»  friend's  unconnected  style  of 

\  i  «mgu^.pb^rmg,walking,  talk  I 


the  young  heir 's  s  noble  fellow  !  but  i 
w.m'i  bare  him.     By  the  bye,  I   re  got  si 
fnim    Frccling,"  and    be    pounced   upuo 
pocket,  drew  »  letter  fortJi,  deliver? 
reseated  himself,  entrance*!  ,..  ,(v  uf 

content!*.     Hut  Bast),  though  be  eager! v 
it.  Ntill  delayed  to  open  it:     now  sorrow i 
now  joy  stirred  within  him  ;  and  when  susp 
was  no  longer  to  l>e  endured,   be   broke 
seal.     He  perused  it ;  tlic  changes  of 
ihjs  feelings  playing  HOOD  bis   face  j 
ended  it,  a  trembling  expression  of 
escaped    liira:     but   nothing   further    w 
he  known.     Yet  Kangeley  was  more  t 

meed   that   he  loved  Miss   Maravel, 
more  than  ever  resolved   that  the  affair  |Ju 
be  brought  about;    and  a  decisive  slash  of 
whip  i  is  secret  determination,  as  restl 
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and   always   op<W   the  move,   he  departed  m 
que»t  of  Moreton. 

The  letter  spoke  of  unchanging  friendship 
and  enduring  kindness;  the  declaration  of  a 
rontinued  esteem,  as  if  no  Mid  an  ident  had 
intervened  to  break  the  chain  of  early  aa.su.  m 
tion,  the  Confidence  of  truth,  and  all  the  long 
affection  resulting  from  the  life  which  tiny  had 
passed  together.  Deep  upon  the  heart  of 
Fordc  each  word  was  engraven,  and  sunk  into 
his  memory ;  locked  in  a  strange  delight,  a  re- 
morseful misery,  he  read  and  re-read  it  ovi -r, 
and  back  into  his  bosom  he  drew  again  the 
semblance  of  his  lost  content,  the  shadow  of 
his  defeated  happiness ;  something  that  more 
resembled  cither,  than  aught  else  which  he  had 
lately  known.  This  slow  sensation  of  recovered 
peace,  was  not  without  its  pain.   He  bent  over 

Itfte  thought  of  Frceliiig,  and  finally  shed  tears 
as  bitter  as  they  were  sweet.  He  felt  that  if  he 
he  was  in  double  tenderness  restored  to 
him  j  he  acknowledged  and  applauded  the 
noble  kindness  that  he  had  shewn  him ;  and  as 
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if  fresh  lif«'  lut'l   been  j  toured  b 
dashed   away  his   tears  in    .smiles,  and 
again  to  life  without  repining. 

The  night  was  spent  in  some  hilarity, 
not  uur  purpose  i  the  follies  of  i 

wc  only  say  that   Mr.  Kangclcy   nxle  on 
town  the  following  morning,    not  at  the 
rising  of  the  sun,  but   at  a   much  later 
having     provided    himself    with    a 
which,  in  the  essential    point    of   the 
time  it  was  served,  exactly  replaced   lu> 
country  dinner.      Hi-  did   not  depar 
exacting  many  promises  of  a   quick  retur 
the   Grange    from    Moreton    and    our 
and   so   he   went  upon    his    way.       And    '» 
deed,  on  the  high  road  the   little  man  did  i 
fail  to  attract  that  particular  attention  di 
distinguished   individuals.     The    nobis  11 
ance  of  Brown  Betsy,  the  speed  of  her 
swift  as  the  flying  winds;    together  with 
sportsman-tike  air  of  her  rider,  with  head 
jeeted  forward  and  eyeballs  starting,  as  in 
suit  of  some  distant  unseen  object  of  the 


PIERCE  KALCON. 


I-, 


the  wild  excitability  of  hi»  visage;  all  were 
matter  of  remark  and  criticism  from  those 
whom  he  encountered.  Hut  who  could  ride 
like  other  than  a  inadmau,  when  the  form  of 
Lucy  Mykc  led  him  on  the  way  I  The  great 
Want  was  not  known— the  country  squire  was 
a  lover. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Hath  then  the  gloomy  Power, 
Whose  reign  is  in  the  tainted  sepulchres. 
Seized  on  her  sinless  soul  ? 


Or  is  it  only  a  sweet  slumber 

Stealing  o'er  sensation, 
Which  the  breath  of  roseate  morning 

Chascth  into  darkness  ? 


Minn  . 


We    must 


Prion-. 
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noiselessly  about,  only  interrupted  by  the 
queries  of  such  peasants  of  the  hamlet  as  came 
to  inquire  aftt-r  tin-  young  lady;  and  even  the 
dissipated  and  extravagant  Colonel  secluded 
himself  from  society,  and  was  alone  solicitous 
for  her  recovery.  In  truth,  he  believed  that 
his  own  vices  and  follies,  togotfaw  with  the 
injury  sustained  by  Horace  Fnclin^  in  (Ml 
unhappy  duel,  had  both  combined  to  destroy 
the  peace  of  his  child ;  and  when  he  was  led 
to  suspect,  from  certain  circumstances  which 
had  excited  his  remark,  that  Jessy  was  involved 
in  some  new  imprudence,  he  saw  the  fact  of  his 
entire  misery,  and  in  the  impotent  distress  of 
penitence  and  self-reproach,  he  forswore  his 
past  vices,  and  essayed  to  avert,  when  nearly  too 
late,  the  calamities  that  threatened  him.  By 
indulgent  kindness  he  sought  to  wean  Jessy 
from  her  customary  absence  from  home,  the  end 
and  aim  of  which,  however,  he  was  unable  to 
discover;  and  by  considerate  attention,  he  still 
hoped  to  manifest  to  Constance  his  deep  sense 
of  the  sacrifices  which  she  had  made  for  him. 

Meanwhile,  Jessy, the  same  heartless, thought- 
less, imprudent  being,  was  too  surely  vacillating  in 
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all  the  uncertainty  of  folly ;  too  inconstant  H 
be  virtnous  and  discreet  at  home,  and  too  fri- 
volous to  be  openly  vicious  abroad.  A  W 
feather  wafted  on  every  passing  wind,  a  fragik 
pinnace  tossed  to  and  fro  on  every  breata? 
wave,  may  best  image  the  weakness  of  ho 
nature.  And  yet  her  vanity,  the  worst  inspi- 
ration of  a  woman's  temper,  might  lead  ha 
into  guilt  as  soon  as  to  good-nature.  Nothing 
might  ever  change  her.  But  Constance  had 
seen  enough,  and  far  too  much  of  all  her  rash- 
ness, and  the  thought  was  now  too  bitter  foi 
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lored  him ;  and  the  loss  nf  fortune,  and  even 
her  sister's  imprudence,  were  Iriviul  matters  in 
comparison  with  tin'  supposed  perfidy  and 
falsehood  of  Basil  Funic.  There  was,  in  faet, 
no  refuge  fur  her;  his  eonduct, as  described  by 
Jessy,  had  left  none  to  her ;  for  he  had  humbled 
her  honourable  pride,  offended  her  delicacy, 
wounded  her  sensibility,  and  cast  back  her  af- 
fections with  contumely  upon  her,  in  mockery 
of  the  jjift  which  he  hud  solicited  All  this,  he 
had  done,  but  was  still  loved,  and  while  she 
denied  this,  she  sunk  beneath  the  grief  that  the 
effort  cost  her. 

Since  the  duel  with  the  young  heir,  knd  I  lie 
sequent  flight  of  Basil  Forde,  she  had  indeed 
never  looked  up ;  and  her  father,  unaware  of 
her  true  sentiments,  delivered  his  own  very 
freely  upon  the  subject ;  still  talked  of  our 
hero,  and  with  his  native  irrascibihty  re- 
proached his  comlui  t,  resented  the  injury  in- 
flicted on  Freeling,  stated  his  bad  opinion  of 
Basil,  and  then  descanted  upon  the  improba- 
bility of  his  return  to  the  neighbourhood,  the 
utter  ruin  tliat  this  accident,  would  prove  to  his 
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Basil  Fnrdc  was  gone,  but  she  amused  lier- 
self,  in  the  interim,  with  imagining  the  future 
romance  of  their  proceedings,  or  the  approach 
of  some  new  and  pleasing  votary  to  her  charms. 
It  is  true  that  Constance  was  ill,  and  thon^li 
the  most  eminent  medical  aid  had  been  sura- 

(moned  to  her  assistance,  she  remained  declin- 
ing still.  But  for  all  this,  Jessy  conceived  not 
the  cause,  or  motive,  or  secret  poison  of  the 
mind,  that  had  Wrought  mi  this  ;  and  they  would 
have  been  mistaken  in  her  character,  who 
should  suspect  her  conduct  to  be  the  effect  of 
concerted  schemes,  for  it  was  not  00 ;  it  was 
the  baneful  nature  of  the  being]  to  consult  her 

(comfort,  to  annoy  others,  and  to  be  igno- 
rant, of  all  effects  but  what  were  experienced 
by  herself. 
But,  as  it  would  appear,  no  skill  might  now 
avail  the  unfortunate  Mi.vs  Maravel,  since  to  a 
broken  spirit  there  is  no  worldly  consolation. 
and  at  each  effort  to  remove  her  for  change  of 
seen*  from  the  Priory,  a  sudden  relapse  took 
place.  This  was  indeed  the  place  consecrated 
to  her  mind,  where  she  had  first  hoped,  and  in 
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her,  for  I  am  better,  and  I  would  speak  to 
:>u ;  hut  tell  my  dear  father,  that  1  am  getting 
rell ;  perhaps,  he  will  take  a  walk.     Yes,  that 
is  good  of  you." 

The  curtains  were  thrown  Imck,  and  Jessy 

the  room  upon  her  errand  to  the  Colon  •!. 
hut  the  light  that  now  shone  through  the  apart- 
ment, displayed  to  more  open  view  the  sweet 
girl  that  there  reposed.  Miss  Maravel  was 
half  rcelining  upon  the  pillows  that  supported 
her.  Her  pale  and  faded  countenance,  relieved 
>y  the  ringlets  that  strayed  from  the  simple 
rap  which  confined  them,  was  full  of  a  mild 
iition   that  beamed   from   the   dove-like 

less  of  her  eyes,  and  lurked  in  tl»c  withered 
roses  of  her  lips;  and  the  attenuated  form  just 
shrouded  with  her  night-dress,  was  more  pre- 
cious though  in  ruins,  more  dear  though  in 
decay;  and  such  is  the  force  of  virtue,  she 
seemed  more  fair  than  ever,  even  when  her  fast- 
fading  loveliness  had  most  none  from  her. 
Next  the  purest  and  kindest  bosom  in  creation, 
the  miniature  of  Basil  Forde  still  dwelt,  and 
with  a  pulse  tluit  heat  fainter  at  the  touch,  she 
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drew  it  from  its  sweet  abode.  One  In 
lingering  gaie  was  yielded  to  it,  till  ti 
the  mortal  paleness  of  her  face  there  str 
a  faint  blush— the  history  of  her  wron 
thus  quietly  told,  and  she  resigned  it 
resting-place.  At  this  moment  Jessy  ei 
and  seated  herself  on  a  low  settee  besi 
bed. 

"  My  father  is  gone  ?"  said  Miss  Ma 
and  Jessy  indicating  an  assent,  she  add. 
was  about  this  season  that  we  first  came 
Prion-,  Jessy,  which  made  you  think  it  c 

"It  was  earlier  in   the    season    than 
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"  The  bed  of  death  is  full  of  memories,"  said 
('(instance,  mildly,  "hut  that  I  had  forgotten  ;'' 
and  Jessy,  louki  ng  up.  Iii-Ik-M  ba  sir-ti-r's  person 
illumined  with  a  spirit  of  beauty  that  was  never 
before  beheld  there. 

"  We  must  talk  no  more,"  she  cried,  terri- 
fied, "  you  arc  too  ill !  Speak,  speak  no  more, 
you  want  rest  and  sleep;  indeed,  dear  Con- 
stance, you  do.'' 

"They  will  come  soon,"  said  Constance, 
with  the  same  melancholy  calmness ;  "  and,  yes, 
it  was  a  short  while  after  that  Mr.  Fordc  came 
here,  and  we  grew  intimate ;  then,  ;it  poor 
Horace's  fi-te,  when  I  wns  ill,  he  came  to  me; 
and  the  day  of  the  storm.  Oh  I  it  was  horrible, 
unkind,  cruel  to  tTeat  me  so!  He  need  not 
quite  have  killed  me." 

"Ofwhatdo  you  speak?"  said  Jessy.  "Com- 
pose yourself,  indeed  you  must  not  talk  so. 
You  will  live  yet — did  you  not  say  that  you 
were  totter.  And  what  is  Mr.  Fordc  to  us, 
dear  Constance?" 

"  Will  my  Jessy  answer  me  one  question  ?  " 
said  Miss  Maravel,  while  her  soft  eyes  looked 

VOL.     III.  K 


'»" a,^  *["**  ' 

'"""'.>"":    ..,7,"""    * 
""  ...J) 

**  ""'"'»•  Wife.,,  ''-'«„g„.t 

"'",o"»<..,iSmYv,. . 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


05 


affected,   "  what  he  is.     Believe  hint  nil  you 
wish,  dear  Constance  ;  let  us  now  be  silent," 

"  I  ask  you,"  said  the  elder  sister,  with  fright- 
ful calmness,  "  and  on  the  bed  of  death,  whether 
he,  Basil  Forde,  can  he  base,  ungrateful,  worth- 
whether  he  can  flatter  while  he  kills? 
And  as  you  hope  for  peace,  when  lying  here  u 
I  do,  vou  must  answer.    Did  lie  profess  to  love 

mr 

"He  did  not,"  faltered  Jessy,  in  cont: 
and  in  shame;  and  her  wretched  sister  sunk  back 
upon  the  couch,  ghastly  with  the  sudden  hue  of 
insensibility.  "Oh!  Constance,  Constance," 
cried  Jessy,  "  I  have  been  to  blame ;  only  re- 
cover, and  look  up,  and  you  may  have  him 
IstilL" 
"There,  there,  the  pain  ha*  gone,"  cried 
Constance,  still  half  in  fainting  anguish,  "  and 
I  am  happy.  No,  no,  I  knew  he  could  not  do 
it.  He  would  not  treat  me  so— thus  scorn  and 
muck  me.      (Jo  Jivsv.  thai   will  do." 

Jessy  drew  back,  but  still  standing  over  her 
sister,  her  first  thought  was  amazement  how  so 
trivial  a  misconception  could  have  made  all 
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i:hedness,  "and  all  its  misery.     The  noble 
lorace    Frecling — the    quarrel — and    he — his 
jws.     Ah!  let  il  he  hidden  from  me,  foe  1 
iust  how  and  patiently.     Yes,  he  is  gone,  and 
>r  ever." 
••You  can  KCtl  him."  said  Jessy,  "and  he 
will   he  glad  to  return.      Why  make  yoursdi 
ill  about  it.     Indeed,  he  will  he  happy  to  come 

Pi  therefore  recover." 
have  treated  him,"  said  Constance,  in  the 
collected  accent  of  woe,  "  with  indifference 
icorn,  and  coldness  and  unkinduess— he  is 

too    proud— and    I Oh!    Jessy,    fly   to 

him  and  bring  him  here,  and  let  him  but  for- 
give me." 

••  Indeed,  dear  Constance,"  said  Jessy,  willing 
to  say  anything  rather  than  he  silent,  "  he  will 
return  to  the  village  before  long,  and  you  will 
be  friends  again.  But  why  did  you  listen  to 
my  folly }  You  might  have  wooed  and  mm 
him  for  yourself." 

Her  sister's  eyes  were  closed,  and  she  shook 
her  head,  while  a  sickly  smile  passing  over  her 
countenance  was  her  only  answer,  as  she  lay 
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'•  Oh,  Constance!"  cried  Jessy,  tears  of  fear 
and  grief  bursting  from  her,  "this  is  dreadful. 
Yes— I  have  been  to  blame,  and  pardon  mc!" 
And  she  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  by  the 
bedside  of  her  sister. 

"  I  always  loved  you,'"  whispered  Miss  Ma- 
ravel,  "  and  even  now,  Jessy,  you  ore  dear  to 
me.  Yes,  think  of  it  no  more.  And  now  go, 
for  I  can  no  longer  speak  : "  and  with  a  faint 
pressure  of  her  hand  Constance  again  sunk  back. 

Jessy  arose  and  beheld  her  lying  in  wan 
placidity  before  her,  and  an  awe,  as  if  of  the 
dead,  kept  her  silent  and  compelled  lur  to  obey. 
She  crept  more  near,  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her 
cheek,  and  was  about  to  retire,  when  Miss 
Maravel  revived. 

••  My  poor,  poor  father!"  she  sighed;  and 
half  rising,  she  added,  "you  will  find  in  my 
ivory  casket  some  money,  Jessy,  my  little 
savings,  give  it  to  him,  but  not  as  mine — 
and,  oh !  dear  Jessy,  treat  him  kindly.  It  is 
enough  !"  The  two  sisters  gazed  full  upon  each 
other,  Constance  in  holy  grief,  and  Jessy,  in 
the  amazement  of  fear ;   and  so,  till  the  last 
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the  tortured  spirit  could  once  forget  itself,  if 
he  afflicted  heart  might  rest  in  short.  obli\i..u. 
how  many  a  form  decayed  into  ill  health,  a 
wan  with  coming  death,  would  once  again  re- 
vive, gifted  with  a  new  life,  and  change  again 
to  its  once  native  hcnuty.  Alas !  thought  is 
the  worm  that  feeds  on  the  bloom  of  life;  but 
of  this  the  good  nurse  guessed  nothing. 

And  Jessy,  she  passed  the  hours  in  all  the 
tribulation  of  guilt  and  fear,  and  in  tlic  just 
punishment  of  one  who  had  forgotten  in  self- 
love  a  common  regard  to  the  feelings  and  na- 
ture of  others.  Yet,  even  this  was  not  ex- 
perienced in  any  great  degree,  for  though  aware 
of  the  injury  inflicted,  yet  she  was  not  so,  of 
the  sad  cruelty  of  the  wrong.  It  struck  her 
that  she  was  not  quite  amiable,  that  Constance 
was  very  ill,  that  herself  was  most  unfortu- 
nate ;  and,  of  course,  caprices,  foibles,  singu- 
larities and  humours,  succeeded  upon  this  very 
unplensing  discovery.  However,  as  the  time 
wore  away,  her  suspense,  and  dread  of  the  fate 
of  her  innocent  sister,  became  still  stronger, 
and  in  a  burst  of  tears  she  relieved  her  terrors. 
K  5 
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ness, — need  not  say  I  came  on  purpose, — i  i 
return  home  nest  week, — made  them  promise 
me, — Morcton  consents  to  the  marriage.  So, 
Lucy,  When  you  make  up  your  mind, — oli, — 
you  're  a  dear  girl ! " — and  it  was  found  now 
necessary  to  breathe. 

■  And  they  are  coming  back  to  the  Grange," 
cried  she ;  "  well,  Lord  bless  you !  it  will  be 
good  news  for  u.s,  if  my  pour  young  mistress 
i-ould  know  it;  but  now.  Master  Rangclcy.  l<t 
me  go." 

"  But,  say  now,  Lucy,  d"  yc  love  me?"  asked 
Ralph,  grasping  her  hand  through  the  iron 
bars  with  a  force  as  if  the  gate  itself  had  shut 
Upon  it.  "Say,  now,  you  do,  there's  no  need 
to  be  ony." 

•'  Ye  're  so  good  to  ray  mistress,  Miss  Con- 
stance,— and,  I  think,  I  do,"  said  Lucy,  turn- 
ing away  in  rosy  shame,  and  speaking  by 
halves,  lest  the  truth  should  be  guessed. 

"Think,— think  '"  reiterated  the  turbulent 
lover;  "  think  you  do,  is  this  all  ?  You  must 
not  think, — but  must  love  mc ;  but  no,  you  are 
determined  to  make  mc  wretched." 
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then,  with  an  intense  gaze  that  in  imagination 
pierced  through  the  very  stones  of  the  wall, 
he  heaved  a  groan  of  doleful  desertion,  and 
presently,  with  his  hat  fitted  amid  his  bushy 
curia,  in  evidence  of  triumph,  warbled  a  fare- 
well Invc-vtttOj  and  wandered  away. 

As  Jessy  heard  the  intelligence  of  Forde's 
intended  return  to  the  Grange,  in  hopes  of 
securing  her  full  forgiveness  from  her  sister, 
she  hastened  to  her  room.  In  vain  Mrs.  Myke, 
with  the  becoming  dignity  due  to  her  station, 
interfered,  entreated,  or  resisted,  Jessy  struggled 
to  the  bed-side  of  Constance  ;  but  when  there, 
the  placid  calmness  of  her  brow,  the  still  in- 
sensibility  so  unlike  the  softness  of  sleep, 
amazed  her  into  horror,  and  wrapped  her  in 
the  silence  inspired  by  fear.  At  length,  in  the 
weakness  of  tears  she  sunk  down  upon  her ; 
but  not  even  tears,  an  appeal  Lhat  Constance 
was  never  known  to  resist,  could  now  awake 
her  to  living  consciousness.  She  seemed  as 
she  was  dreaming  between  a  mortal  and  eternal 
existence,  insensible  to  the  pain  of  earth,  not 
quite  awake  to  the  peace  of  heaven,  a  charmed 
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WurvU  wuulil  linl  wri.nn  lh<-  gntiMd*  1  0**  you  : 
Sin. ill, 1   I   Infill  In  >|ir.A.  til v  Wnl'l  »»  full, 
That  I  •houltl  Inlk  of  notliioc  rlw  (II  <lny. 

Otwav. 

Tiikrb  is  no  period  of  life,  however  lute,  but 
fortune  nmy,  with  one  act  of  kindness,  rejHiy 
■feoifl  years  of  cruelty  or  neglect,  and  be  hailed 
with  the  joyous  wkXMDO  her  bounty  deserves. 
Moret.m  and  our  hero  «QK  returned  to  the 
Grange ;  but  sad  is  tin-  scene  of  past  happiness, 
and  Basil  Forde  beheld  the  early  sojourn  of  his 
youth,  with  all  the  renewed  melancholy  that 
such  associations  may  awaken.  Sure  it  is, 
that  a  tree  or  flower,  nay,  the  very  lowest 
object  in  nature,  is  by  the  force  of  recollection 
endeared  to  us,  or  made  holy  in  our  thoughts ; 
hovr  then  should  we  behold  beings  whom  we 
have  loved,  heboid  '"<'"'  chunked  and  no  more 
known  to  us,  and  not  consecrate  the  memory 
with  sighs  ?     Basil  was  not  proof  against  t 
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for  all  that  he  hail  known  <»f  the  past  badr  I 
more  strongly  lament  the  present.    T!  i 
friendship  which  he  had  cherished,  conC 
hut    mournfully    with    his    deserted    state,  tn 
every   object    tad  every    haunt    of  other  <Uii 
hut  told  him  that  .something  had   heen  wh 
must  never  be  again;  that    he   had 
the  dear  tics  which  were  now  broken  from 
his  own  self-esteem  and  confidence  in  his  I 
honour. 

Fie  was  indeed  sunk  down  in  jkmmi. 
regret ;  it  was  an  aspiring  nature 
it*  hopes,  a  noble  and  bender  spirit  checked  b 
the  perversity  of  fate,  and  subdued  beneath  ti 
pressure  of  the  thrice-powerful  strength  c 
misfortune.  He  had  loved  desperately,  tondh 
madly,  and  1a.iI  uilii  truth  ;  :uni  shall  th 
affections  and  passions  of  our  being,  d. 
immortal  origin,  or  shall  they  be  no  more  thai 
the  bloom  of  the  flower,  or  the  sparkling  ra 
dianee  of  the  waters,  which  pass  away,  and  fo 
ever,  from  before  us !  It  might  be  s0 : 
this  was  not,  at  least,  his  nature,  an 
stance  was  still  beloved.     He  had  known 
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greatest  blessings  of  life — the  good  and  ill  arising 
fri)in  friendship,  the  haffllinrm  and  misery  that 
belong  to  the  sentiment  of  love, — he  had  mca- 
sure<l  them  and  had  proved  tlicm  wanting  in 
all  contentful  still  teeming  with  the  bitterness 
and  the  bane  of  mortal  anguish. 

At  the  same  time  that  Morcton  was  not  in- 
sensible to  this,  be  was  apparently  too  much 
engrossed  by  some  secret  memory,  some  newly 
awakened  regret,  some  doubt  of  his  own  de- 
signs, to  offer  any  thing  further  than  passing 
consolation,  or  satirical  hints  of  human  weak- 
ness, as  applicable  to  himself  or  to  others,  in 
argument  against  the  sorrow  and  bitterness  of 
remorse,  to  be  traced  m  the  deportment  and 
manners  of  the  unhappy  Basil.  The  master 
of  the  Grange,  indeed,  wandered  about  in 
absent  restlessness,  in  moody  and  thoughtful 
contemplation  ;  muttered  unheard  sentences  in 
sad  abstraction  of  idea,  in  inward  murmur- 
ings  of  melancholy,  in  evident  outpourings  of 
regret ;  and  still  he  returned  to  his  old  habits 
of  excursive  and  solitary  rambles,  the  assump- 
tion of  eccentricity,  the  apathy,  the  morose- 
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tomb  wliere  nil  his  hopes  were  buried  ;  "  truth, 
trutli  tliou  cut  too  sad  in  thy  realily,  and  it  is 
well  we  arc  beguiled  by  fancy,  or  one  short 
scene  of  lite  would  make  us  madmen  in  spite 
of  better  reason !  If  justice  he,  tliis  is  the 
proof  of  heaven  ;  nought  but  Elysium,  a  para- 
dise lit  for  the  living  spirit,  may  he  the  rccom- 
pi  nee  of  woes  so  dark  and  deeply  fatal,  as  some 
have  felt,  <ln  feel  with  every  passing  hour. 
We  were  horn  for  nothing,  if,  frum  this  ac- 
cursed doom  of  injury  and  insult,  we  may  not 
break  loose,  and  re-assert  our  rights  in  otli<r 
worlds, — triumphant,  aeknowledged  of  the 
blest.  And  we  will  so  believe  it.  Yes,  yes, — 
there "  Upon  that  word,  in  enchanted  re- 
verie, his  thoughts  expatiated,  far  in  the  regions 
of  eternal  bliss,  realms  of  unchanging  joy  and 
endless  peace;  and  possibly  amid  the  dawn 
that  broke  upon  his  senses,  one  form,  but 
faintly  shadowed  forth  from  its  mortality — one 
spirit,  touched  with  a  pure  heavenly  bright- 
ness— arose  to  bless  with  hope  his  passing 
dreams  and  lead  him  to  the  future. 

"  I  do  believe  thee  from  my  soul,"  he  cried, 
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strength  of  mental  energy.  But  these  struggles 
were  still  to  be  concealed,  and  Morcton  under- 
took tlie  task  in  spite  of  nature.  So,  in  the 
writhings  and  torture  of  his  spirit  he  con- 
tended, and  when  lulled  into  calmness,  when 
persuaded  into  indifference,  then,  and  then 
only,  he  turned  to  Basil  Funic  fur  his  society, 
and  it  was  now  with  some  other  secret  purpose 
labouring  at  his  heart.  The  termination  of  a 
correspondence  which  had  ensued  between 
Lord  Lesley  and  l'orile,  seemed  to  determine 
him  in  his  intentions. 

"  Is  it  not  most  absurd-'*  said  he,  all  at  once 
looking  up  from  the  heavy  tome  which  he 
perused,  and  fixing  his  keen  gaze  upon  the 
countenance  of  his  companion  ;  "  nay,  can  it 
be  less  than  the  dream  of  an  idiot,  that  beguiles 
us  to  believe  that  the  wide  world  is  made  for 
man's  enjoyment ;  that  all  around  is  nothing  in 
comparison  to  our  own  selfish  wishes,  our  mad 
expectations''  We  would  have  what  we  dare 
never  hope  to  have,  for  we  have  not  deserved 
it.  It  i9  peace,  sir,  that  we  seek,  under  the 
pretence  of  happiness ;  while  we,  sir,  our  ways, 
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"There  is  none,  we  m 

Basil;  "for  the  fact  is,  that 

lute,  and  not  imaginary  m 

upon  us,  tBat  we  have  onl 

and  sense  to  know  we  do  i 

"  Sir,  sir,"  cried  Moretoi 

is  the  state  of  the  donkey, 

relentless  master;    and   n< 

man,  strong  in  the  might 

Learn  to  cast  off  the  burde 

aa  we  brush  hence  the  buzz 

— and  quite   as   easily;   fo 

power,  the  very  strongest  . 

happy  right  of  nature.     No 

have  you  in  the  wide  worl< 

The  quiet  of  his  manner,  th 

the  cool  appeal,  had  somethi 
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tclaimcd  In,  "  U]  ifflMtfoni  are  beyond  those 
most  men.     My  unhappy  i-otidui  i— my  |KK>r 
friend,  through  my  fault — " 

^"  Your  friend,  air,  ia  living  mid  doing  well," 
s  the  deliberate  reply. 
•  My  nii-.ri.ilili    birth,   the  cruel  neglect  of 
my  Gather/'  c-oiitinucd  I'onli-. 

I'  And  suppose,  sir,  you  had  no  father  at 
all— what  then  •*'  asked  the  OthtA 
'•  Why,  I  should  have  home  it  hetter,"  said 
Basil,  impatiently,  "  or  would  have  tried  to  do 
so.  And  then  my  hlightcd  prospects,  my  hope- 
!i  ss  dependence.'' 

»"  Poor  human  uatuiv,"  OOed  Mur.  l.<n,  sar- 
castically ;  "  what  would  a  man  have  better 
than  me  for  hia  friend  ?" 

••Why,  indeed!  upon  my  word,  sir,''  said 
Basil,  with  a  mite,  "  there  are  few  things  pre- 
ferable. But  allow  something  for  human  feel- 
ings, for  tbe  weakness  of  nature." 

1  Nothing — nothing,  Mr,  to  you,1'  exclaimed 

Moreton,    with    mournful    emphasis  ;    "  it    is 

womanly  folly.     Your  fate  is  to  be  retrieved— 

would  y<iu  more  :     But  when  the  door  is 
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rinsed  "iiir  and  for  ever — when  the  futur 
;uorc  avail  93    whll  the  heart  u  sever 
one  stroke  from  its    last   tie — when   the 
.-\>s^    t!mm»h    years    ami    yean    wr 
fcllovr    sympathy  — when    nothing 
left  but  what  is  just  enough  r<  that  i 

rluiy   makes  r  it— when   the   ho 

life  arc  broken  down,  laid  low  beneath  a  bligh 
ing  tempest  of  despair—  when  all  that  von 
loved  has  suffered  a  martyrdom   of 

then,  sir,  when  all  is  found    falsi- | 

cruel  for  truth  to  talk  of  it ;  then  tdiani 
apathy,  desperation, distrust,  to  living  mis 
or  wash  all  grief  away  in  falling  tears — am 
the  same  weak,  wayward,  nameless  fool, 
1  have  been  ;— though  boy,  you  are  soi  a 
years  the  younger ' "  And  these  strange  won! 
he  delivered,  though  wild  and  energetic  as  the 
mi  "lit  appear,  in  the  calm  tone  of  one  wh 
weighed  their  meaning,  with  the  sedate  air 
one  who  scorned  their  weakness,  and  he  eio 
them  with  a  short  derisive  laughter  yet  sear 
more  than  smiling — an  open  satire  upon 
folly  of  his  feelings. 
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"  Tlicre  is  much  want  of  fortitude,  more 
want  of  reason,  than  wc  imagine,"  said  F.ml.-, 
"  in  this  rinistitutiiinnl  despondence — to  rail 
it  nothing  better;  but  if  the  whole  secrets 
Of  tin-  mind  were  told,  ita  inward  sorrow  stud 
just  regret,  it  is  to  be  feared  that  wc  might 
pitj-  even  where  wc  condemn.  It  is  one  good 
thing,  sir — the  saving-clause  of  pride — the 
secret  is  our  own." 

•  A  j>oor  secret,  too,"  cried  Moreton, 
roughly,  "  to  teach  us  how  salt  water  is  to 
be  squeezed  out  of  a  sea-weed — an  even- -day 
thing.  Now,  what,  sir,  could  the  veriest  elm  I 
pole  of  the  hamlet  say,  to  sec  you  moping 
thus,  with  the  power  of  making  an  old  friend 
like  myself,  happy;  the  prospect  of  a  fine  for- 
tune, when  he  dies;  and  all  your  own  way 
while  you  live  with  him  ?  But  man's  per- 
versity—oh  heavens — how  ignorant  are  we  in 
our  wisdom ! "  And  his  chuckle  of  derision 
subsided  into  silence,  while  he  leant  back,  as 
if  contemplating  some  profound  theory  of 
human  happiness,  or  abstract  principle  of 
vol.  in.  L 
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ae— and—  this  is  my  resolution;"  ami  hone 

would   I wve    strolled    from   the  ajiurtiiicnt. 

Fordc  sprung  after  him. 

"  Mr.  Moreton,  sir,"  cried   he,  "  most  ge- 

nnd  best  of  men  !   all  of  a  miserable 

id  selfish  existence,   all   that  is  yet   left  t.. 

is  bound  for  erer  to  you.     I  owe  you.   I 

it  is  so,  the  respect  and  veneration  of  a 


Young  man,"  said  Moreton,  while  a 
tenderness  breathed  through  the  ob- 
stinate indifference  of  his  manner,  "  Basil, 
we  know  each  other.  Confide  not  in  your 
tongue.  BOf  m  your  heart,  for  they  may  both 
deceive  you — the  future  is  the  test.  1  thank 
you.  You  have  shewn  me  there  breathes  the 
man  whom  I  may  yet  esteem,  and  you  arc  he. 

So  now " 

"  Tell  me,"  cried  Basil,  as  he  detained  liim 
with  an  appealing  grasp,  "  let  me  ent  neat  it  of 
you,  what  arc  my  claims  upon  you  r  What  dear 
relationship — what  bond,  natural  or  sacred, 
may  bind  us  to  each  other  ?     If  it  be  gratit I 

alone — oh,  Mr.  Moreton? " 
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«  Boy,"  said  Moreton,  with  soft  placiditi 
of  mien— a  mild  tenderness,  such  as  might  bat 
pourtray  the  godlike  form  of  mercy,  ■  Basil,  I 
loved  your  mother ;  her  wrongs  and  mine  an 
pictured  in  yourself;  the  long-enduring  con* 
is  gone;  the  blessing  comes  in  you." 

*  My  mother!  And  she  loved  you,"  mur 
mured  Basil,  in  deep  agitation — "  and  Lot! 
Lesley— my  father !  Yet,  dear  and  honoum 
man " 

"  Enough— she  bequeathed  you  to  me,' 
said  Moreton,  in  suppressed  agony;  "  and  sbi 
was  one  whose  memory  is  sweeter  than  all  tin 
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in  his  usual  strain  of  abstracted  remark,  "  to 
wean  away  vile  IV.  lings— to  Urach  n  wisdom 
to  ourselves  and  others— to  sanctify  as  boh 
the  base  nature  through  which  we  are  «!«•- 
graded.  The  sacred  brotherhood  of  man  with 
man,  the  blessed  sympathy  of  soul  with  soul, 
the  divine  accord  of  heart  with  heart,  are 
taught  by  its  inward  ministering  unto  us,  and 
plead  unheard  within  us.  Love  is  faith,  iv 
charity,  If  gentleness ;  all  truth,  all  peac*,  fell 
beauty,  and  all  virtue,  dwell  in  this  MM  short 
word:  the  rule  of  life,  the  precept  of  our 
death." 

There  was  that  certain  something  in  the 
tunc  of  the  speaker's  voire,  so  well  understood 
by  our  hero,  us  precursive  of  one  of  those  tits 
i if  abstraction,  so  common,  and  indeed  so  na- 
tural to  him.  In  this  sense  Basil  compre- 
hended it,  and  with  a  whispered  expression  of 
gratitude  and  respect,  he  quitted  the  apart- 
ment. 

Moreton  sat  for  a  while  in  sad  despondence, 
as  l>eholding  in  ideal  vision  the  world  of  joy 
ami   happiness  that  he  had  lost,   or  that  he 
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had  never  known,  all  swept  away  in  the  fits 
prime  of  manhood,  and  that  this  laggard  bless- 
ing should  come  at  last,  as  even  to  mock  him 
with  the  tilings  that  had  been — to  shew  him 
all  that  might  liave  been.  We  may  not  deny 
ourselves  to  such  intrusion  :  and  Moreton  of 
the  Grange,  in  this  powerful  contention  a 
memories,  in  this  struggle  between  the  misery 
of  the  past  and  the  joy  of  the  present,  felt  re- 
stored to  him  some  shadow  of  that  love  which 
had  betrayed  ltim  to  a  life  of  disappointment 
and  if  he  recognised  the  recurrence  of  th* 
passion,  also  the  strong  regret,  the  fond  re 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


-■■ 


tingerH  there  dropt  the  falling  tears;  —  he 
wept :  was  it  strength  ?  might  it  be  weakness ) 
We  know  not;  but  hallowed  be  his  woes.  hi» 
thoughts  sacred  as  the  sorrows  of  age ! 

Mean  while  Basil  Forde,  bewildered  by  the 
noble  generosity  of  Moretun,  and  struck  by 
the  emotions  be  had  witnessed,  was  reeling 
between  delight  of  this  prospect  of  protection, 
commiseration  of  the  fate  of  his  protector,  and 
despair  of  the  circumstances  that  had  separated 
him  from  Constance  Maravcl.  How  would  he 
willingly  have  obliterated  those  events  from  his 
mind  which  had  combined  to  frustrate  his  too 
presumptuous  hopes;  but  time  may  never  wash 
out  the  traces  it  has  made,  if  they  be  such  as 
these,  delved  in  the  heart  and  written  on  the 
memory. 

But  the  rumour  of  their  return  had  by  tbia 
time  spread  to  Fairlawu,  and  Huntley,  thestu- 
ii  ut.  heard  the  report,  and  ultimately  the  con- 
firmation of  it,  with  some  secret  gratinV; 
for  now  was  come  the  opportunity  so  desired 
by  Mi"  Freeling  and  himself.  The  tutor  sur- 
mised, and  was  full  of  hope,  that  the  paper 
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confided  to  him  by  Freeling,  would,  in  sow 
degree,  alleviate  the  melancholy  of  Forde,  u,i 
serve  to  explain  the  late  misunderstanding  be- 
tween them.  He  had  now  come  to  the  Graagt 
to  render  such  consolation  as  might  be  given 
and  found  Basil  Forde  in  a  half  darken* 
apartment,  dreaming  or  brooding  in  the  d» 
pondency  of  habitual  misery.  The  worth' 
man  beheld  with  commiserating  sympathy,  tin 
alteration  that  grief  had  made  in  him,  for  thi 
pallid  and  deeply  lined  countenance,  the  sbrunl 
and  wasted  figure,  the  wandering  eye  and  sub 
dued   voice,  betokened  the  ravages  of  menta 
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self  iiro  all  thsit  we  can  ew  be  to  one  another," 
and  he  added,  with  suppressed  agitation,  "  there 
has  been  much  for  him   to  forgive,  and  n 
than  I  can  ever  forget.     For  Mary,  I  wish  you 
hnppy  when  you  marry  her." 

"We  are,  Mr.  Basil,"  answered  Huntley, 
"  alone  unhappy  on  your  account.    Your  good 

lies   are   fluttering  to  me;    hut,    air,  m 
misfortunes  must  ever  ba  lamented,  bat  lei  u 
not  Angel  (in i  n  grief.*1 

"  Would  that  we  might  do  so! "  murium, id 
Basil,  "forgctfulncss,  oblivion!  wc  can  never 
tire  nf  it,  there  are  many  who  would  exchange, 
too  willingly,  a  bitter  life  for  so  much  sweet 

Irepo- 
"  Let  inc  not  hear  you  say  so,"  was  the 
reply,  ■  there  arc  hopes  of  comfort  still.  Ex- 
cuse me,  sir,  I  kn<  v,  jroil  a*  :i  bojr,  and  my  ho- 
noured patron  had  occasion  to  depoait  this 
paper  with  me.  It  is  for  you,  sir,  and  it  is  my 
expectation  that  a  full  explanation  may  be 
gleaned  from  it." 

"■  1  fear  that  it  is  hopeless,"  sighed  Fordc,  in 
deep  regret.     *'  He  was  my  early  friend,  a-:;! 
L5 
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tion  of  that  base  girl's  conduct  was  revealed  to 
him,  and  all  its  miserable  consequences.  The 
lines  ended  with  a  lamentation  of  their  broken 
friendship,  with  a  full  forgiveness  from  the 
miblc  Freeling,  and  these  last  words  sunk  into 
the  innermost  soul  of  Basil  Fordc,  and  filled 
him  with  self  reproach  and  double  sorrow. 

As  lie  pondered,  however,  the  innocence  of 
('•instance,  the  possibility  that  she   might  still 
love  him,  that  she  might  even  pardon  him,  and 
again  receive  him  to  her  confidence,  flushed,  in 
instant  joy,  across  his  mind,  creating  a  revulsion 
of  sentiment  that  can  only  be  compared  to  the 
in  outbreak  of  sunbeams  upon  a  wintry 
scene   of    snow,    where    bleak    desolation    is 
touched,  at  once,  into  a  glistening  prospect  of 
radiant  beauty,   and   through    the   mirror    of 
icicles  we  see  breaking  in  anticipation  the  ver- 
dure of   spring,  and  the  redolent  growth   of 
blossom  and  bloom  that  she  brings  along  with 
her. 

In  generous  anxiety  to  solicit  the  pardon  of 
his  friend,  his  first  thought  dwelt  with  him, 
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Mid  casting  from  him,  even  the  dearer 
thought  of  Constance,  he  sped  after  Huntley, 
and  soon  overtook  him;  and  guessing  the  er- 
rand he  had  come  upon,  the  tutor  welcomed 
him,  and  was  beforehand  in  opening  the  way 
for  his  advance. 

"  It  is  as  I  expected,"  said  he  ;  «  so  now,  Mr. 
Forde,  the  young  lady  expects  you  at  Fairlawn. 
Mr.  Horace  will  delight  to  see  you,  and  sup 
pose  you  go  home  with  me." 

"I  have  been  a  greater  wretch  than  you 
imagine,"  said  he,  wavering  between  the  excite- 
ment of  jov  and  remorse  ;  "  the   hasene 
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A  woman,  when  she  undertakes  it,  ever  nukes 
ii  tolerable  mediator,  and  Mar)-  Freeliug  i>"« 
appeared  with  new  grace  to  the  learned  nun  on 
this   very   happy  day.     Tin-    f.v.i    young  men, 
however,  in  the    solemn  fervour  of  their  mien, 
and  in  their  pale    and    ghastly    alteration    of 
person,  as   contrasted   with    the    vigour    and 
health   of  their  previous  appearance,  presented 
but  a  mournful  picture  ;  and  as  they  einbrao  <l. 
Huntley  turned  again  to  classic  land,  to  rind 
some   fitting  simile  to  depict    them,   but  the 
tutor's  ideas  were  washed  away  in   the  tears 
that  rushed  to  his  eyes  while  contemplating  the 
scene.      The-  few  murmured  words  of  recon- 
ciliation, the  yet   fewer    whispers  of  returning 
friend-ship,  broke,  with   the  accent  of  a  painful 
joy,  upon  the  hearts  of  those  who  heard  them. 
And  now  every  hour  of  converse  fastened  si  ill 
faster  the  dissevered  bond  between  them;  and 
when  they  were  again  beheld,  arm  in  arm  toge- 
ther, pacing  the  lawn,  when  it  was  known  that 
they  were  as  indissoluble  as  ever  in  their  friend- 
ship, then  the  village  bethought  it  that  wonders 
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would  never  end,  and  came  to  the  cone 
that  the  mystery  of  the  why  and  wherefc 
this  duel,  was  now  closed  against  thei 
erer. 
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Rultinn,  lei  go  that  rude  unctril  touch : 
Thou  friend  of  an  ill  fiuluon  I 

Two  Ukntlimui  or  Viroxa. 

In  her  own  immediate  circle,  however, 
i  y  Maravcl  had  been  industrious  in  the 
circulation  of  facts  and  anecdotes  that  went  to 
prove  herself  the  motive  and  cause  of  this 
unfortunate  dispute  between  two  early  friers 
and  her  charms  the  only  origin  of  it.  Slie 
hinted  that  the  young  heir  of  Fairlawn,  jealous 
of  the  advances  of  Basil  Forde,  had  thus  ex- 
pressed his  indignation  and  wrath;  and  "  surely 
it  was  a  dreadful  thing  to  reflect  that  n  man 
estimated  his  own  life,  only  at  the  low  rate  of 
her  beauty  and  personal  grace ;  but  these  were 
the  private  sorrows  of  those  who  had  to  thank 
nature  for  the  best  and  brightest,  but  then  the 
most  cruel,  of  her  gifts ! "  Thus,  no  sooner  had 
Constance  risen,  in  some  measure,  from  her 
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bed  of  sickness,  than  Jessy  returned  to  bcroU 
accustomed  foibles  and  caprices,  and  to  the 
free  license  of  all  her  airy  vanities.  As  »•: J 
attempt  to  trace  the  river  in  H*  windings,  as 
follow  the  vagaries  of  that  woman  who  lorn 
her  own  person  the  best  of  all  things  in  th« 
world ;  and  therefore  we  attempt  not  to  pursof 
fair  Jessy  through  all  the  mazy  labyrinths 
wherein  her  folly  lost  itself.  Let  us  content 
ourselves  with  the  knowledge  that  even-  dav 
now  she  betook  herself  to  Fairfawn,  to  make 
tender  inquiry  of  the  health  of  Horace  Free- 
ling  ;  and  there,  beautiful  i 
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with  the  idea,  that  l>y  thus  yielding  to  the  in- 
stinct of  his  depravity,  lie,  at  the  same  time, 
would  be  avenging  himself  of  the  sundry  huffet* 
and  blows  heaped  upon  liim  by  Rangelcy,  to 
the  manifest  detriment  of  his  honour,  and  the 
discredit  of  his  courage.  Besides,  the  gipsy, 
M:irk  My  re.  still  betrayed  him  with  false  pro- 
mises and  feigned  intentions;  arid  yet  uotbing 
had  occurred  that  might  give  him  opportunity 
for  the  free  scope  of  his  infamy,  or  for  the 
completion  of  this,  his  last  design,  before  he 
lr ft.  his  temixirary  place  of  refuge  and  conceal' 
ment.  He  had  begun  to  douht,  however,  his 
companion's  will  to  serve  him  in  the  further- 
ance of  this  baseness,  when  the  frequent  appear- 
ance of  Lucy  in  and  about  the  ruin,  led  him 
again  to  place  implicit  confidence  in  the  machi- 
nations of  his  hitherto  faithful  associate  in 
crime. 

But  for  this  once,  in  his  own  opinion  at 
least,  the  gipsy  was  guiltless;  for  though  lie 
hud  induced  the  ^'irl  to  visit  the  tower  by  men- 
tion of  the  BUM  "f  Itnlph  Rngdfcy,  Bad  though 
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incessant  bribery  and  dogged  fierceness  o 
humour  in  liis  patron ;  yet,  as  be  left  ever 
avenue  open  to  escape,  and  had"  even  inform* 
the  young  squire  of  the  probability  of  her  bem 
there  at  certain  hours,  if  the  omen  of  the  star 
might  be  credited ;  as  he  had  taken  all  thes 
precautions,  the  gipsy  believed  himself  acquhte 
of  all  blame,  and  most  wily  and  skilful  in  th 
arrangement  of  a  plan,  that  tilled  his  pockets  ; 
the  expense  of  two  instead  of  one,  and  le 
neither  of  them  the  wiser  for  his  manoeuvre. 
A  whisper  now  began  to  be  bruited  abroai 


PIERCE  FALCON. 


voices  and  muttering*  and  strange  unholy 
accents  had  hcon  heard,  and  what  better  proofs 
were  desired  ? — though,  to  l>e  sure,  it  wu,  per- 
haps, some  low  acquaintance  of  the  Colonel, 
to   ■  In. in  bf  iKTinitwd  shelter  and  dwelling. 

No  Miinier  was  thin  the  topic,  than  Jessy 
Maravel  saw  the  necessity  of  putting  an  end  to 
■Mb  ri-]iort»;  Uierefore,  she  resorted  there 
mure  than  ever  herself,  and  thither  she  sent  on 
repeated  errands  young  Lucy  Mykc.  They 
worked  and  read  there,  and  it  afforded  Jessy 
many  occasions  of  conversing  with  Pierce  Falcon. 
Lucy  had  met  Ralph  Rangeley  there  by  his  own 
appointment,  and  thus  was  habituated  to  the 
place ;  and  therefore,  the  first  message  of  the 
gipsy  she  prepared  to  obey,  and  beneath  the 
shade  of  the  falling  twilight,  she  hastened  tO  her 
meeting,  as  she  supposed,  with  Ralph  Rangeley. 

On  arriving  at  the  spot,  the  rustic  cast  but 
one  glance  around  her,  and  bounded  up  stairs; 
but  no  Ralph  Rangcly  was  yet  come.  But 
now  a  creaking  noise  was  heard,  the  door 
below  was  closed,  and  the  bolts  drawn  on  the 
inside,  but  the  girl  was  unsuspicious,  gaTe  no 
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meaning  to  the  sound,  even  if  she  heard  it. 
and  seated  herself  to  await  patientlv  the  inter- 
val ere  Ralph  Rangeley  should  appear. 

The  evening  was  drawing  in,  and  the  thick  dews 
of  autumn  fast  covering  the  earth,  while  athwart 
the  hazy  atmosphere,  the  twinkling  of  the  dis- 
tant stars,  shed  a  silvery  ray  of  almost  imper- 
ceptible light,  which  was  presently  lost  again 
or  deadened,  in  the  dimness  of  vapour  arounc 
them.  As  the  twilight,  however,  melted  int( 
darkness,  and  wiped  away  all  living  object 
from  the  view,  the  mind  turned  naturally  fron 
the  sense  of  sight  to  that  of  hearing,  but  th 
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beheld  the  ferocious  appwirance  of  Pierce 
Falcon.  Tlic  rustic  was  transfixed  where  she 
stood,  in  ihe  simplicity  of  entire  astonishment, 
and  Iter  eyes  were  wide  open  and  hw  mouth 
not  quite  shut;  but  no  fear  intruded  upon  her. 
"So  you  arc  the  person  who  lives  here."  said 
she,  when  speech  returned,  "the  Colonel's 
friend  :  and  do  you  want  any  service  at 
hands,  sir  ■      1  '11  be  happy  In  ublige.  yc." 

••  Why.    my  girl,"    cried     Falcon,    smiling 

impudently;   "  you   MM   pretty  it  seems,  and 

i-uatured.     I  'm   thinking  we  shall  be  ea- 

Ipital  friends  before  to-morrow  morning.  I  'm  a 
gentleman  of  property  involved  in  an  unhappy 
affair,  and,  my  dear !  1  Va  the  means  of  making 
you  a  woman  of  Bunion  when  the  time  comes. 
You  have  hit  my  fain  y.  ami  now  let  us  talk 
about  it." 
"  You  mistake  it,  sir,"  said  Lucy,  in  fresh 
amaxement  of  the  words  she  heard.  "]  don't 
live  here,  but  with  my  mistress  at  the  Priory; 
and,  Lord  love  ycl  sir,  a  minute's  enough  to  l>e 
friends  with  one  in  distress  ;  so  if  I  can  do 
your  bidding,  or  serve  yc " 
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"  You  can,  yon  em,"  cried  Falcon,  eagerly, 
"and  in  a  few  hours  we  will  arrange  it;  so  pre 
me  a  kiss,  my  pretty  girl !  as  security  for  good 
conduct,  and  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it,  for  you 
see  I  'm  a  good-hearted  fellow." 

"  Belike  ye  are,  sir,"  said  Lucy,  changing  to 
all  the  varying  hues  of  modesty  and  terror,  as 
she  recognized  the  person  whom  she  addressed; 
"but  as  ye  're  honest,  ye  need  not  put  to  fear 
the  like  of  me ;  and  if  ye  want  to  send  a  mes- 
sage to  the  Priory,  I  'm  in  the  service  of  Miss 
Constance,  and  have  cause  to  be  true  to  her 
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she  !>etn»yecl ;  but  Lucy  presently  recovered 
lu'i  faculties,  and  meditated  some  measure  of 
escape. 

'•  1  nex-er  did  you  any  injury,"  said  she,  in 
mild  expostulation,  "  nor  any  one  in  the  wide 
world;  and  like  enough,  sir,  I  may  be  weak,  but 

1  'in  strong  beside, and But  you  are  the  same 

man  I  met  in  the  foreat,  for  1  remember  you !" 
and  a  shudder  eame  across  her  at  the  recol- 
lection. 

"  And  ao  do  I  remember  you,"  cried  Falcon, 
with  n  coarse  laugh;  "a  pretty  giri  is  not 
soon  forgotten,  and  doubtless  you  are  obliged 
to  me  for  the  preference  ;  so  tell  me  what  you 
think  of  it." 

"  I  should  think,  if  ever  yon  had  any  sisters," 
said  Lucy,  mournfully,  "  you  would  not  like  to 
see  them  in  my  plight ;  or  if  you  had  a  lady, 
I  'm  sure,  sir,  you  would  take  the  bfe  of  the 
man  who  would  mean  unkindly  to  her." 

"  As  it  might  suit  my  turn  or  not,"  answered 

I.e.  r.i;v[i:s-.!y.     "  Ym.  Ik.w   HBMtlUQg  tO  learn. 

girl;  you  don't  quite  know  me  yet.  He  who  has 
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baked  on  m  gibbet  as  often  as  I  bsve,  k»» 
need  to  iear  the  whining  of  one  like  tol" 

"  God  help  ye  upon  your  death-bed!"  * 
ejaculated ;  and  recurring  to  the  hope  of  Raw 
leys  mpproach.  she  listened  in  the  intend] 
of  fear,  until  she  thought  she  heard  the  vow 
of  those  who  were  conversing  peacefully  tritfe 
doors  at  the  Priory.  But  now  a  singing  sena 
boo,  then  a  dead  kind  of  murmuring,  pissf 
orer  her  hearing ;  and  now  again  nothing  B 
a  living  sound  appealed  to  her  senses.  St 
turned  her  gaze  upon  Pierce  Falcon,  but  quick! 
drew  it  away ;  and  as  her  fears  came  fresh 
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phiz  will  please  you  after ;  and  this  is  one  of 
my  secrets.     I  'U  teach  you  something." 

The  rustic  rose  to  her  feet,  but  remained 
rooted  to  the  spot  with  terror  and  dismay,  and 
breathless  vrith  wild  anxiety  to  hear  some  one 
approach ;  but  only  the  fearful  form  of  the  ruf- 
fian WM  seen  advancing,  yet  neither  did  she 
recoil,  or  display  her  real  horror  of  him. 
Pierce  Falcon  stooped  and  whispered  into  her 
ear  some  words,  that  with  the  power  of  elec- 
tricity, brought  back  the  blood  to  her  brow, 
and  the  fire  to  her  eye,  and  aided  her  in  the 
strength  of  desperation  to  fly  from  him.  An 
blatant  she  delayed,  then  fixed  her  gaxc  of 
innocence  and  scorn  upon  him ;  the  loud  gut- 
tcral  laugh  of  the  profligate  answered  her;  and 
once,  and  only  once,  in  her  despair,  she  Bed 
round  the  narrow  compass  of  the  apartment,  if 
indeed  we  may  call  it  so.  But  strange  is  the 
impulse  of  fear;  the  little  creature  caught  up 
the  gipsy's  staff  that  lay  there,  glanced  sted- 
fastly  round  her,  and  vaulting  quickly  upon  a 
jutting  angle  of  the  building,  which  protruded 
itself  into  the  open   space,  she  was   at  once 
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placed,  as  she  supposed,  in  an  equal  posman 
with  her  enemy.  **  Come  near  me."  ike 
gasped,  "  come  near,  and  I  moat  kill  too' 
but  he  laughed  derision,  and  advanced  npor. 
her,  and  then  she  discovered,  what  her  iea 
had  till  then  concealed  from  her,  that,  though 
above  the  ground,  she  was  not  beyond  bis 
reach,  but  quite  as  much  as  ever  in  his  poww 
She  bent  a  gaze  of  awful  scrutiny  upon  be 
own  position ;  while  he,  confident  in  her  in* 
bility  to  escape,  stood  mockingly  contemplate 
the  madness  to  which  her  fears  mi<dit  lead  ha 
The  reader   must  remember  that  this  rui 
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ching  only  halfway  to  the  ceiling  left  many 
yards  of  empty  space  above  it ;  surmounted 
by  broken  rafters,  intruding  stone  work,  heavy 
cornices,  ivy-hung  casements,  and  all  the 
rough  intricacy  of  rafter  with  rafter,  that  origi- 
nally connected  the  inner  and  main  fabrication 
I  of  the  tower.  These  were  now  exposed  and 
laid  bare  to  the  view  by  the  havoc  of  tempestu- 
ous winds,  or  the  stealthy  ravages  of  centuries 
of  time. 

But  to  return  to  Lucy.  She  glanced  a  hasty 
survey  in  every  direction  around  her.  The 
point  of  a  jutting  wall  was  visible ;  it  would 
afford  one  instant's  lodgment  for  the  foot,  and 
beyond  it,  though  with  the  venture  of  a  leap, 
there  lay  a  lauding  place  of  safety.  It  formed 
the  recess  of  a  window.  A  waving  ivy-wreath 
proclaimed  that  this  security  was  a  sure  one  ; 
that  help  might  thence  be  summoned.  Here, 
then,  she  rested  her  hopes.  The  eye  of  Falcon 
was  fixed  upon  her,  and  she  held  up  her  heavy 
staff  with  intent  to  strike,  but  as  he  approached 
her  courage  failed.  She  felt  his  hand  upon 
foot;  she  leapt  desperately  towards  the 
v   2 
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wall ;  it  trembled  and  vibrated  beneath  h«r 
light  motion  ;  another  breath  of  entreaty  to 
cast  to  heaven,  and  again  she  sprang,  in  t« 
wildness  of  agony,  to  the  arched  lattice  « 
waving  ivy.  The  horrified  groan  of  Faicot 
echoed  to  the  leap ;  the  crumbling  bricks  fefl 
as  she  darted  away  from  them,  and  she  sunk 
upon  the  place  of  refuge  that  she  had  sought: 
and  here,  dizzy  with  the  shock  of  an  escape! 
danger,  her  presence  of  mind  forsook  her, « 
only  pleaded  within  her  for  immediate  as- 
sistance. 

But    Falcon   was   not  slow    in    the    pursuit. 
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is  list  shattered  the  intervening  partition, 
and  Ralph  Rangeley  stood  darting  his  swift 
in  every  quarter.  No  time  was  left  for 
flight,  ere  he  grasped  Falcon  by  the  throat, 
ing,  in  the  hard  breathing  of  his  agony, 
cries  that  were  tlie  more  terrible  because  they 
were  most  natural. 

The  shrieks  of  Lucy  had,  by  this  time, 
raised  the  Priory  to  her  assistance.  Jessy, 
with  in-.t iiui i'. f  dread,  hastened  to  the  well- 
known  haunt  of  her  folly  ;  and  Colonel  Nfnra- 
vel,  with  that  singular  divination  of  the  truth 
which  is  oftentimes  known  to  precede  even 
trivial  events,  commanded  the  dotDMticfl  to  re- 
main within,  and,  seizing  a  light,  sallied  forth 
to  inquire  into  the  cause  of  those  sounds  of 
alarm  which  he  had  heard. 

During  this,  Kangeley  relaxed  nothing  of  his 
hold,  but  suppressing  his  desire  to  fly  to  the 
instant  relief  of  his  beloved  Lucy,  gasj>ed  in 
the  breathless  heavings  of  his  emotion,  the 
expressions  of  his  wrath,  his  anguish,  and  his 
tenderness.  Nor  was  he  otherwise  idle,  but 
wiih    strength    now  roused    into   momentary 
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phrenxy,  combatted  all  Falcon's  attempt!  to 
be  released ;  with  kicks,  cuffs,  blows,  sod  110- 
lence  heaped  upon  bun,  Cast  as  the  shower  of 
a  wintry  hail-storm,  he  hinted,  at  the  sunt 
time,  his  mortal  contempt,  and  his  intention 
to  satisfy  his  vengeance. 

«  Villain,"  he  cried,  **  restore  her  to  me: 
good,  innocent,  as  you  have  found  her.  Resist, 
rascal,  resist,  that  I  may  kill  you — or  give  he- 
back  to  me."  But  here  the  beautiful  form  oi 
Jessy  Maravel  broke  upon  the  diaanw  of  hii 
vision,  and  her  silver  voice  sounded  to  him 
while  her  tender  hands  assayed 
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her  garments ;  unci  then  she  turned  her  obser- 
vation to  the  wrathful  attitude  of  Ralph 
Uangclcy.  The  cause  of  tin-,  singular  alarm, 
together  with  tlie  infamy  of  Pierce  Falcon's 
conduct,  was  in  this  glance  explained,  and  ilir 
discovery  And  her  for  a  while  in  silence  and 
immoveable  distress. 

She  stood  serene,  though  with  the  air  of  one 
struck  with  some  unexpected  sorrow.  A  slight 
paleness  passed  over  the  beauty  of  her  com- 
plexion, and  she  instantaneously  recalled  her- 
self to  the  necessary  dignity  of  tbc  occasion, 
and  to  the  lit  conduct  of  one  so  undeservedly 
betrayed.  Her  miniature  figure  rose  up  to  its 
full  height,  and  though  slight  in  youthful  pro- 
portion, it  displayed  an  easy  grandeur  of  atti- 
tude that,  with  her  very  lovely  person,  might 
haTe  combined  in  that  one  moment,  Go 
admiration  of  any  or  all  who  had  beheld  her. 
II,  r  beautiful  eyes  darted  tin;  softest  glances  of 
pity  and  scorn  united  ;  while  the  colour  of 
anger  contended  witli  a  hue  more  feminine, 
both  in  her  face,  upon  her  brow,  and  on  her 
bosom.  She  was,  however,  by  no  means  unaware 
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of  the  effect  that  all   this  would  have 

upon  her  father,  or  indeed   on  those 

and  while  dwelling   in  thought  upon  tl 

enceof  her  charms,   Colonel  Mararel 

The  position  of  all  parties  sufficiently  a 

to  one  so  conversant  with  the  world,  ti 

lute  situation   of  each    individual  invc 

this  event.     Perhaps  his  knowledge  o( 

Falcon  s  dumber  went  some  way  towa 

"Jessy,  my  child !  "  said  the  indulgen 

hi  kind  reproof;    «  and   Mr.    Rangeley 

Xhis  man  to  me,  sir,  if  you  please,"  he  M 

the  tone  of  one  not  unused  to  commanc 

Raiurky  held  on  the  faster  and   with  s 
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I  Colonel, — who  wounded  Basil  Forde,  struggled 
s<iili  DM  NOOOg  tht  brambles  in  the  forest 
there, — iiuwlted  Lucy  there, — aye,  and  now, 
Colonel,  now, — and  it '»  too  had  to  expect  me  to 
give  It i tn  up  !  Besides — "  But  now  again,  for 
I  the  WUlt  of  words,  he  set  In  him  If  again  to  the 
task  of  <;i-.ii^atiou.  the  exercise  of  blows,  Ml 
amusement  full  of  exquisite  delight  to  him ; 
but  Falcon,  now,  for  appearance  sake,  made 
|>owerful  resistance :  and  Jessy  entreated,  and 
Lucy    added     her    appeal,     and     the    Colonel 

»  struggled  against  him,  whispering  terms  of 
pacification  and  promises  of  satisfaction  here- 
after;  so  Rangclcy  was  fain  to  yield,  and 
break  away  to  the  support  of  Lucy,  who,  as  a 
last  resource  to  her  dfotTOOB,  bad  Mink  into 
tears.  His  eager  inquiries,  bit  rapid  protesta- 
tions of  love,  and  loud  resolutions  to  protect 
her,  now  drowned  every  other  sound,  and 
quickly  restored  liis  rustic  mistress  in  some 
degree  to  her  senses;  till,  when  she  smiled. 
this  was  but  the  wateliword  for  further  dis- 
course, lie  now  applied  himself  to  hear  par- 
ticulars, reconcile  apparent  discrepancies,  and 
M  5 
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establish  the  facts  of  these  events;  and  M 
lost  in  the  rapidity  and  energy  of  detail,  when 
Colonel  Maravel  approached,  hinting  a  hope 
that  he  would  retire,  and  leave  to  biro  thf 
further  arrangement  of  this  unpleasant  afeit; 
in  which,  indeed,  he  was  himself  as  much  * 
volved  as  any  other  of  the  persons  present 
The  Colonel  was  not  a  man  to  be  refused 
Lucy  hoped  that  he  would  listen  to  reason 
and,  accordingly,  disappointed  of  a  secom 
skirmish,  the  little  man  quitted  the  ruin.  A 
they  departed,  Jessy  cast  an    intreating  loo 
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"  My  dearest  love,  compose  yourself,"  Mid 
the  Colonel,  who  was  ever  won  and  worked 
upon  by  her  tears.  "  For  you,  sir,  you  have 
come  up  to  my  opinion  of  you  as  a  villain, 
and  I  was  not  mistaken  in  you." 

'•  Reproach  him  not,  dear  father,"  entreated 
she,  in  a  paroxysm  of  amiable  distress.  "  Spare 
me  the  anguish  of  knowing  how  much  he  has 
merited  ymir  unger,  and  deserved  my  scum. 
Indeed,  alas !  the  innocence  of  a  woman's  love 
may  be  forgiven  her,  but  such  unkindue**. 
cruelty,  ingratitude, — my  father,  protect  your 
child,  and  save  her  from  D4T  thoughts!" 

"  If  my  beautiful  Jessy  would  allow  me  to 
explain,"    interrupted    the    insidious    Falcon, 
"  she  would  have  no  cause  to  lament  her  ch' 
of  me ;  and  might  even  find  it  prudent  to  for- 
get, and,  in  fact,  to  be  friends  with  me  again. 

"  Restrain  yourself,"  she  whispered,  per- 
ceiving that  tlie  Colonel  was  about  to  retaliate 
upon  the  ruffian ;  and  she  changed  the  tender 
expression  of  her  grief  into  the  calm  air  of 
collected  pride,  and  advanced  towards  Pierce 
Falcon.     In  this  pleasing  assumption  of  dig- 
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nity,  she  paused  during  the  space  of  some  mi- 
nutes. "  The  time  has  come,"  said  she,  at  last; 
"  and  we  must  part, — the  fate  is  inevitable, 
and  we  meet  no  more.  All  things  forbid 
that  I  should  recognise  you  further;  but  let 
me  hope  the  next  fond  heart  you  find  your 
own,  that  you  will  treat  it  better.  For  me,  I 
despise  you,— you,  who  could  degrade  me— 
could  bring  me  to  this  base  comparison ;  you, 
Falcon,  who  could  see  no  further;  but  I  com- 
plain not,  the  discovery  has  been  fortunate. 
I  leave  you,  sir,  to  the  mercy  of  my  father,  who, 
for   my   salve,   will   shelter    you    from   m\x 
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the  bitter  remorse  of  Pierce  Falcon,  louring  in 
darkness  on  bit  brow,  she  turned  once  again, 
and  slowly  walked  from  the  ruin. 
A  short  interval  of  silence  intervened  after 
her  departure,  unbroken  by  either  of  the  rem;. in 
ing  persons.  Pierce  Falcon  was,  indeed,  taken 
by  surprise  and  wrapt  in  confusion  at  her 
hasty  decision  ;  white  the  Colonel  was  settling 
with  himself  how  he  might  best  get  rid  of  tins 
unpleasant  intruder  upon  his  premises,  and 
discharge  him  without  ill  v.  ill.  m  unnecessary 
debate  as  to  the  pecuniary  terms  of  his  absence. 
For  that  it  would  come  to  this,  he  was  much 
too  well  acquainted  with  the  man's  character 
to  doubt  even  for  an  instant. 

By  slow  degrees,  however,  other  and  more 
serious   thoughts   possessed    him,    and   while 

I  contemplating  his  present  measures,  together 
will)  this  and  other  late  unhappy  events  in  his 
family,  the  care  and  parental  anxiety  conse- 
quent upon  them,  were  depicted  in  him. 
Pierce  Falcon  now  abated  some  of  his  native 
impudence,  and  began  to  exhibit  a  sullen  and 
ruffian  shame.     The  Colonel  was,  in  bil  way, 
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"  Justice  has  little  to  do  with  mc,"  cried 
Falcon,  doggedly  ;  "  or  it  would  have  had  me 
long  ago,  and  you  also,  possibly.  Rut,  Colo- 
nel, you  must  behave  in  a  gentlemanlike 
manner ;  no  threats,  sir,  no  nonsense,  but  an 
equal  bargain,  ami  ;t  supply  of  cash  to  start  me 
on  my  journey,  and  then  you  may  hope." 

"  Hope  that  you  « ill  not  come  back  again, 
and  rind  it  nothing  but  a  hope,"  answered  the 
Colonel.  "  No,  Falcon,  we  will  not  trust  each 
Other.  Besides,  it  would  infinitely  please  me 
to  licar  the  why  and  the  wherefore  of  these 
bargains  and  this  bribery.  My  good  fellow, 
you  must  play  off  this  game  with  others,  for, 
let  mc  assure  you,  tli.it  you  will  get  nothing  of 
mc  but  hard  language  and  still  worse  treat- 
ment. Therefore  be  off,  and  seek  your  safcty 
in  time:  or  without  further  ado,  I  shall  detain 
you  to  answer  the  assault  on  Basil  Forde. 
You  see  I  know  you, — and  submit." 

■  Now,  you  mistake  it,  Colonel,"  said  he, 
with  something  like  fierce  malice  in  his  tone  ; 
"  and  quite  so,  if  you  think  that  you  can  gull 
me  thus  into  your  plans ;  for  the  devil  take  me 
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she  was  an  heiress — and  money  she  has.  It  is 
too  late  for  me  to  he  deceived — she  has  a  pro- 
perty— and  I  do  not  believe  it." 

"('nine,  come,  Falcon,"  said  the  Colonel, 
"  you  will  be  n  dupe  at.  last  ;  hut  by  the  powers 
above  us,  if  you  remain  here  beyond  this  closing 
day,  you  will  have  delayed  too  long,  l>e  caught  in 
r  own  snare,  and  die  like  a  dog.  Ucarken, 
sir,  the  puling  tears  of  a  weak  girl  are  nothing 
to  me,  and  if  your  life  should  answer  it,  1  will 
resign  you.  So  choose  your  path,  for  I  have 
done  with  you." 

"  For  the  sake  of  friendship,"  said  the  other, 
with  fawning  duplicity,  "  I  should  he  glad  to 
Oblige  y  'ii! ;  for  you  know,  Colonel,  you  have 
done  me  some  favours  before  now,  and  so  let 
us  come  to  ti-rms  for  oh!  acquaintance.  Now, 
it  s  what  I  don't  like  to  do  with  a  friend,  and 
sunk  in  misfortune  too,  besides,  I  would  not 
do  yon  an  injury;  you  wrong  nie  if  you  think 
I  would;  and  so,  perhaps,  you  might  like  to 
prevent  all  unpleasantness.  Suppose  you  cash 
up  for   these   letters   of  your  daughter;    and 
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now  —  this  is  honourable  to   you — wha 

you  t " 

The  Colonel,  who  was  fully  prepare 
this,  testified  no  evident  interest  whate 
the  transaction,  but  contemplated  the  ; 
with  reference  to  the  sum  necessary  to  i 
franchisement  from  the  grasp  of  its  p 
retainer.  There  is  no  knowing  how  lor 
cogitation  might  hare  lasted,  only  thi 
wily  Falcon  was  about,  gradually  to  d 
them  again  in  the  safe  custody  from  whei 
had  taken  them.     The  Colonel  measured 
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"If  you  delay  here  after  to-morrow  morn- 
ing," said  the  Colonel,  a*  lie  took  the  letters 
and  deposited  the  money  in  the  ready  gripe  of 
this  approved  scoundrel,  ■  if  the  break  of  day 
rinds  you  here,  you  must  be  considered  amena- 
ble to  the  laws,  since  these  are  the  last  words 
that  pass  between  us.  The  country  is  unsafe 
to  you— you  had  better  quit  it."  And  with 
these  words  he  departed  from  the  tower. 

"  So,  Colonel,"  muttered  this  able  suitor, 
"this  money  will  serve  my  present  turn;  this 
place  is  now  too  infernally  hot  to  hold  me,  and 
tin-,  will  pay  my  absence  from  the  girl ;  but  he 
thinks  that  I  am  to  be  cozened,  and  quietly 
got  rid  of— but  no,  the  day  will  mine,  the  bird 
will  be  flown,  and  I  the  son-in-law  of  Colonel 
Maravcl !  Caught  in  my  own  snare  !  'tis  he  is 
caught :  "  and  with  a  smothered  laugh,  and 
deep  imprecation  on  the  certainty  of  his  suc- 
cess, the  favoured  suitor  contented  himself  with 
arranging  his  projects  of  departure. 

But  while  he  was  concerting  schemes  that 
every  accident  might  frustrate,  his  destiny  had 
disposed  one  event  in  his  life,  which  he  might 
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How  can  1  Urc  without  thee,  how  forgo 

Thy  iweet  coutcrM  and  lovr.  no  dearly  join'd. 

T»  lire  again  in  thw  wild  wood*  forlorn  ? 

Pakadii*  Lo»t. 

Constancb  Maravcl,  from  the  happy  hour 
of  explanation  with  her  sister  Jessy,  wherein  it 
proved  that  Basil  Forde  was  onlyjuM  ;is 
kind  and  faithful  as  she  imagined  him,  again 
began  to  revive,  and  as  she  recovered  the  first 
shock  of  so  sudden  a  transition  from  despair  to 
hope,  all  fatal  symptoms  nf  disorder  vanished. 
Indeed,  as  this  had  heen  produced  hy  mental 
distress  rather  than  any  other  cause,  it  yielded 
insensibly  to  the  calm  and  repose  that  suc- 
ceeded upon  this  pleasing  elucidation  of  her 
supposed  injuries  and  misfortune*.  Morcov.-r. 
as  she  began  to  look  upon  the  world  again, 
and  to  rise  up  from  tin:  hed  of  death  where  she 
had  sunk,  it  appeared  no  small  consolation  to 
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vance  was  the  secret  belief  both  of  mistress  and 
maid. 

••  Bless  me,  madam,"  said  Lucy,  as  she 
|>ecpcd  ever  and  anon  from  the  lattice  on  a  fine 
frosty  morning,  "  there 's  that  poor  Mr.  Forde 
wandering  again  in  the  forest,  a  broken-hearted 
gentleman,  I  'm  afeard.  They  say  that  he  's 
crossed  in  love,  well,  and  it 's  sad  to  be  sure !  " 

"  Very  strange,"  sighed  Constance,  in  blush- 
ing and  tremulous  gladness,  u  strange  that  he 
docs  not  call  upon  my  father.  1  have  heard 
that  he  is  altered  ;  but  no,  of  course,  you  cannot 
perceive  it,  the  distance — " 

"  Indeed  but  I  can  though,"  said  Lucy,  true 
to  the  task  she  had  undertaken,  "  and  vastly 
pale  he  is,  and  changed  that  no  one  would  know 
him;  not  even  bis  wife,  if  be  had  one."  And  per- 
ceiving that  her  lady  blushed  still  deeper,  "  but 
he 's  oftener  here  than  you  think,"  she  added  : 
•'  my  mother  says  that  he  "s  the  heart  of  a  hun- 
dred, and  the  wits  too ;  but.  Lord  bless  you  ! 
miss,  you  don't  care  to  hear  it,  so — " 

"  That  ray  of  sunlight  dazzles  me,"  said  Con- 
stance, "  and  Lucy  dear,  draw  the  blind  before 
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makes  Mr.  Forde  so  gr 
mother,  Lucy  ?  "  she  asfc 

a  Why,  miss,  and  only 
down  from  the  Grange 
after  hour,  and  of  a  nig] 
were  getting  on ;  and  ther 
mother  for  along  while  ol 
such  kind  inquiries  afte 
gentle  speaking,  and  ther 
It 's  a  wonder  he  has  n't 
as  they  say,  he 's  Mr.  Mc 
as  rich  as  you  please !  " 

"  And  so  he  is  rich,"  t 
turning  despondence,  "  th 
of  Mr.  Moreton ,-  well,  let 
be  happy." 


uf  Mr.  Moreton,"  und  here  she  hesitated,  in 
order  to  give  greater  weight  to  the  forthcoming 
words,  •■  mi  attentive,  to  he  sure  !  The  other 
night,  do  you  remember,  Mis*,  two  roses  you 
plucked,  with  your  own  hands,  here,  at  the 
window  ?  They  were  as  dry  as  parched  pens !  M  y 
mother  took  tliem  down  stairs,  and  says  he, 
when  he  saw  them,  'What,  roses  at  this  MNO] 
Mrs.  Mykc!  They  must  have  come  off  the 
verandah?'  'To  he  sure,'  said  my  mother, 
'  Miss  Constance  picked  them  herself." 
•  Well,'  said  he,  as  kindly  as  might  be, '  good 
Mrs.  Myke,  the  Grange  is  a  sad  place  without 
you,  and  as  the  young  lady  is  so  much  better, 
I  shall  take  these  two  roses  to  Mr.  Moreton,to 
shew  him  you  will  soon  be  back  amongst  us.' 
But,  lord  love  you  !  Miss,  he  played  with  them 
■gainst  his  lips,  till,  as  my  mother  said,  they 
weren  't  fit  to  give  to  a  cow ;  but  he 's  so 
thoughtful,  to  be  sure ! "  Now  Lucy  ceased, 
the  active  sound  of  her  needle  being  sufficient 
of  itself  to  hint,  that  no  answer  of  doubt  was 
anticipated  to  the  gentleman's  excellencies  as 
she  had  described  them ;  and  no  answer  was 
vol.  in.  N 


word  for  word.  But  Lucy 
and  at  the  first  intimatit 
the  part  of  Constance, 
attempt. 

"  And  oh !  if  you  pic 
listed,  "  there  'a  somethii 
some  tablets,  I  think !  M 
sure  they  belong  to  Mr. 
them  in  his  bed-room ;  ai 
so  often  about  them,  and 
in  Miss  Jessy's  workbox. 
sure  they  were  given  hint 
perhaps,  the  poor  gentlem; 

"  Give  them  him  back,' 
faltering  emotion,  "now, 
chately,  send  them  to  the 
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them  in  the  wood,"  said  Lucy;  "  he  might  have 
lost  then)  there.  And  when  he  asks,  Miss,  wi- 
:iy  that  you  are  getting  bettor?  " 

*  Certainly,"  replied  Constance,  sighing  and 
smiling  in  the  same  breath  j  "  much  better — 
quite  well !  And  Lucy,  if  I  should  be  jworse 
you  must  not  pain  the  dear  old  gentleman, 
I  mean  Mr.  Mofeton,  by  telling  him  so.  No, 
I  would  not  render  him  unhappy  fur  the 
world." 

"  Very  well,  Miss,"  sai<l  Lucy,  anil  slid  from 
tin  room;  and  transposing  the  last  sentence  in 
tin  way  that  she  liked  the  best,  she  replaced 
the  word  'old*  by  another, its  greatest  contrarie- 
ty in  the  language,  and  decided  that  the  person 
So  mentioned,  could  be  none  other  than  Basil 
I  ir<le,  whom  we  were  not  to  render  unhappy 
for  the  whole  world. 

At   the    same    time,  the    persevering  Ralph 

Rangcley   had   not   been  remiss,  but,  OH   fbt 

contrary,  displayed  a  very  laudable  industry  in 

tlii>.  his  new  vocation.     He  had  decided  that 

these  two  people  loved   one  another,  and  his 

decisions,  generally  so  momentous  to  himself, 
N    S 
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rel ;  or  the  quiet  and  enduring  self-possession 

the  sudden  perception  of  the   ludicrous,  the 

I  painful  ond  evident   ilillidence,  the  deep   and 

:  .ntruted   feeling,    with  which  Bnsil  Forde 

[ttill  received  the  trivial  or  serious,  but  always 

welcome  information,  which  this  indefatigable 

sseuger,  from  time  to  time,  brought  to  him. 

But   Rangclcy   had    resolved   that    certain 

events  should  come  to  pass,  and  his  word  w»s 

hi*,  law;  his  law,  like  many  others,  irrevocable 

— not  to  be  done  away  with ;  and  therefore,  he 

determined  that  theaetwo  people  should  marry, 

that  he  would  have  his  May,  and  he  did  his  best 

to  bring  it  about. 

Accordingly,  at  whatever  hour,  whenever  our 
hero  chose  the  neighbourhood  of  Nun's  Priory 
for  his  stroll,  then,  and  always  then,  the  indo- 
mitable Ralph  Rangeley  wo?,  sooner  or  Liter, 
an  intruder  upon  his  solitary  ramble. 

H  Oh,  lord !  how  blind  some  people  are !  "  he 

exclaimed,  as  he  dogged  his  friend  unrelenting. 

ly  up  and  down  before  the  Priory,  darting  his 

•\  eye  at  every  turn  towards  the  window 

where  his  beloved  Lucy  was  stationed.     "  No, 


»«  "   I  admired  h 

**  little   „,an  stop 

giving  pointed  ernpr 

WIt?    *  if  Moved  1 

Wouldn't  keep  meoi 

*•»&<»  bed-room,  t 

***  thni«  me  down 

!  should  have  told  mvj 

^  then,  to  the  chui 

moping  a„d  for  pininj 

—none  o  that  for  me ! 

<todgin*r  pursuit  of  Basi 

and  graces  of  courtshi; 

*indow  of  his  mistress ; 

ed  risihle,  even  as  a  sp 

these  pleasing  assiduities 

and  row  Basil  Forde  l»n„ 
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you   answer  ?      You    know    whether   or    no, 
Rtngclcy.  " 

*  I  won't  advise,"  said  Ralph,  with  a  doleful 
accent  of  indecision  ;  "  fOl  may  kill  her,  do 
her  DO  good  ;  her  fortune's  impaired,  her 
health  and  heart  broken,  and.  between  us,  you 
had  l>ctter  have  done  with  it.  She  don't  care 
fur  you,  or  you  for  her — so — "  and  a  wistful 
sigh  ended  this  exposition  of  the  fact. 

"  You  arc  an  excellent  judge,  good  K.inge- 
ley,"  cried  Fordc,  impatiently,  "  and  I  thank 
you  for  the  hint;  but  let  me  alone,  no  more  in- 
trude yourself.  Wherefore  allude  to  it,  what  can 
it  have  possibly  tu  do  with  you  ?" 

"  But  I  say  it  has,"  answered  Kangcley,  with 
tome  pertinacity 3  "and  it  makes  me  mad  to 
see  you.  All  the  while  she  was  ill,  there,  mum 
bona  four  name  in  ber  sleep,  calling  you  by 
pretty  words  of  auger,  as  Lucy  tells  me.  and 
waking  to  find  herself  alone.  And  other  tilings 
too  that  ought  l»c  mentioned.  But  go  your  own 
ways,  1  'vc  done  with  you,  devilish,  headstrong, 
stupid,  hearrtfeaj — you  know  you  like  her,  how- 
ever," and  he  turned  away  in  a  huff,  but  was 
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Ms  hat  VM  waved  to  and  fro  to  some  almost 
imj>ercep1ible  object  in  the  distance,  and  he 
began  to  advance  nimbly  towards  the  Priory  > 
his  walk  increasing  in  rapidity  as  he  progressed, 
and  the  upright  position  of  his  body  stooping 
t  >  m  insinuating  bend  of  adulation,  as  he  onet 
I  0UB4I  r<>  a  stand-still  beftm  the  gates  of 
lie  dwelling;  tad  here  Basil  Rotate  pursued 
hiiu,  and  halted  by  his  side  in  enchanted 
reverie. 

She  then  was  true  to  him  and  loved  him 
still,  ami  Would,  nay  hail  perhaps  already  for* 
given  him,  or  only  needed  some  excuse  for 
lining  so;  and  then,  and  doubtless  Morctou 
ild  consent,  but  upon  this  hope  all  further 
thought  was  ended.  The  rest  was  diaay  anti- 
cipation, wild  delight,  or  dreaming  vacuity,  the 
very  anguish  of  human  joy.  But  now  his  gaze. 
began  to  wander  over  the  building,  with  MOM 
restrained  license  than  that  of  the  fiery  Uange- 
ley,  but  with  DO  less  intensity  of  desire  to  be- 
hold the  object.  An  instant  after,  some  female 
forms  approached  the  lattice.     They  were  Cou- 


your  eyes  were  clean  pierce< 

don't  yon  see   Miss    Man 

•eying,  waring  her  hand. 

blind  as  you    for    someth 

lord!   egad!"   and  with  tl 

wonder,  he  sallied  sway  in 

«  Dear  me.  Miss,"  cried 

-Acre's  Mr.  Forde  bowing 

and  bowing  again ;  and,  M 

to  see  him."    Therefore,  w] 

Msrsrel  do  less  than  bend 

Forde  returned  it,  and  yiei 

looks  that  were  not  to  be 

respectful  and  yet  so  son 

Constance  blushed  and   h 

Forde.  without  knowing  f 
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heart  on  fire,  he  waved  his  beaver  aloft  in  the 
air,  and  rushed  down  an  opening  in  the  forest 
through  which  Forde  hud  departed.  He  quickly 
came  up  to  him. 

'•  The  day  begins  to  look  fair,'  cried  he. 
rubbing  his  hands  in  wild  glee,  "and  Lury 
shall  follow  the  hounds  before  t he  year's  out, 
or  ray  words  arc  not  mine.  A  pretty  | 
eh,  at  the  hunt?  But  Forde,  these  tablets, 
they  till  found  in  the  wood,  and  Miss  Mara- 
m  I.  she  sends  them  you — yon  understand. 
Aye !  There  goes  Moreton,  the  old  dog — I  'II 
be  off — want  to  speak  to  him — good  bye  t'ye — ." 

"  You  are  an  obliging  fellow,''  said  Forde,  in 
half  reverie.  "  Tell  Lucy,  if  I  call  at  the  Priory, 
tO  let  DM  in  to  Miss  Maravel,  alone,  only  five 
minutes  alone  with  her,  and  I  'iu  bound  to  you 
for  ever — will  you,  llangclcy }  " 

"  Aye,  aye,"  cried  the  other,  "  tell  her 
come  from  me.  Farewell,  she  wool  n-fuseyou;" 
and  ere  another  word  could  be  spoken  he  had 
vanished  ;  his  green  coat  being  beheld  tlirough 
the  trem,  glancing  along  with  wonderful  velocity. 

Forde  stood  listening  to  the  hollow  echo  <.< 
his  footsteps  against  the  wintry  ground,  for  the 


_iT 


IMJCOS. 

od  erery  booghaf  tlu 
praentlr    the    tone  of   hi 
throagh  the  da 
of  mekdr,  recalle 
rtempbtkm  of  h 
to  him   by  the  n 
Cift.   the  first  emblem  < 
timmtit*  mbxtimato  him.    Quick! 
wrwwi  aad  action  in  ail  tl 
ftieadafcaa.  and  the  many  event 
it:  bvt  vhen  it  came  to  th 
that  ahe  benetf  had  spake 


It   was    this    exact   evening,   just   at    the 
time   when  it  is   neither    night   nor  twilight, 
but  when  the   heavy  cloud   of  mist,  at   this 
season,  obscures  the  sky,  and  hangs  over  the 
earth,  like  a  floating  veil  to  shade  the  likeness 
of  all  tilings  from   one  another;    it  was  this 
time   of  out-door    nothingness,   when   nature 
seems  asleep  or  dead,  when  the  flame  of  the 
in-door  fire  hums  clearest,  and  is  playing  with 
■Meting  darkness,  or  quick  returning  bright- 
MBj  casting  grotesque  and  giant  shadows  upon 
the  walls  of  the  apartment ;  it  was  at  this  hour, 
when   it   is  most  fit  to   converse  and  to  do 
nothing  else,  tliat  a  low  summons  was  heard 
at  the  Priory  gate.     At  a  noiseless  pace,  Basil 
Fordc  crept  after  the   maiden    Lucy,  and  was 
shortly  in  the  presence  of  Miss  Maruvel,  who, 
IfffTttftg  on   tiie  sofa,  was,  fur  want   of  hctter 
amusement,  gazing  on  the  seat  where  he  had 
so  often  sat,  and  conjuring  up  his  living  aem- 
hlanee  in   her  "  mind's  eye,"  to  be  her  com- 
pany. 

We  do  not  talk  of  beauty ;  it  is  enough, 
that  to  a  certainty,  the  faded  form,  the  sunk 
and    wasted  features,   the   clouded    eye,    and 
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languid  «tep,  were,  to   Basil  Fordo, 
beauteous  than  all  earth's  loveliness ; 
the  soul   of   Constance  Maravcl    sti 
there,  they  were  hulh  dear  and  sacred  to 
We    may  not  determine   DOV   many  min 
were- spent    n  n. ■  ncral  wnh»  of  i,. 
that  tliey  were  full  uf   more  than 
do  not  doubt. 

The    next    rational    thought    that    intra 

itself,  was  how  he  should  make  it  undcrsti 

that  he  was  there,  for  Lucy  had  gasped 

ail   in tli  '-ml,  and  fled   away  deligh 

with  the  secrecy  with  which   he  had 

raitted;  and   no*-,  how  could    he  iodic* 

presence,   without   giving  llna   or   inc 

displeasure?      Ijet    a    lover   have    two 

before  him,  and  he  infallihly  makes  choice 

the  most  periloOf.     So   Basil  acted    accord; 

to  a  lover's  discretion,   which,  at    i 

madness,   and  therefore  slowly,  and  v 

spectful  sorrow  of  mien,  he  emerged  fro 

shade    of    the    room   where    he    had    hi 

been   concealed.     By  n  strange  ;n -ciilcnt, 

instinctive  impulse,    he  l>ent    his    kw  to 

identical  chair  where  he  had  so 
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courted  or  laughed  away  his  leisure ;  and 
now,  with  a  mournful  bend,  he  stood  hefore 
her,  smiled  faintly,  essayed  to  speak,  and,  at 
last,  sunk  upon  the  scat  in  a  profound  agi- 
tation, quite  natural  perhaps,  though  by  no 
means  anticipated  as  the  necessary  result  of 
his  present  peculiar  situation. 

Constance,    meanwhile,     pondflffag    in    ab- 
straction upon  the  past,  had  quite  lost  sight 

of  the  chair  and  all  around  her,  and  was 
wandering  far  awav  beyond  all  thought;  hut 
that  there  was  such  a  being  as  himself  in  the 
wide  world ;  when,  presently,  all  at  01 
through  her  vision,  the  objects  in  the  apart- 
ment became  again  apparent,  and  among  them 
the  new  occupant  of  the  seat  stationed  before 
her.  How  true  a  delineation  the  mind  may 
draw  of  something  it  remembers !  And  there 
she  sat  gazing  intently,  and,  at  last,  dis- 
tractedly upon  it,  terrified  at  the  very  being 
which  she  had  conjured  up  to  her  ima- 
gination. Her  ghastly  paleness  now  warned 
him  of  bis  error,  and  deprived  him,  in  his 
consternation,  of   all   power  of   P  ;  it 


HKRCE  FALCON. 


JSI 


buck  from  him.  She  was  not  capable  of  more 
unkind  reproof,  and  it  was  felt  in  its  full  force. 
Fortle,  by  degrees,  shrunk  back,  and  at  last 
only  dared  to  retain  the  hand  he  held  within 
hi  9  own. 

"  I  recall  to  my  mind,"  said  he,  somewhat 
mournfully,  "  a  train  of  events  that  have  per- 
haps for  ever  shut  me  out  from  your  indul- 
gence. My  offences  to  you  have  been  many; 
and  yet  my  fully  might  find  excuse  in  the  sin- 
cerity of  my  affection,  if,  Constance,  you 
would  believe  it." 

"  In  truth,  Mr.  Fordc,''  said  she,  with  a 
pretty  and  graceful  attempt  at  retreat,  only 
meant  as  n  feint  in  drawing  on  the  invading 
party,  "  1  have  been  much  mistaken  in  you, 
and  gave  you  credit  for  better  kindness  than 
you  have  shewn — more  sincerity — more  sta- 
bility of  friendship;  and  who,  therefore,  but 
would  blame  ine  for  the  weakness  of  hearing 
further  f  " 

a  None,  no  one :  not  even  your  own  heart," 
cried  Fordc,  "  which  has  best  IMMII  fur  it. 
But  how  can  I  have  offended  past  forgiveness  ? 


■>-  rracx  FALCON. 

If  my  lore  have  taught  me  bat  ankindn 

U»  belied  me/' 

-  Nay,   nay,  Mr.  Forde,"  said  she, 

jr—1 riif  'pray,  and  then  the  tablets- 
farther  proof?  And  then  toot  long  n 
■r?" 

"What  farther  proof,  indeed,"  cri« 
"  of  roar  kind  condescension,  and  i 
hopes  that  I  hare  entertained  from  it .' 
hare  ikaeived  your  scorn,  who  hare  oe* 
Toa  to  be  the  cause  of  my  weak  jealoui 
to  mwtafce  roar  modesty — oh,  1  am  n 
think  of  it ! " 


me — how  cruel  of  you!  But  yet  you  know 
not  all— my  fortune  is  gone— my  father's  cir- 
cumstances— yea,  Nf  r.  Forde,  I  am  no  longer 
fit  for  you — the  thing  is  hopeless — we  must 
part!" 

"  Never,  dear  Constance,  never,"  he  ex- 
claimed. "  Permit  me  hut  to  hope,  and  then 
direct  the  future  as  you  will.  Has  Miss  Ma- 
ravel  quite  forgotten  that  day— the  dearest  of 
my  life  ? " 

li  No,  not  forgotten  it,"  faltered  OoMtance; 
and  the  rest  Basil  pleaded  upon  her  lips.  It 
might  l>c  accident,  or  one  of  the  foolish  de- 
vices of  love,  but  on  retiring  back  from  him, 
the  ribbon  Of  the  picture  was  caught,  and  it 
was  drawn  from  the  bosom  where  it  reposed. 
Here  was  a  proof  beyond  all  words,  and  the 
enchanted  gaze  of  Basil  rested  on  it.  A  reel- 
ing sensation  came  over  her,  she  attempted  to 
escape,  and  was  roused  from  the  swoon  in 
which  she  was  fast  sinking,  by  the  fervent 
pressure  of  her  lover,  and  the  sweet  whisper 
that  soutided  to  her  senses. 

"  Dear  and  admirable  girl !  "  he  murmured, 


»«  uunuic,    Uljr    uuiuuuiu 

me?" 

"  Dear  Basil,"  she  sig 

cruel,  but  now  be  merci 

and  understood  the  entrt 

time  she  had  no  cause  to  i 

of  her,  or  he  to  question 

rosity.     Again  they  were 

mutual  confidence,  again  '. 

testations  of  truth,  and  si 

were  will  or  words  wantii 

to  ingratiate  each  in  the 

whose  passion  was  the  imj 

the,  whose  love  was  far  afa 

It  were  in  vain  to  folio? 

of  ideal  bliss  where  now 

The  very  sense  of  such  1 
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fort,  may  dare  the  trial  to  efl'ect  it.  Indeed, 
to  promote  the  peace  of  others,  is  the  great 
charity  of  human  life,  and  full  of  the  sweetness 
of  immortal  love;  and  Constance  and  Basil 
were  intent  upon  the  thought,  and  that 
thought  begot  the  pleasing  fan Vf,  of  a  long  life 
of  joy  to  be  passed  between  them ;  and  truly, 
in  imagination,  the  future  seemed  hung  with 
roses  to  them,  and  they  were  roses  that 
bloomed  without  thorns. 

A  few  words  were  devoted  to  Basil's  late 
interview  with  Lord  Lesley,  and  the  corres- 
pondence subsequent  upon  it;  and  then  the 
devoted  friendship  and  noble  conduct  of  More- 
ton  of  the  Grange  was  next  dsmiltod  on, 
and  <lrew  forth  a  shower  of  tears,  dried  up  by 
grateful  smiles,  from  the  gentle-minded  Con- 
stance. But  when  their  future  fortunes  were 
felt  to  !><•  committed  to  his  charge,  Basil  confi- 
dently relied  upon  tl  ight,  while  Con- 
stance hoped,  for  his  sake,  she  might  be  found 
worthy;  and  then  she  remembered  the  partial 
kindness  that  Morcton  had  ever  shewn  her, 
and  this  last   recollection  came  to  her  with  all 


of  Basil  Forde. 

~Ah!  incorrigible  t 

where   have    you    beei 

tiptoe,  she  glanced  be 

his.    and    plied     her 

chasers  of  his  ebon  hai 

fate    and  golden  tresi 

before  him:  and  here 

bias.  «  What,  taken  a  L 

Wicked  Wlow!  and  whi 

self,  too  will  not  let  anc 

wr  shall  have  no  lover 

Bat  other  maidens'  smil 

sag,  though  I  should  h 

doae  with  you,  scorn  an 

go  tow  wars,  and  marr 

her  airy  laugh,  ceased  th< 
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Mtkm!  though  most  indifferent,  still  lulled  in 
admiration ;  the  want  of  henrt  and  soul  is 
Marcely  felt,  so  much  we  are  betrayed  !  " 

"  Lovely  Jessy,"  said  he,  in  smiling  serious- 
ness. "  You  arc  one  for  whom  all  men  may 
sigh,  with  justice,  and  in  vain.  Charming  yet 
cruel,  hard-hearted  yet  too  kind  !  Upon  my 
word,  fair  tyrant,  what  would  you  ?  I  injurious 
beauty  may  not — cannot  wish  for  more." 

••  Well,  you  arc  good,"  responded   she,  in 
soothing  sadness,  "  and  wdl  no  longer  torture 
me ;    no  more  kind  importunity.    Constance 
is  pretty  and  fair,  will  make  a  charming  wife, 
and  you  know  my  friendship  for  you.     Your 
servant,  good  brother  Basil,  and  then  I  wish  you 
joy;    so  now,  for  farewell  benediction!  "    Even 
folly  has  its  charms.     She  folded   her  slender 
hands  in  serious  playfulness  ;  let  drop  her  head 
until  her  form  depicted  the  fairest  likeness  of 
some  canonized    saint   in   the   mute    act    of 
blessing,   and  as   her    lips    moved    in    some 
unheard  sound,  she  stood  until  our  hero  had 
caught  the  nameless  grace  of  all  her  attitude ; 
and   then,   with   a   frolic  laugh,  she   bounded 
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any,  with  just  the  airy  motion  you  might  snp 
pose  a  sylphid  of  the  glade  would  thread  th 
woods  in  summer  time.  Basil  yielded  he 
precisely  that  peculiar  smile,  with  which  w 
greet  something,  that  though  it  may  be  entei 
taming,  Js  yet  mysterious  to  us :  and  for  he 
fcOy,  be  was  fain  even  to  forgive  her  that,  whe 
beauty  pleaded  in  soft  extenuation. 

From  this  rime  forth,  the  wooing,  as  Moreto 
of  the  Grange  expressed  it,  went  on  "  right  mer 
rily ; "  and  indeed,  when  Basil  Forde  was  per 
reived  to  be  the  lady's  constant  escort  durin 
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of  locomotion  with  every  succeeding  day;  for  the 
wonderful  journeys  which  she  effected  to  and 
fro  from  the  Orange  to  her  daughter  Lucy's  des- 
tined habitation ;  together  with  the  inventions, 
improvements,  and  alterations,  devised  by  her 
for  the  sole  comfort  of  Rangeley,  his  dogs,  and 
his  horses,  are  to  this  very  hour  a  matter  of 
marvel  to  her  acquaintance,  and  duly  estimated 
by  herself,  as  one  of  those  admirable  efforts  of 
genius,  on  which  she  builds  her  reputation  as  a 
housewife  and  the  first-rate  manager  of  a 
family. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


ike  rat,  «a»  I  < 

K:CB«»D    TBI    T« 


It  was  a  cold  wintry  morning;  the  t 
which  had  {alien  fast  and  thick  for  many 
lay  hard,  and  to  a  great  depth,  upon  tbegro 
while  the  country,  afar  and  every  where, 
aented  an  unvaried  aspect  of  sameness 
desolation.     The  air  was  bleak  with  tun 
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alike  the  tempest  <>r  persevering  harshness  of 
the  nipping  frost-  Thus  all  was  silent,  and  no 
sound  or  movement  of  life  was  seen  or  heard, 
while,  through  the  interwoven  trees  mid  leafless 
houghs,  the  sight  was  left  free  liberty  to  explore 
the  vast  extent  and  depth  of  the  fur  spreading 
wood.  In  the  remote  distance,  and  at  this 
vurly  hour,  stealing  and  wandering  in  no  evident 
pathway,  hut  in  uncertain  and  vagrant  course, 
a  figure  was  seen  advancing.  At  times  a  halt 
was  made,  and  the  gipsy,  Mark  Myrc,  for  it 
was  he,  stopped  to  collect  the  broken  briar  or 
stunted  twig  that  amid  the  snow  revealed  itself 
to  his  gaze ;  and  then  again  he  pressed  for- 
ward :  for  this  was  but  a  wandering  trick  to 
beguile  the  way,  or  to  mislead  such  as  might 
observe  him  tracking  through  the  forest,  doubt 
his  purposes,  or  encounter  him  in  the  route  he 
was  thus  compelled  to  take,  ere  he  might  reach 
the  place  of  his  appointment,  or  enter  once 
more  the  circle  of  the  Gipsies'  Glen. 

As  he  approached  it,  however,  a  far  different 
aspect  of   this    peculiar   spot    presented    itself 
than  any  we  have  before  remarked.     The  leafy 
0    2 


iniT  01  it  was  tou  nd  in 
circle  of  the  majestic  1 
and  which  now,  with 
very  hark,  were  twisted 
contorted  figures,  formir 
rafterwork  that  still  exh 
line  of  the  romantic  arc 
presented  to  the  view  i 
from  the  peculiar  heigr 
uncouth  growth,  the  thi 
trunks  and  boughs,  and 
equality  of  the  ground, 
guhur  undulation,  might 
known  at  this  season  ; 
heap  of  stones  within 
fountain,  that  though  c 
hung  its  gh'tteririK  icicl. 
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On  this  occasion,  however,  no  happy  memory 
of  it  occupied  him  ;  his  journey  was  compulsory, 
or  the  mini's  humour  wax  at  variance  with  it; 
for  iiwmy  a  smothered  curse  broke  from  him. 
his  laggard  steps  kept  no  time  nth  hit  im- 
patient temper,  and  every  thwarting  accident 
was  marked  as  something  to  be  noted  down,  m 
the  depth  of  his  imprecation  and  sullen  wratli, 
either  as  unprnpitious  to  this  da;.  .  or 

inevitable  to  the  star  that  presided  over  them. 

"  Why  ha'  m  00OK  here,  Master  Falcon  ' ■" 
he  muttered  as  he  strolled  along;  "Why!  an' 
the  devil  he  with  you,  but  to  strip  me  and  flay 
me  o'  the  little  I  lia"  got  by  ye.  I  Ita'  known 
ye  before  now,  or  1  'm  not  Mark  My  re.  Why 
not  ha'  skulked — why  not  ha'  fled  ?  But  its  the 
fate,  man — the  fate— I  ha'  known  it  this  long 
Wllilfl  til*  quarrel  wi'  me,  an*  ye  ha'  the  v.  i 
on  it  |  The  Gipsies'  Glen,  d'ye  Kfl  I  there  lies 
Miriam  Myre  under  tin  ninth  tree  o'  the  circle, 
and  the  spot 's  unlucky.  Ye  ha'  better  speak 
me  fair,  Master  Falcon,  an'  ye  quarrel  there  's 
death  atween  us ;  come  on  't  a  halter,  it 's  the 
same.''     And  with  such  like  broken  jargon  the 


of  anrbt  else,  an 
vitbtoe  Togrant  la 


l  pon  die  gicr 
a  n  -we  folded  an 
«poo  tbem  in 
or  amid 
Rarce  Falcon.  There  1 
bb  aefnUea  Tutaimrx,  mi 
boned  by  toe  exposure  erf 
«d:  nor  hod  be  bji  gotten  o 
fortune  of  vhieb  bb  own 
hi» — that  be  bad  raised 
wamtmma — tbiswas  bison 
■ad  ret.  amid  die  savage 
toe  taibaient  contention  c 
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scheme  by  which  his  lost  speculation  might  1« 
retrieved,  and  Jessy  and  her  property  ulti- 
mately become  his  own.  Though  ajl  this 
might  well  appcur  hopeless,  yet  he  would  have  it 
happen,  if  villainy,  craft,  or  cunning  might 
avail  him  in  it ;  and  in  such  meditation  he  was 
employed  when  the  gipsy  appeared  in  the 
(ilen. 

At  the  sight  of  him,  Falcon  arose,  and  ad- 
vanced half  way.  His  passion,  though  smo- 
thered and  suppressed,  spoke  in  In*  flushed 
and  louring  features,  and  burnt  in  the  hasty- 
glance  of  recognition  that  he  deigned;  while 
Mark  Myrc  exhibited,  in  the  curve  of  his  lip 
and  downcast  dogged  look,  the  lurking  malice 
that  dwelt  beneath  the  hypocritical  civility  and 
cautious  deportment  that  he  thought  tit  to 
assume.  In  fact,  we  can  liken  the  separate 
demeanour  of  these  two  worthiest,  to  nothing 
better  than  the  encounter  of  two  <:urs  of  a 
whole  and  half  mongrel  breed,  who  eye  one 
another  with  a  view  to  combat,  who  begin  to 
•niff  and  snarl  and  snap  at  one  another,  but' 
taught  by  dastard  instinct,  hang  their  tail,  loth 
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to  commence  the  absolute  affray,  so  that  it 
odds  but  that  they  turn  and  hazard  i 
thing  further.  After  a  long  delay  of  sol 
silence,  Falcon  bethought  him  to  liegin  ( 
course. 

"  Well,  brave  Mark  !  "  said  he,  with  soi 
thing  of  a  swagger,  "you  don't  forget  i 
True  to  the  test  as  a  current  coin  of  the  re 

you  arc  a  right  good  one — there 's  mettl 

you." 

"  Glad  you  think  so,"  was  the  sullen  ans' 
"  Glad  on't ;  but  ha'  ye  a  mind  to  swing  i 
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to  the  starlight  ?  Why,  Mark,  you  won't  flinch, 
and  at  the  nick  of  time,  my  buy  ?  Come,  come, 
1  know  ye  better!  so  here,  Myre, listen :  "  and 
here  lie  bent  his  steps  towards  the  jutting  root 
of  a  tree  that  protruded  its  black  ridge  from  tin 
surrounding  snow,  and  pointing  to  his  CO 
panion  to  be  seated,  he  placed  himself  by  his 
side  on  the  earth  ;  and  another  pause  of  pro- 
phetic silence  intervened. 

Bleak  was  the  scene  around,  and  barren, 
without  one  indication  of  life,  save  in  the  two 
beings  that  were  seated  there.  The  branches 
above  them  hung  forth  their  pointed  and 
tering  icicles  to  the  daylight,  or  clothed  in  a 
thick  covering"  of  snow,  presented  the  bleached 
tendrils  of  their  boughs,  in  un reflected  white- 
ness, to  the  blank  desi  rt  of  the  air  around,  and 
through  the  intcrtext  tired  network  that  they 
made,  the  cold  grey  sky  looked  down  upon  the 
earth,  adding  a  death-like  sense  of  desolation 
to  all  beneath  it.  Afar,  the  turrets  of  N« 
Priory,  in  a  remote  {lerspective,  lifted  their 
solid  masses  of  dark  stone-work  above  the 
intervening  trees,  which  swayed  not  to  the 
0  5 
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passing  wind,  but  in  frozen    rigidity   see 

motionless   as   the   building  which    they 

rounded.     Both  the  Gipsy  and   Falcon  gs 

about  them,  and  felt  something  of  the  loi 

ness  of  the  landscape  which  is  here  depictei 

"MarkMyre,"  said  Pierce  Falcon,  at  1 

"  it  would  be  strange  if  two  old  friends  liki 

should   break  at  last.     What  say  ye?    N 

there  is  Nun's  Prion- ;    the  treasure  is  th< 

the  girl  would  come  with  us  if  we  beckon  1 

let 's  to  it  again :  but  for  our  own  folly,  all  wc 

have  been  well.     Now  will  you  lend  us  a  hi 
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"  May  yc  be  throttled,"  said  the  other  M 
drcl,  in  his  turn  enraged,  "  to  taunt  a  man 
upon  liis  misfortunes  :  may  the  devil  drive  the 
nails  into  your  coffin,  Mark !  and  what  do  ye 
mean,  what's  the  game  now  you  would  bfl 
playing  }  So  tell  it — out  with  it — and  I  am  the 
man  to  hear  it,  any  day." 

;  May  be  ye  'II  hear  when  I  please  to  tell  ye,' 
Mik,    doggedly;    "and   something   ye 

uouldn't  like  too,  mBy  be!  There  an-  my 
earnings,  that  your  make-games  ha'  rublx'd 
me  of;  and  ye  ha-  dragged  me  bark  Co  this 
trap  i if  your"*,  when  I  might  ha'  been  else- 
where ;  and  for  nothing  but  the  danger 
thins;.  Yc  sec  the  Glen  :  here  1  ha'  passed 
many  a  day  wi'  Miriam.  Mow  quarrel,  M 
Falcon  '  quarrel,  an  ye  '11  ha'  the  worst  of  it  ' 
you  '11  rue  it,  and  ye  hnd  better  let  me  go." 

But  Falcon  answered  with  a  grin  of  defiance. 

'.hull  waned  away  into  a  wheedling  smile  of 
fellowship,  while  he  resumed,  in  a  softer  key  of 
persuasion,  his  discourse. 

"  Come,  come.  Mark  I   the  frost  mak. 
moody,  and  we  have  had  ill  luck  between  us ;  but 


true  man.  So,  Mark,  wh 
Fairlawn : "  but  the  gipsy 
eyes  •fiu*'**g  into  two  orbs  < 
bag  a  mixture  of  Tulgar  en 
aatoaiahinent. 

"  And  what  would  ye  si 
be  asked  suOenry  at  bat, " 
did  I  get  from  Fairiawn  ! 
ter  Falcon !  nothing  but  wha 
and  what,  man !  would  ye  ha 
u  By  the  powers  of  b 
other  ruffian,  with  deep  a 
a  but  you  he;  and  there  i 
And  you  had  better  beware, 
dearer  you  up.  You  rob 
the  booty ;  give  me  my  shar 
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mayhap,  now  yc  '11  give  mc  something  in  re- 
turn— a  halter,  a  gibbet,  hey,  Master  Falcon  ? 
But,  1  thank  ye!  there  arc  two  ends  to  the 
rope,  d'ye  see,  Master  Falcon  :  " 

"Well,  well!  "  said  Falc soothingly,  '" 

no  more  about  it;  and  see  how  you  like  my 
plan.  Steal  into  the  Priory— run  ofl' with  the 
girl — her  fortune.  Yc  shall  have  your  share, 
Mark.  And  for  the  Colonel,  if  it  comes  to  a 
struggle,  ye  can  handle  cold  steel,  Mark,  and 
give  him  a  sly  thrust !  Oft  over  the  sea,  and 
the  thing 's  done  with." 

"  And  it  may  be  done  wi',"  repeated  the 
gipsy,  with  his  characteristic  whine ;  "  1  ha' 
had  enough  o'  it.  Yc  '11  perhaps  obbgc  mc 
after  all,  wi*  seeing  me  hanged !  But,  no,  no  ! 
Master  Falcon,  1  ha'  had  enough;  so  good 
inurrow  to  yc.  Ye  had  better  run  tor  it  your- 
self, or  it  will  be  over  wi'  yc,  I  shall  go  buck 
to  my  gang."  And  the  gipsy  BOW  i  his  wild  and 
swarthy  visage  betrayed  no  emotion  whatever, 
Uut  was  marked  with  the  crafty  and  hardy  indif- 
ference most  natural  to  him.  He  took  up  bii 
crooked  staff,  and  was  about  to  depart,  when 


commanded,  "  and  rest  1 
the  justice  at  the  next  i 
before  the  hour's  over, 
uttered  a  deep  oath,  "  te 
you  won't  do  it  for  me? 
you  have  hard  work,  at 
strange  jobs  too,  now  to  b 
»re  a  changed  man,  Mark.' 
•*  Mayhap  I  am,"  said 
■re  ye  belike!     Ye're  own 
birth,  couldn't  swear  t'ye. 
tired  o'  the  work;   bat    i 
Master  Falcon,  we  won't  qa 
"  Bat  we  will  though,"  cr 
imprecation,  and  in  his  rai 
prudence;  *  beggar  and  dog 
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violence,  and  added  in  a  lower  tone,  "  come, 
come,  Mark  Myre,  do  ye  remeinU-i  tin-  nights 
we  had  ?     Yc  havn't  forgot  tlic  Gipsies'  Glen   ' 

"  Never."  responded  the  gipsy,  whose  melan- 
choly had  something  of  ill  temper  in  it ; 
"  never,  never,  Master  Falcon  !  Wasn't  it  here 
that  my  pretty  Miriam — and  she  was  all  I  had 
to  love  mi — here  she  played  her  many  frames 
wi'  me,  wi"  her  face  like  n  star  a  peeping  through 
a  func-bush  ;  she— she  had  a  heart  and  a  kind 
'\ie;  and  yet — she  lies  there;  I  huried  her 
myself;  yes,  tlierc,  under  the  ninth  tree ! " 
and  the  gipsy  turned  towards  the  spot,  pointed 
his  hcecheti  rod  to  it,  resigned  himself  to  the 
only  affection  he  had  ever  recognised,  and 
dreaming  himself  hack  to  that  kind  memory, 
all  fiercer  feelings  were  changed  into  regret. 

"Ye  were  always  kind  to  the  pirK"  at 
length  said  Falcon  ;  "  and  for  their  sake,  what 
say  ye,  Mark  •  0M  or  other  of  them  at  the 
Priory  !  Come,  man !  turn  about,  and  be 
friends." 

•'  No,  and  be  hanged.  Master  Falcon, "'  s.iid 
the  man ;  "  I  have  done  wi'  em.     She  was  the 
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girt  for  me.  Ye  couldn't  Lave  had  a  1 
though  ye  ha'  known  many  worse,  an< 
one  at  the  Priory  for  one  on  em." 

"  Yon  are  mistaken."   said   Falcon,  n 
44  Miriam  was  your  sister;    don't  whine 
her.  friend  Mark !    she  was  no  better  tl 
than  you  or  me." 

"  She  may  ha'  known  harm,"  said  the  j 
without  turning  round,  but  with  a  pei 
wariness  of  voice ;  **  for,  Master  Falcon. 
had  seen  it :  prove  her  what  ye  say,  and, 
see,  I'll  go  to  the  gallows  wi'  ye,  or  make 
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still  through  the  parted  lips,  the  eyeballs 
glared,  the  fresh  hue  of  nature  was  wiped  away 
by  the  livid  shadow  of  coming  dissolution. 
The  features  were  now  fast  falling  into  the  grim 
rigidity  of  death,  the  body  becoming  stiff  with 
the  ghastly  and  frigid  cumin  ;  of  i  r<i  ping  ruin  ; 
and  as  the  gipsy  looked  down  upon  it,  he 
snarled  in  crafty  triumph,  placed  his  foot  with 
vindictive  emphasis  upon  it,  and  watched  the 
life  deporting  from  the  clay. 

"  Not  dead  yet,"  said  he,  in  his  habitual 
tone  of  coldness  j  "  not  yet,  heigh  !  Master 
Falcon  ?  When  she  died,  I  guessed  it ;  and, 
d'ye  see,  the  stars  shorn-  true  to  me.  Ye  would 
bide  here;  ye  would  ha'  words  wi'  me;  ye 
wouldn't  hear  your  warning  ;  now  ye  ha'  your 
fate,  Master  Falcon,  as  I  ha'  read  it.  The 
Gipsies'  Glen  !  yes,  it  was  here  ye  were  fated  ! 
ye  ha'  wronged  her,  and  ye  ha'  your  reward.  I 
swore  it !  But  ye  must  boast !  Well,  1  would 
ha'  served  ye  a  life  for  this  KORfc  Ye  are 
dead,  and  I  ha'  my  vengeance !  the  rest  1  'II 
forgive  ye  ;  "  and  the  gipsy  took  up  the  body 
and  dragged  it,  according  to  his  superstition  or 


a  sound  only  less  audible 
sshes  of  Pierce  Falcon  w* 
die  last  record  of  his  crii 
layed  an  instant  near  t 
strong  apathy  of  death,  tl 
fore  him;  and  turning 
savage  sneer  of  satisfacti 
the  Glen,  nor  were  his  f o 
wander  there  again. 

The  woods  were  now  i 
as  the  body  of  departed  li 
the  solitude  of  death  was 
of  nature  in  this  season  ol 
tion .  Indeed,  the  flight  of 
this  human  being  one  wi 
whereon  it  rested,  a  par 
native  soil :   and  though 
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ik  and  sullen  skies  gave  out  no  sign,  the 
secret  of  the  dead  remained  unspoken. 

Some  days  elapsed,  when  the  corpse  was 
at  last  discovered  by  Morcton  of  the  Grange, 
in  one  of  his  matin  rambles.  No  weapon,  and 
no  outward  rijgn  of  violence  betrayed  the 
cause  of  Falcon's  death,  till,  as  he  pondered 
over  it,  the  old  recollections  of  past  scenes  of 
battle  taught  liim  to  guess  the  truth. 

■•  Well,  we  must  die,"  he  apostrophised; 
■  how  or  when — the  stroke  is  the  decision ; 
poor  human  mortal  flesh,  this  is  the  end  of  it; 
and  yet,  from  early  youth  to  darkest  age, 
many  have  sijjhcd  for  such  a  sleep  as  this — 
so  sound  — undreaming  — soulless— calm,  like 
infancy— and  yet  so  like  a  trance  of  still  decay 
ami  BttW  ruin.  And  this  is  man's  ingra- 
titude, for  who,  who  would  exchange  wit  h  this 
dull  clod  of  flesh,  this  breathing  air  of  heaven, 
earth,  and  the  earth's  delight?  The  world 
would  smile  upon  the  question,  and  who 
would  answer  it !  The  soul  tortured— tired — 
wearied.  This  game  of  life  is  dull — the  mys- 
tery is  too  simple — it  is  the  same— the  same— 
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good  man — the  same  for  ever;"  and  th< 
centric   Moreton,   as   he   delivered  this  t 
■obloquy,    lifted   up  the  body    and   tuggi 
along    towards    the    hamlet.      With    the 
of  a  passing  labourer,  whom   he  called  t 
assistance,   it  was  at    length    deposited  in 
aisle  of  the  village  church,   where,  as  it 
never   owned    by  friends   or  kindred,  it 
buried.       The     hundred    pounds    which 
been    extorted  from    Colonel  Maravel, 
found  upon  it  j  and  after  the  funeral  expt 
were  discharged,  the  residue  was  remittt 
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Tlic  curious  mystery  of  his  death,  and  the  suc- 
cessful escape  of  his  ruurderer,  thenceforth 
added  fresh  horror  to  the  Glen.  It  became 
more  fearful,  and  less  frequent. m I  thu  ever; 
and  there  were  some  who  asserted  that  the 
Urge  moss-grown  stones  were,  from  the  fatal 
hour  of  this  deed,  immoveable  ;  that  the  foun- 
tain was  drawn  dry,  and  flowed  no  more ;  and 
that  in  the  early  morning,  and  in  deep  twi- 
light, a  dark  grey  shade  reposed  in  the  peculiar 
spot  where  Falcon  had  hiin,  itnd  was  some- 
timcN  known  to  assume  the  hideous  resem- 
blance of  a  human  form  reclining  there,  in  tin- 
darkness  of  the  wood  and  shadow,  with  which 
summer  invested  the  mournful  scene.  Be- 
sides, the  Gipsies'  Glen  was  deserted  by  the 
wandering  tribes  from  whom  had  originated 
the  superstition  of  the  rustics,  and  the  name 
by  which  it  had  lwcn  designate  1. 

So  laded  this.  Yet  strange,  but  so  it  was, 
that  Jessy  Maravel  was  neither  known  to  shed 
tears,  nor  give  other  demonstration  of  sor- 
row   or   passing  emotion;   nor  did  she   ever 


wrong  her  :— she  may  hai 
passing  shower  of  grief, 
rain,  lets  laughing  suns 
through  it ;  she  may  hav< 
bosom  with  a  sigh,  just  an 
ing  lightness  as  might  bes 
summer.  She  may  have 
riful  allusions  to  amoroi 
heart-broken  lovers — to  fc 
to  dissevered  ties  of  frier 
but  all  deeper  or  tenderer 
perhaps  happily,  unknown 
indeed,  that  Pierce  Falcon 
vanity,  the  only  injury  of  ' 
ceptible ;  but  while  the  li  via 
left  to  admire  her,  she  was 
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herself  and  others — wayward,  changeful  a*  the 
air  wherein  she  breathed — but  still  she  always 
extorted  admiration  where  she  sought  it.  But 
believe, — it  is  a  troth,— though  beauty  may  ex- 
cite love,  it  cannot  requite  it. 


C  HAITI 
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for  there  is  little  or  nothing  more  to  detail  but 
what  the  reader  may  already  imagine,  and  if 
one  sparkling  particle  of  the  original  spring  re- 
main behind,  it  is  that  the  winter  is  not  so  hard 
set  in,  as  from  all  apj>carances  wc  were  led  to 
expect. 

In  the  course  <>f  a  (eve  weeks  after  the  inci- 
dents described.  Colonel  Maravcl  was  visited 
by  Moreton  of  the  Orange,  to  arrange  preli- 
minaries for  the  marriage  of  Basil  Forde 
and  Constance ;  and  though  the  Colonel,  at 
first  mention  of  it,  hazarded  a  secret  thought 
that  the  exchange  from  I^ord  Lesley  to  his  son 
was  hut  a  poor  one ;  yet,  on  a  clear  exposition 
of  the  rent-roll  and  personal  property  of  Mr. 
Moreton,  and  on  the.  explanation  that  these 
were  intended  as  rich  bequests  to  his  adopted 
son,  then  the  Colonel  decided  that  the  mate!) 
was  fairly  lost  by  his  lordship  and  won  by  our 
hero ;  moreover,  when  it  was  ascertained  that 
all  insight  into  the  state  of  his  daughter's 
finance  was  deferred  by  the  contracting  parties 
till  the  day  after  his  own  decease,  then  the  good 
Colonel  forthwith  prepared   himself  to  grasp 
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Rangeley  just  returned  from  the  pleasures  of 
the  honeymoon,  her  vivacious  husband  presi- 
ding at  Jut  side  in  undaunted  hilarity,  and  vi- 
gilant in  his  courtship  as  on  the  first  day  of 
wooing  her.  80  hasty  was  the  swift  motion  of 
the  vehicle,  that  they  might  have  passed  unre- 
cognised, but  for  the  lightning  of  the  gentle- 
man's glances;  which  darted  from  both  windows 
at  once,  proclaimed  his  arrival,  and  set  in  wild 
commotion  of  debate  the  tongues  of  the  goa- 
sips,  to  decide  whether  it  were  he,  his  wife,  or 
both  »f  them,  whom  they  had  beheld  in  this 
glimpse  of  an  instant. 

Among  those  who  first  tendered  the  con- 
gratulatory visit  was  the  beautiful  Jessy 
Maravel,  who,  amid  .smiles  and  the  sweetest 
mimicry  of  playful  COndo  .timated  her 

hope  that  she  had  advised  him  wisely,  that 
he  wciuld  lie  happy  in  the.  simple  wife  that. 
she  had  selected  for  him,  and  forget,  in  dome 
content,  the  better  and  ambitious  partiality  he 
had  encouraged  so  hopelessly  for  herself.  In 
time,  as  the  separate  persons  in  the  history 
became  united,  she  fluttered  and  trifled  from 
one   household  to  another — the  simplicity 


acaacenrct  ef  aS.  We  ha 
**«  when  abowt  thirty  ahe 
ii— i  years  her  senior,  am 
•e*  her  hearty  she  obtained 
■Mar:  which  so  ran  r  had  si 
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h-w  frost  on  the  earth,  an 
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the  fresh  carpet  of  the  grass  before  it  broke 
through  the  beaded  frost  that  covered  it.  The 
rooks  still  clamoured  and  aroused  the  silence, 
but  unaware  of  such  intrusion,  gazing  on  the 
prospect  from  the  window,  stood  the  tutor 
Huntley  and  his  wife.  And  yet  some  other 
feeling,  deeper  than  that  produced  by  outward 
objects  of  the  sight,  engrossed  them. 

The  heir  of  Fairlawn  KM  seated  near  them, 
and  leaning  on  the  table  with  folded  anus, 
betraying  the  thoughtfulness  of  pensive  melan- 
i  holy.  He  was  about  to  depart  from  the  house 
of  his  ancestors  to  foreign  lands ;  to  quit  this 
tranquil  life  of  prosperity  and  peace,  and  ex- 
change it  for  the  toil  and  dangers  of  military 
sen-ice;  and  while  his  sister  contemplated  I  us 
noble  form  clad  in  uniform,  according  to  her 
fond  desire  on  parting  with  him,  she  beheld  in 
imagination  the  fearful  consequences  of  bis 
absence  from  them,  and  the  long  period  that 
must  ensue  ere  she  might  again  gi  >me 

to   his   presence.      Yet   amid    this,   her   0 
strength  of  mind,  and  the  kind  arguments  of 
Huntley  sustained  her. 

p  3 


of  embarkation,  Horace ! 
his  home.  Bat  now  w 
sorrows  of  affluence.  I 
throng  of  his  domestic* 
nor  was  be  a  man  likely  i 
appeal.  The  flush  of  an; 
in  hu  countenance.  Ma 
die  hand  was  exchanged., 
pressure ;  the  whispered 
not  wanting;  the  aged 
snmed  composure,  and  bi 
clinging  hold  upon  him, 
ened  away.  But  in  the  vi 
in  another  shape,  present* 
was  nigh  stopped  on  its  v 
ings  and  sounds  of  adieu 
upon  him,  from  which  ] 
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misery,  now  leaning  against  the  churchyard 
paling  to  behold  his  departure,  then  all  selfish 
feelings  were  forgotten.  The  young  heir  started 
from  his  carriage  to  speak  a  word  of  adieu  to 
his  old  pensioner,  to  assure  him  of  protection. 
The  astonished  villagers  drew  back,  and  when 
they  recovered,  the  vehicle  was  seen  winding 
it*  way  up  the  hill,  and  was  free  from  further 
pursuit.  So  they  turned  away,  and  began  to 
falcon  upon  the  period  of  his  return. 

\Yc  need  scarcely  add  that  Huntley  and  Mary 
were  a  well-matched  couple,  and  as  prosperity 
increased  upon  them,  the  character  of  the  tutor 
appeared  in  another,  and  possibly  a  better 
point  of  view.  He  was  indeed  one  of  those  for 
whom  good  fortune  was  most  fit,  and  when, 
through  the  interest  of  Horace  Freeling  and 
the  influence  of  his  learning,  he  attained  one  of 
the  highest  stations  in  the  Church,  there  v 
none  who  thought  he  did  not  merit  his  eleva- 
tion, and  do  justice  to  i  I . 

For  the  heir  of  Fairlawn,  we  learn  that,  after 
some  years  of  foreign  sen-ice,  he  relumed  to 
England  accompanied  by  his  wife,  a  young  and 
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argued  against  the  powerful,  cast  his  sarcasms 
on  human  nature,  but  was  believed  to  be  a 
happier  man  than  before  the  occurrence  of  the 
facts  detailed  in  these  pages.  He  lived  to  a 
good  old  age,  and  has  been  charged  with  spoil- 
ing his  adopted  grand-children ;  but  this  infa- 
mous calumny  he  always  rebutted  with  rough 
indifference,  or  with  his  own  peculiar  and  quiet 
smile.  He  at  length  resigned  himself  to  death 
as  peacefully  as  others  sink  to  sleep,  and  as 
Basil  Forde  sat  beside  him,  "  The  happy  day 
lias  come,"  said  he,  in  his  old  quaint  style  of 
calm  philosophy,  "the  l>le\sed  hour  is  at  hand. 
And,  Basil,  I  ha vi' known  life,  (Old  MOM  will  call 
it  sweet ;  but  let  them  learn  the  bed  of  death 
is  sweeter.  And  this,  my  friend  !  this  is  the 
blessed  joy  that  awaits  us:  peace,  faith,  and 
future  truth,  and  future  love.  Learn,  hoy,  and 
see — how  easy  'tis  to  die  !'*  He  was  laid  in  the 
dust  of  the  earth,  and  his  spirit  was  no  more 
known  amongst  us. 

For  Basil  and  Constance,  they  led  the 
happy  life  of  those  whose  dispositions  and  pur- 
suits are  never  at  variance ;  or  rather,  of  those 
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